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T  HE 


CORONATION. 


COMEDY. 


Vol.  IX, 


P  RO  LOGUE. 


A  Woman  ( i )  once  in  n  Coronation  may 
With  pardon^  fpeak  'the  Prologue,  give  as  free 
J  welcome  to  the  Theatre,  as  he 
That  with  a  Tittle  Beardy  a  long  Hack  Cloaky 
With  a  Jlarch'd  Face  and  fupple  Leg  hath  fpoke 
Before  the  Plays  the  Twelve-month,  let  me  then 
Prefcnt  a  Welcome  to  thefe  Gentlemn  ; 
If  you  he  kind,  and  nolle,  you  will  not 
Think  the  worfe  of  me  for  my  Petticoat — 
But  to  the  Play ;  the  Poet  had  me  tell 
His  Fears  firft  in  the  Title,  left  it  fwell 
Some  thoughts  with  expectation  of  a  flrain. 
That  hut  once  could  he  feen  in  a  Kings  Reign, 
This  Coronation  he  hopes  you  may 
See  oft  en  ^  while  the  Genius  of  his  Play 
Doth  Prophefy,  the  Conduits  may  run  Wine, 
When  the  Dafs  Triumph* s  ended,  and  Diving 
Brisk  Ne5lar  (2)  fwell  his  Temples  to  a  Rage^ 
With  fomething  of  more  price  t^invejl  the  Stage. 
There  rejls  hut  to  prepare  you,  that  although 
It  he  a  Coronation^  there  doth  flow 
No  Undermirth,  fuch  as  doth  lard  the  Scene 
For  coarfe  delight ;  the  Language  here  is  clean^ 
And  confident,  our  Poet  had  me  fay^ 
HeHl  hate  you  hut  the  Folly  of  a  Play : 
For  which,  although  dull  Souls  his  Pen  defpife^ 
(3)  Who  think  it  yet  too  early  to  he  wife. 
The  nohler  will  thank  his  Miife^  at  leaft 
Excufe  him,  \aufe  his  Thought  aim'd  at  the  hefty 
But  we  conclude  not,  it  does  reft  in  you 

(1)   once  in  a  Corporation  day  J    The  Text  from  the  Quarto 

of  1640.  Mr.  Theobald, 

(2)   fwell  his  Temple  to  a  Rage."]  The  Want  of  a  fingle  Letter 

has  made  ftrange  work  here.    The  oldeit  Copy  exhibits  the  Text. 

(3)  Who  thinks ;/  yet  too  early  ]  As  we  had  a  Letter  too  little 

above,  fo  Mr.  Senvard  agreed  with  me,  there  is  one  too  much  here, 
otherwife  the  Reflexion  mult  fall  upon  the  Poet,  which  was  defign*d  for 
the  Mob. 


Ince  *tis  hecome  the  Title  of  our  Play, 
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fa 


PROLOGUE. 

To  cenfure  Poet,  Play^  and  Prologue  too. 

But  what  have  I  omitted?  is  there  not 

ji  blujh  upon  my  Cheeks  that  I  forgot 

The  Ladies,  and  a  female  Prologue  too  ? 

Tour  Pardon,  noble  Gentlewomen,  you 

JVere  firjl  within  my  Thoughts  ;  /  know  you  fit' 

As  free,  and  high  CommiJJioners  of  Wit, 

Have  clear  and  aUive  Souls    nay^  though  the  Men 

Were  loft,  in  your  Eyes  thefll  he  found  again  5 

Tou  are  the  bright  Intelligences  move^ 

And  make  a  harmony  this  fphere  of  Love : 

Be  you  propitious  then,  our  Poet  fays, 

(4)  One  Wreath  from  you,  is  worth  their  Grove  of  Bays] 

(4)  Our  Wreath  from  youy  ]     Mr.  Senvard  again  conjedur'd 

with  me,  that  one,  not  out  y  maft  be  the  Word,  and  fo  I  have  alter'd 
the  Text. 
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SCENE,   E  P  I  RU  S. 


THE 


THE 


CORONATIO  N(5). 


ACT    I.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Philocles,  and  Lyfander. 

Philocles. 

A  K  E  way  for  my  Lord  Prote(5lor. 
Lyfan,  Your  Grace's  Servants. 

Enter  Caflander,  and  Lyfimachus, 

Caf.  I  like  your  diligent  waiting,  where's 
Lyfmachus  P 
Lyfim.  I  wait  upon  you,  Sir. 
Caf,  The  Queen  looks  pleafant 
This  Morning,  does  fhe  not  ^ 

(5)  It  were  to  be  vvidi'd  that  t\t  Publifher  of  our  Authors 
Works  in  1679  had  given  his  Reafons  in  the  Preface,  or  elfewhere, 
why  he  took  this  Play  into  that  Edition*  There  feems  to  be  no  juft 
Grounds  upon  which  he  could  go,  for  fo  bold  a  Pradlice,  feeing  the 
Editor  of  the  firft  Folio  in  1647,  Mr.  Shirley ^  has  left  it  out ;  a  Per- 
fon  who  muft  be  better  acquainted  with  what  was  our  Authors,  as 
living  nearer  to  their  Time,  than  the  Editor  of  the  fecond  Folio  in 
1679.  'Tis  true,  there  are  feveral  fine  Strokes  in  it,  which  might 
polfibly  be  Fletcher*^ ;  but  thofe  will  no  more  entitle  him  to  claim  ic 
for  his  own,  than  it  will  Shakefpear  to  affert  the  Play  of  the  l^ohle 
Kinfmen,  in  which  we  know  he  was  partially  concern'd  :  To  Mr.  Shir^ 
ley  therefore,  as  he  has  laid  claim  to  it,  let's  give  this  Performance  5 
nor  rob  him  of  the  Glory  which  The  Coronation  may  do  his  Memory. 

A  3  '  Lyfm. 
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Lyfm.  I  ever  found 
Her  gracious  Smiles  on  me. 

Caf.  She  does  confult 
Her  Safety  in't ;  for  I  mud  tell  thee,  Boy, 
But  in  the  affurance  of  her  Love  to  thee, 
I  fliould  advance  thy  hopes  another  way. 
And  ufe  the  Power  I  have  in  Epire^  to 
Settle  our  own,  and  uncontrouled  Greatnefs  ; 
But  fince  flie  carrieth  herfelf  fo  fairly, 
I  am  content  t'exped,  and  by  her  Marriage 
Secure  thy  Fortune,  that's  all  my  Ambition 
Now  ;  be  ftill  careful  in  thy  Applications 
To  her,  I  mufl:  attend  other  Affairs  ; 
Return,  and  ufe  what  Art  thou  canft  to  lay 
More  Charms  of  Love  upon  her. 

Lyftm.  I  prefutne 
She  always  fpeaks  the  Language  of  her  Heart, 
And  I  can  be  ambitious  for  no  more 
Happinefs  on  Earth,  than  flie  encourages 
Me  to  expedl. 

Caf.  It  was  an  Act  becoming 
The  Wifdom  of  her  Father,  to  engage 
A  Tie  between  our  Families,  and  (he 
Hath  play'd  her  bed  Difcretion  to  allow  it ; 
But  we  lofe  time  in  Conference,  wait  on  her 
And  be,  what  thou  wert  born  for.  King  of  Efire  y 
I  muft  away.  [Exit, 

Lyfim.  Succefs  ever  attend  you. 
(6)  Is  not  the  Queen  yet  coming  forth  > 

Lyfan,  Your  Servant, 
You  may  command  our  Duties  :  [^Exit  Lyfim. 

This  is  the  Court  Scar,  Philocles, 

Phi,  The  Star  that  we  muft  fail  by. 

Lyfan,  All  muft  borrow 

(6)  Is  not  the  ^een  yet  comhg  forth  ? 

Lyfan.  Tour  Serrvant.}  Lyfavder^-o  asking  this  Queftion  fup- 
pofes,  that  the  Gentlemen  interrogated  were  capable  of  giving  him  an 
i^nfwtr  ;  but  that  the  Reader  fees  is  no  where  to  be  found  ;  therefore 
i  iiave  tiiought  proper  to  mark  an  Hiatus  in  the  prefcnt  Text. 

A 


T*he  Coronation.  ^ 

A  Light  from  him,  the  young  Queen  dircfts  all 
Her  Favours  that  way. 

Fhu  He*s  a  noble  Gentleman^ 
And  worthy  of  his  Expe£tations  : 
Too  good  to  be  the  Son  of  fuch  a  Fathef. 

Lyfan,  Peace,  peace,  remember  he  is  Lord  Proteftor, 

Fhi,  We  have  more  need  of  Heav'n*s  Protedion 
Pth'  mean  time  ;  I  wonder  the  old  King 
Did  in  his  Life  defign  him  for  the  Oifice. 

Lyfan.  (7)  He  might  fufpc6l  his  Faith,  I  have  heard 
when 

The  King,  who  was  no  Epirote,  advanc'd 

His  Claim,  Cajfander^  our  Proteftor  now^ 

Young  then,  oppos'd  him  toughly  with  his  Faftion^ 

But  forc'd  to  yield,  had  fair  Conditions, 

And  was  declar'd  by  the  whole  State,  next  Heir 

If  the  King  wanted  Iflue  :  our  Hopes  only 

Thriv'd  in  this  Daughter. 

Phi.  Whom  but  for  her  Smiles 
And  hope  of  Marriage  with  Lyfimachusi  . 
His  Father,  by  fome  Cunning,  had  remov'd 
Ere  this; 

Lyfan,  Take  heed,  the  Arras  may  have  Ears  5 
llhould  not  weep  much  if  his  Grace  would  hence 
Remove  to  Heav'n. 

Phi,  I  prithee  what  fhould  he  do  there  ? 

Lyfan,  Some  Offices  will  fall. 

Phi,  A.nd  the  Sky  too,  ere  I  get  one  Stair  higher 
While  he*s  in  place. 

Enter  Antigonus, 

.  Jlnt,  Lyfander^  Philocks^  . 

Mow  looks  the  Day  upon  us  ?  Where's  the  Queen  ? 

Phi,  In  her  Bed-Chamber.  Ant,  Who  was  with  her  ? 
Lyfan,  None  but 

.  (7)  He  might  tx}tf6i  his  Faith,~'] .  The  true  Reading  is  reco- 
ter'd  from  the  old  Quarto  by  Mr.  Theobald,  as  it  is  again  five  Lines 

Was  declared  hy  the  whole  States — 

A  4  ^  J|,* 
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Th'  young  Lord  Lyftmachus.  Ant,  It  is  no  Treafon, 

If  a  Man  wifh  himfelf  a  Courtier 
OF  fuch  a  Poffibility  :  He  has 
The  mounting  Fate. 

Phi.  I  would  his  Father  were 
Mounted  to  th'  Gallows. 

Ant.  H'as  a  Path  fair  enough 
If  he  furvive,  by  Title  of  his  Father, 

Lyfan.  The  Queen  will  haften  his  Afcent. 

Phi.  Would  I  were  Qaeen. 

Ant,  Thou  wou*dft  become  rarely  the  Petticoat, 
What  would'ft  tbou  do  >  PIa.  Why,  I  wou'd  marry  my 
Gentleman-Ulher,  and  truft  all  the  Strength 
And  Burden  of  my  State  upon  his  Legs, 
Rather  than  be  called  Wife  by  any  Son 
Of  fuch  a  Father. 

Lyfan.  Come,  let's  leave  this  Subjed, 
We  may  find  more  fecure  Difcourfe^  when  faw 
You  young  Arcadiusy  Lord  Macaritis*  Nephew  ? 

Ant,  There's  a  Spark,  a  Youth  moulded  for  a  Favourite  \ 
The  Queen  might  do  him  Honour.    Phi.  Favourite 
It  is  too  cheap  a  Name  ;  there  were  a  Match 
Now  for  her  Virg-in  Blood. 

Lyfan.  Mud  every  Man,  * 
That  has  a  handfome  Face  or  Leg,  feed  fuch- 
Ambition  ?  I  confefs  I  honour  him. 
He  has  a  nimble  Soul,  and  gives  great  Hope 
To  be  no  Woman-hater  ;  dances  handfomely^ 
Can  court  a  Lady  powerfully,  but  more 
Goes  to  th'  making  of  a  Prince.    He's  here, 
And's  Uncle. 

Enter  Arcadius,  Macarius,  W  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Save,  fave  you,  Gentlemen,  who  can  diredmc 
To  find  my  Lord  Protedlor  ^ 

Lyfan.  He  was  here 
Within  this  half  Hour ;  young  Lyfmachus 
His  Son  is  with  the  Queen. 

Sel.  There  Jet  him  compjimenr, 
I've  other  Bufinefs  j  Ha,  Anadiin!  [^Exit. 

Pd^i. 
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Pbt.  Obferv'd  you,  with  what  Eyes  Arcadius 
And  he  faluted  ?  their  two  Families 
Will  hardly  reconcile. 

Ant.  Seleucus  carries 
Himfelf  too  roughly  ;  with  what  Pride  andScoru 
He  pafs'd  by  'em  ? 

Lyfan,  The  other  with  lefs  fhew 
Of  Anger,  carries  Prid^  enough  in's  Soul ; 
I  wifli  'em  all  at  Peace    Macarius*  Looks 
Are  without  civil  War,  a  good  old  Man, 
The  old  King  lov'd  him  well;  SeleumyFzihtr 
Was  as  dear  to  him,  ajid  maintain'd  the  Character 
Of  an  honeft  Lord  through  Epire  ;  that  two  Men 
So  lov'd  of  others,  Ihould  be  fo  unwelcome 
To  one  another.    Arc.  The  Queen  was  not  wont 
To  fend  for  me.    Mac.  Tiie:Reafon's  to  herfelf. 
It  will  become  your  Duty  to  attend  her. 

Arc.  Save,  fave  you,  Gentlemen,  what  Novelty 
Does  the  Court  breathe  to  Day  ? 

Lyfan.  None,  Sir ;  the  News 
That  took  the  laft  Impreffion  is,  that  you 
Purpofe  to  leave  the  Kingdom,  and  thofe  Men 
That  honour  you,  take  no  Delight  to  bear  it. 

Arc.  I  have  Ambition  to  fee  the  Difl^rence 
Of  Courts,  and  this  may  fpare  me  ;  the  Delights 
At  home  do  furfeit,  and  the  Miftrefs,  whom 
We  all  do  ferve, .  is  fixt,  upon  one  Objeft 
Her  Beams  are  too  much  pointed  j  but  no  Country 
Shall  make  me  lofe  your  Memories. 

Enter  ^een,  Lyfimachus,  Macarius,  and  Charilla. 
^een. .  Arcadius  ! 

Mac.  Your  Lordfhip  honour'd  me, 
I  have  no  Blefling  in  his  Abfence.    Lyjm.  'Tis 
Done  like  a  pious  Uncle,    ^een.  We  muft  no£ 
Give  any  Licence. 

Arc.  If  your  Majefty 
Would  pleafe. 

^een.  We  are  not  pleas'd ;  it  had  become  your  Duty 
T'have  firft  acquainted  us,  ere  you  declai'd 

Your 
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Your  Refolution  pub  lick  %  is  our  Court 
Not  worth  your  Sta  y  ? 

Arc,  I  humbly  beg  your  Pardon. 

^een,  Where's  Lyfmachus  ! 

Lyfim.  Your  humble  Servant,  Madam. 

^een.  We  Ihall  find 
Employment  at  home  for  you,  do  not  lofe  us.' 

Arc,  Madam,  I  then  write  myfelf  bleft]  on  Earth 
When  I  may  do  yoa  Service.  [Exit  Arcad.]  ^een.  We 
would  be 

Private,  Macariiis,   Mac,  Madam,  you  have  bleft  me. 
Nothing  but  your  Command  could  interpofe  to 
Stay  him.  [Exit  Macarius,' 

^een,  Lyfimachus^  you  muft  not  leave  us.  Lyfan.  No-- 
thing  but 

Lyfimachus  ?  Has  (he  not  ta'cn  a  Philter  ? 

§ueen.  Nay,  pray  be  cover'd.  Ceremony  from  you 
Mult  be  excus'd. 

Lyftm^  It  will  become  my  Duty. 

Queen,  Not  your  Love. 
(8)  1  know  you  would  not  have  me  look  upoit 
Your  Perfon  as  a  Courtier,  but  a  Favourite  j 
That  Title  were  too  narrow  to  cxprefe 
How  we  efteem  you^ 

Lyfim.  Theleaftofall  . 
Thefc  Names  from  you,  Madam,  is  Grace  enough; 

^een.  Yet  here  you  wou'd  not  reft  ? 

Lyfm,  Not  if  you  pleafe 

(8)  I.knoio  you  ivould  ha<ve  me  look  upon 

Tour  Perfon  as  a  Courtier y  not  a  Fa'vourite  ;  ]   This  unmufica!^ 
tionfenlical  Place,  is  difFerently  read  in  the  Quarto  of  1640. 
I  knoixjyou  'would  not  ha've  me  look  upon 
Your  Perfon  as  a  Ccurtiery  not  as  Favourite  5 
That  of  1679. 
/  knoiu  &c. 

 as  a  Courtier,  not  a  Favourite  j 

But  yet  the  Place  is  fad  Stuff  flill.  I  would  fuppofe  It  once  originally 
run  thus  : 

Iknouo you  <would  not 

Your  Perfon  as  a  Courtier y  but  a  (or  as  )  Favourite  i 
(Tho')  ibat  Title  -were  too  narrovj  &c. 

To 
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To  fay  there  is  a  Happinefs  beyond. 

And  teach  my  Ambition  how  to  make  it  mine  s 

Although  the  Honours  you  already  have 

Let  fall  upon  your  Servant,  exceed  all 

My  Merit,  I've  a  Heart  is  ftudious 

To  reach  it  with  Defert,  (9)  and  make  if  pofHble 

Your  Favours  mine  by  Juitice,  with  your  Pardon. 

^leen.  We're  confident  this  needs  no  Pardon,  Sir, 
But  a  Reward  to  cherifh  your  Opinion  ; 
And  that  you  may  keep  warm  your  Paflion, 
Know  we  refolve  for  Marriage,  and  if 
I  had  another  Gift,  befide  myfelf. 
Greater,  in  that  you  fhould  difcern,  how  much 
My  Heart  is  fixt. 

Lyfim.  Let  me  digcft  my  Blefling. 

^mn.  But  I  cannot  refolve  when  this  fhall  be. 

Lyfim,  How,  Madam  ?  do  not  make  me  dream  of 
Heav'n, 

And  wake  me  into  Mifery,  if  your  purpofe 
Be,  to  immortalize  your  humble  Servant ; 
Your  Power  on  Earth's  divine.  Princes  are  here 
The  Copies  of  Eternity,  and  create. 
When  they  but  will  our  Happinefs. 

^een,  I  fhall 
Believe  you  mock  me  in  this  Argument ; 
1  have  no  Power. 

Lyfim,  How,  no  Power  } 

^een.  Not  as  a  Queen. 

Lyftm,  I  underftand  you  not. 

^een.  I  muft  obey,  your  Father's  my  Proteftor. 

Lyftm,  How  ? 

^een.  When  I'm  abfolute,  Lyfmachus^ 
Our  Power  and  Titles  meet ;  before,  we're  but 
A  Shadow,  and  to  give  you  that  were  nothing. 

Lyfim,  Excellent  Queen,  My  Love  took  no  Original 
From  State,  or  the  defire  of  other  Greatnefs, 
('Bove  what  my  Birth  may  challenge  modcftly,) 

(9)  ^  and  make  it  pofflhkl  The  Text  is  from  Mf .  ^cwarS'* 

Conjefturc,  confirmed  by  the  oldeft  Copy. 
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J  love  your  Virtues ;  mercenary  Souls 
Are  taken  with  Advancement :  you've  an  Empire 
Within  you,  better  than  the  World's  5  to  that 
Looks  my  Ambition. 

Queen.  Toother  is  not,  Sirj 
To  be  defpis'd    Cofmography  allows 
Epire  a  place  i'th'  Map,  and  know  'till 
Poffefs  what  I  was  born  to,  and' alone 
Do  grafp  the  Kingdom's  Scepter,  I  account 
Myfelf  divided  ;  he  that  marries  me 
Shall  take  an  abfolute  Queen  to  his  warm  Bofom  i 
My  Temples  yet  are  naked,  until  then 
Our  Loves  can  be  but  Compliments,  and  Wifhes, 
Yet  very  hearty  ones. 

Lyfim.  I  apprehend. 

^een.  Your  Father. 

Enter  Cafiander,  and  Seleucus. 

Caf.  Madam,  a  Gentleman  has  an  humble  Suit. 

^een,  'Tis  in  your  power  to  grant,  you  are  Proteclor^ 
I  am  not  yet  a  Queen. 

Caf,  How's  this  .?  . 

Lyfim,  I  fhall  expound  her  Meaning, 

^een.  Why  kneel  you.  Sir  ? 

SeL  Madam,  to  reconcile  two  Families 
That  may  unite,  both  Counfds  and  their  Blood 
To  ferve  your  Crown. 

Queen,  Macarius*^  and  Eubulu5\ 
That  bear  inveterate  Malice  to  each  other. 
It  grew,  as  I  have  heard,  upon  the  queftion 
Which  fome  of  either  Family  had  made. 
Which  of  their  Fathers  was  the  beft  Commander  : 
If  we  believe  our  Stories,  they  have  both 
Deferv'd  well  of  our  State  ;  and  yet  this  Quarrel 
Has  coft  too  many  Lives,  a  fevere  Fadion  ! 

Sel.  But  I'll  propound  a  way  to  plant  a  Quiet 
And  Peace  in  both  our  Hou fes,  which  are  torn 
With  their  DifTcnfions,  and  lofe  the  Glory 
Of  their  great  Names;  my  Blood  fpeaks  my  Relation 
T'  Eubulus,  and  I  wifh  my  Veins  were  emptied 
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T'appeafc  their  War. 

^een.  Thou  haft  a  noble  Soul ; 
This  is  a  Charity  above  thy  Youth, 
And  it  flows  bravely  from  thee  ;  name  the  way. 

SeL  In  fuch  a  defperate  Caufe,  a  little  Stream 
Of  Blood  might  purge  the  Foulnefs  of  their  Hearts  j 
If  you'Jl  prevent  a  Deluge — — 

^een.  Be  particular. 

Sel.  Let  but  your  Majefty  confent  that  two 
May,  with  their  perfonal  Valour,  undertake 
The  Honour  of  their  Family,  and  determine 
Their  Difference. 

^een.  This  rather  will  inlarge 
Their  Hate,  and  be  a  means  to  call  more  Blood 
Into  the  Stream. 

SeL  Not  if  both  Families 
Agree,  and  fwear  

^een.  And  who  fhall  be  the  Champions  •  ' 

SeL  I  beg  the  Honour,  for  Eubulus'  caufe 
To  be  ingag'd,  if  any  for  MacariuSy 
Worthy  to  wager  Heart  with  mine,  accept  it, 
I'm  confident,  j^rcadius^ 
(For  Honour  would  direft  me  to  his  Sword,) 
Will  not  deny,  to  ftake  againft  my  Life 
His  own,  if  you  vouchfafe  us  Privilege. 

^een.  You  are  the  Expectation,  and  top  Boughs 
Of  both  your  Houfes  i  it  would  feem  injuftice 
T'allow  a  civil  War  to  cut  you  off. 
And  you  yourfelves  the  Inftruments  ;  befides 
You  appear  a  Soldier  >  Arcadius 
Hath  no  Acquaintance  yet  with  rugged  War, 
More  fit  to  drill  a  Lady,  than  expofe 
His  Body  to  fuch  Dangers :  A  fmall  Wound 
I'th'  Head  may  fpoil  the  Method  of  his  Hair, 
Whofe  Curiofity  exads  more  time 
Than  his  Devotion  ;  and  who  knows  but  he 
May  lofe  his  Ribband  by  it  in  his  Lock,  * 

*  For  the  Explanation  of  this  Line,  I  muft  refer  my  Readers  to  the 
very  ingenious  Note  of  the  great  Mr.  Warburtorty  in  Much  Ado  about 
Nothing,  VoK  II.  Page  82. 


14 


The  Coronation. 


Dear  as  his  Saint,  with  whom  he  would  exchange 

His  Head,  for  her  gay  Colours ;  then  his  Band 

May  be  diforder'd  and  transformed  from  Lace 

To  Cutwork  ;  his  rich  Cloaths  be  difcomplexioned 

With  Blood,  befide  th'  infalhionable  flafhes  : 

And  he  at  the  next  Feftival  take  Phyfick, 

Or  pat  on  Black,  and  mourn  for  his  flain  Breeches : 

His  Hands  cas'd  up  in  Gloves  all  Night,  and  fweet 

Pomatum^  the  next  day  may  be  endangered 

To  Blifters  with  a  Sword  j  how  can  he  ftand 

Upon  his  Guard,  who  hath  Fiddles  in  his  Head, 

To  which  his  Feet  muft  ever  be  a  Dancing  ? 

Befide  a  falfify  my  fpoil  his  cringe 

Or  making  of  a  Leg,  in  which  confifts 

Much  of  his  Court-perfedion, 

Sel.  Is  this  Character 
Beftow'd  on  him  ?    ^een.  It  fomething  may  concern 
The  Gentlenun,  whom  if  you  pleafe  to  challenge 
To  Dance,  play  on  the  Lute,  or  Sing. 

Sel.  Some  Catch? 

^leen.  He  lhail  not  want  thofe  will  maintain  him 
For  any  Sum. 

SeL  You  are  my  Sovereign  ; 
(lo)  I  dare  not  think,  and  yet  I  mufi:  fpeak  fomewhat, 
i  fhall  burft  elfe  ;  I  have  no  skill  in  Jiggs, 
Nor  Tumbling. 

^een.  Hov/,  Sir  ^ 

Sel.  Nor  was  I  born  a  Minftrel  ;  and  in  this 
You  have  fo  infinitely  difgrac'd  Arcadius^ 
(But  that  IVe  heard  another  Charader, 

(lo)  1  dare  not  think,  yet  I  muft  fpeak  fomenuhat^  ]  Why  then  'tJs 
plain  he  would  fpeak  v/irhout  thinking  ;  and  is  not  this  heroically  faid? 
However,  tho'  iiedurli  n'  t  think,  vet  he  was  oblig'd  to  fpe.ik  to  keep 
hzmfelf  from  burftlng.  Hov/  Nunfenfe,  like  Fam«,  n}ires  acquirit 
eunda  t  Surely,  if  we  fuppofe  the  Words  cculd  ever  be  Senfe,  we  muil 
imagine  they  run  once  thus  ; 

/  dare  net  fpeak  and  yet  1  muft  fpeak  fomething 

I /hall  burft  elfe  ;  

i.  e.  He  was  afraid  of  fp^aking  left  he  ftiould  utter  an  Affront  to  his 
iQiiecii ;  and  yet  if  he  did  no;  fpeak,  his  Anger  unvented  might  do 
\am  a  Mifphief.         -  . 

Aiid 
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And  with  your  Royal  Licence  dp  believe  it,) 
I  ihould  not  think  him  worth  my  killing. 

^een.  Your  killing  ? 

Sel,  Does  fte  not  jeer  me? 
I  (hall  talk  Treafon  prefently,  I  find  it 
At  my  Tongue's  end  already  5  this  is  an 
Affront,  I'll  leave  her, 

^een.  Come  back  ;  do  you  know  Arcadius  ? 

Sel.  I  ha'  chang'd  but  little  breath  with  him,  our  Perfons 
Admit  no  familiarity  ;  we  were 
Born  to  live  both  at  diftance,  yet  I  ha'  feen  him 
Fight,  and  fight  bravely. 

^een.  When  the  Spirit  of  Wine 
Made  his  Brain  valiant,  he  fought  bravely. 

Sel.  Although  he  be  my  Enemy,  fhould  (ii)  any 
Of  the  gay  Flies  that  buz  about  the  Court, 
Fit  to  catch  Trouts  i'th*  Summer,  tell  me  fo, 

I  durft  in  any  Prefen€e  but  your  own-  

'  ^4een.  What? 

Sel,  Tell  him  he  were  not  honeft. 
^een.  I  fee,  Seleucusy  thou  art  refolute. 
And  I  but  wrong'd  Arcadius  \  your  firft 
Requeft  is  granted,  you  fhall  fight,  and  he 
That  conquers  be  rewarded,  to  confirm 
Firft  Place  and  Honour  to  his  Family  : 
is  it  not  this  you  plead  for  ? 

Sel.  You  are  gracious. 

^een.  Lyfimachus!  * 

Lyfm.  Madam. 

^af.  She  has  granted  then  ? 

SeL  With  much  ado. 

Caf.  I  wifh  thy  Sword  may  open  * 
His  wanton  Veins ;  Macarius  is  too  popular,' 
And  has  taught  him  to  infinuate., 

(11)  '  any 

Of  the  gay  Flies  that  buz  about  the  Court, 

Sit  to  catch  Trouts  ]    The  Reader  I  don't  doubt  fees,  with 

^Ir.  Iheohaldy  Mr.  Seivard,  and  myfelf,  that  the  Change  oiFit  iot 
Sit  is  abfolutely  n«c«ffary  to  the  Senfe  of  this  Place. 

^eiXL» 
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§laeen.  It  fliall 
But  hafte  the  confirmation  of  our  iLoves, 
And  ripen  the  delights  of  Marriage.  Seleticus. 

lExii  cum  Seleucus, 

Lyf^m,  As  I  guefl-. 
It  cannot  be  too  foon. 

Caf  To  morrow  then  we  Crown  her,  and  inveffi* 
My  Son  with  Majefty,  'tis  to  my  Wifhess 
Beget  a  Race  of  Princes,  my  Lyfiviachm. 

Lyfm.  Firft,  let  us  marry.  Sir. 

Caf,  Thy  Brow  was  made 
To  wear  a  golden  Circle ;  I'm  tranfported. 
Thou  fhalt  rule  her,  and  I  will  govern  thee. 

Lyfm,  Although  you  be  my  Father,  rhat  will  not 
Concern  my  Obedience,  as  I  take  it. 

Enter  Wi\oc\tSf,  Lyfander,  ^//^  Antigonus. 

(12)  Caf,  Gentlemen, 
Prepare  yourfelves  for  a  Solemnity 
Will  turn  the  Kingdom  into  Triumph  ;  Eptre 
Look  frefh  to  Morrow  !  'twill  become  your  Duties, 
In  all  your  Glory,  to  attend  the  Queen  at 
Her  Coronation,  ihe  is  pleas'd  to  make 
The  next  Day  happy  in  our  Calendar  : 
My  Office  doth  expire,  and  my  old  Blcxxi 
Renews  with  Thought  on't. 

Phi,  KU)w'3  this  ? 

Ant.  Crown'd  to  Morrow  ? 

Lyfajt,  And  he  fo  joyful  to  refign  his  Regency  ? 
There's  fome  Trick  in't ;  I  do  not  like  (13)  thefe  hafty 
Turnings,  and  Whirls  of  State,  they've  commonly 

As 

(12)  Gentlemen, 

Prepare  yourfehes  ]   Mr.  Seivard  has  happily  reflor'd 

the  Speaker,  Cajfandery  which  is  dropt  negligently  through  all  the 
Copies. 

(13)  .  —  thefe  hajiy 

Proceedings,  and  Whirls  of  Utate,  ]  Every  Judge  of  Poetry 

muft  fee,  that  Proceedings  is  very  unpoetical,  both  in  Senfe  and  Mea- 
fure:  I  take  the  true  Word  to  have  been  blotted  in  the  Manufcript* 
End  this  to  have  been  either  the  Player  or  Printer's  Infertion.  I  con- 

jeilur'd 
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As  ftrange  and  violent  Effedts  ;  well,  Heav'n  fave  the 
Qiieen. 

Fb'u  Heav'n  fave  the  Queen,  fay  I,  and  fend  her  a 
fprightly 

Bed-fellow    for  the  Proteflor,  let  him  pray  for 
Himfelf,  he  is  like  to  have  no  Benefit  of  my  Devotion. 

Caf,  But  this  doth  quicken  my  old  Heart.  LyJimachuSy 
There  is  not  any  Step  into  her  Throne, 
But  is  the  fame  Degree  of  thy  own  State  ; 
Come,  Gentlemen. 

Lyfan,  We  attend  your  Grace. 

Caf.  Lyfimachus, 

Lyfm,  What  heretofore  could  happen  to  Mankind 
Was  with  much  Pain  to  climb  to  Heav'n  •,  but  in 
Sophia's  Marriage,  of  all  Queens  the  beft, 
Heav'n  will  come  down  to  Earth,  to  make  me  bled. 

[Exemit, 


A  C  T  II.     8  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Arcadius  and  Polidora. 

Polid,  T  Ndeed  you  (hall  not  go. 
1    Jrc,  Whither? 

Polid,  To  travel. 
I  know  you  fee  me  but  to  take  your  Leave, 
But  I  muft  never  yield  to  fuch  an  Abfence, 

Arc,  I  prithee  leave  thy  Fears,  I  am  commanded 
To  th'  contrary,  I  wonot  leave  thee  now. 

Polid.  Commanded  ?  By  whom  ? 

Arc,  The  Queen. 

Polid.  Pm  very  glad  ;  for  truft  me,  I  could  think 
Of  thy  Departure  with  no  Comfort,  thou 
Art  all  the  joy  I  have,  half  of  my  Soul  ; 

jeftiir*d  Turnings,  and  Whirls  of  State,  which  I  afterwards  found  a 
llrong  Confirmation  of  in  this  very  Play,  Ad  III.   Scene  iJl. 

Phil.    ^Tis  a  Ji range  Turn. 

Lyfan,  The  Whirligigs  of  Women, 

Mr.  Se'vjarci, 

Vol.  IX.  B  But 
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But  I  mud  thank  the  Queen  now  for  thy  Company  \ 
I  prithee,  what  could  make  thee  fo  dcfirous 
To  be  abroad  ? 

Arc,  Only  to  get  ([4)  an  Appetite 
To  PoUdora, 

Polid.  Then  you  muft  provoke  it  ? 

Arc.  Nay,  prithee  do  not  fo  miftake  thy  Servant. 

Polid,  Perhaps  you  furfeit  with  my  Love. 

Arc,  Thy  Love  ? 

Polid,  Although  I  have  no  Beauty  to  compare 
With  the  beft  Faces,  I've  a  Heart  above 
All  Competition. 

Arc.  Thou  art  jealous  now  ; 
Come  let  me  take  the  Kifs  I  gave  thee  laft, 
I  am  lb  confident  of  thee,  no  Lip 
Has  ravifh'd  it  from  thine  j  I  prithee  come 
To  Court. 

Polid,  For  what  ? 

Arc.  There  is  the  Throne  for  Beauty. 

Poltd.  *Tis  fafer  dwelling  here. 

Arc,  There's  none  will  hurt, 
Or  dare  but  think  an  111  to  Polidora  ; 
The  greatefl.  will  be  proud  to  honour  thee  ; 
(15)  Thy  Luftre  wants  the  Admiration  there  j 
There  thou  wot  fliine  indeed,  and  ftrike  a  Reverence 
Into  the  Gazer. 

Polid.  You  can  flatter  too. 

Arc.  No  Praife  of  thee  can  be  thought  fo,  thy  Virtue 
Will  delerve  all ;  I  muft  confefs,  we  Courtiers 
Do  oftentimes  commend,  to  fliew  our  Art ; 
There  is  Neceflity  fometimes  to  fay 

(14)  •   an  appetite 

To  thee,  Po/i'dora.]  Mr.  Seivard  rends.   To  Polidora,  whkh 
he  thinks  makes  better  Language,  as  well  as  better  Senfe. 

(15)  %  LuJIrg  mants  the  Admiration  here  ;  J  We  muft  either 
read,  ^  .  " 

*  that  Admiration 

Ox 

-  Admiration  there  ; 

I  don't  know  which  is  better;  thu'  I  have  inferted  the  latter,  at 
ncaier  the  Trace  of  the  Letters. 

This 
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This  Madam  breaths  Arabian  Gums, 

Amber  and  Caflia  ;  though  while  we  are  pralfing, 

We  with  we  had  no  Noftrils  to  take  in 

Th'  ofrenfive  Steam  of  her  corrupted  Lungs. 

Nay,  fome  will  fwear  they  love  their  Miftrefs, 

Would  hazard  Lives  and  Fortunes,  to  prefcrve 

One  of  her  Hairs  brighter  than  Berenice  %; 

Or  younrg  Apollo's  ;  and  yet  after  this, 

A  Favour  from  another  Toy  would  tempt  him 

To  laugh,  while  the  officious  Hang-man  whips 

Her  Head  off 

Polid.  Fine  Men. 

Arc.  I  am  none  of  thefe : 
Nay,  there  are  Women,  Polidora^  too 
That  can  do  pretty  well  at  Flatteries  ; 
Make  Men  believe  they  dote,  will  languifli  for  'cm. 
Can  kifs  a  Jewel  out  of  one,  and  dally 
*  A  Carcanet  of  Diamonds  from  another. 
Weep  into  th'  Bofom  of  a  third,  and  make 
Him  drop  as  many  Pearls  5  they  count  it  nothing 
To  talk  a  reafonablc  Heir  within  ten  Days 
Out  of  his  whole  Eftate,  and  make  him  mad 
He  has  no  more  Wealth  to  confumc. 

Polid.  You'll  teach  me 
To  think  I  may  be  flattered  in  your  Prom ifes. 
Since  you  live  where  this  Art  is  mod  profeft. 

Arc.  I  dare  not  be  fo  wicked,  Polidora  : 
The  Infant  Errors  of  the  Court  I  may 
Be  guilty  of,  but  never  to  abufe 
So  rare  a  Goodnefs,  nor  indeed  did  ever  I 
Converfe  with  any  of  thofe  Shames  of  Court, 
To  pradlife  for  bafe  Ends  j  be  confident 
My  Heart  is  full  of  thine,  and  I  fo  deeply 
Carry  tiie  Figure  of  my  Polidora^ 
It  is  not  in  the  Power  of  Time  or  Diftancc 
To  cancel  it :  By  all  that's  bleft  I  love  thee. 
Love  thee  above  all  Women,  dare  invokt: 
A  Curfe  when  I  forfake  thee.    Polid,  Ltt  it  hz 

*  A  Car(c.r.ft}    A  Necklace. 
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Some  gentle  one. 

Arc.  Teach  me  an  Oath  I  prithee. 
One  ftrong  enough  to  bind,  if  thou  doft  find 
Any  Sufpicion  oi  my  Faith  \  or  elfe 
Dired  me  in  Ibme*  horrid  Im.precation  : 
When  1  forfake  thee  for  the  Love  (i6)  of  other 
Woman,  may  to  reward  my  Apoftacy 
Heav'n  blall  my  greateft  Happinefs  on  Earth, 
And  make  all  Joys  abortive. 

?olid.  Revoke  thefe  hafty  Syllables,  they  carry 
Too  great  a  Penalty  for  Breach  of  Love 
To  me,  I  am  not  worth  thy  fuffering  ; 
You  do  not  know  what  Beauty  may  invite 
Your  Change,  what  Happinefs  may  tempt  your  Eye 
And  Heart  together. 

Arc.  Should  all  the  Graces  of  your  Sex  confpire 
Ln  one,  and  fhe  fhould  court  me  with  a  Dower, 
Able  to  buy  a  Kingdom,  v/hen  I  give 
My  Heart  from  Polidora  

Pclid.  1  fufpect  not. 
And  to  requite  thy  Conftancy,  I  fwear— 

Arc,  It  were  a  Sin  to  let  thee  wafte  thy  Breath, 
I  have  Aflurance  of  thy  noble  Thoughts. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser,  My  Lord,  your  Uncle  hath  been  every  where 
I'th'  Court  inquiring  for  you,  his  Looks  fpeak 
Some  earneft  Caufe. 

Arc.  I'm  more  acquainted  with 
Thy  Virtue,  than  t'  imagine  thou  wilt  not 
Excufe  me  now  j  one  Kifs  difmifTes  him 

(j6)  ■■  of  other 

Women ^  may  Hea'v^n  rev:ard  my  Jpojiacy 
To  blajl&cz.l     Mr.  Se^':ard  fuppofes       Words  mifpl 
here,  and  that  the  natural  Order  is  thus ; 

'        fnay  to  reivard  my  Apofiacy 
Hea'v'n  blajl  my  greatefi  Happinefs. 
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( r  7)  Whofe  Heart  fhall  wait  on  PoMora.    Polid.  Prithee 

Let  me  not  wifh  for  thy  return  too  often. 

My  Father.  C^^^'^- 

Enter  Neftorius,  and  a  Servant. 

Neft,  I  met  Arcadiiis  in  ftrange  hafte,  he  told  me 
He  had  been  with  thee. 

Polid,  Some  Affair  too  foon 
Ravilh'd  him  hence,  his  Uncle  fent  for  him. 
You  came  now  from  the  Court :  How  looks  the  Queen 
This  golden  Morning  ? 

iV^^.  Like  a  Bride  ;  her  Soul 
Is  all  on  Mirth,  her  Eyes  have  quick'ning  Fires,  . 
Able  to  ftrike  a  Spring  into  the  Earth 
In  Winter. 

PqM.  Then  Lyftmachus  can  have 
No  Froft  in's  Blood,  that  lives  fo  near  her  Beams. 

Neji.  His  politick  Father,  the  Protedtor,  fmiles  too, 
Refolve  to  fee  the  Ceremony  of  the  Queen, 
*Twill  be  a  Day  of  State. 

Polid,  I  am  not  well. 

Neft,  How!  not  well?  retire  then,  I  mufl:  ntur.i. 
My  Attendance  is  expedled,  Polidora^ 
Be  careful  of  thy  Health. 

Polid.  It  will  concern  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enttr  Arcadius  and  Macarius. 
Arc.  You  amaze  me.  Sir. 

Mac,  Dear  Nephew,  if  thou  dofl:  refpefl  thy  Safety, 
My  Honour,  or  my  Age,  remove  thyfeif, 
Thy  Life's  in  Danger. 

Arc,  Mine?  Who  is  my  Enemy  ? 

Mac.  Take  Horfe,  and  inftantiy  forfike  the  City, 
Or  elfe  within  fome  unfufpeded  Dwelling 
Obfcure  thyfeif  j  ftay  not  to  know  the  Reafon. 

(17)  Whofe  Heart  Jhall  wait  on  Polidora,  prithee 

Let  me  not  nvijh  — ]    The  1  call  Attention  to  this  Paffage 

will  convince  the  Reader,  that  the  Infertioa  of  Polidora\  Name  before 
Prithee  let  me  not,  which  Mr.  Sevcard  too  communicated  to  me,  is  en- 
tirely requifite  to  the  Scnfe  of  this  Place. 
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Arc.  Sir,  I  befeech  your  Pardon;  which  i'th*  Number 
Of  my  Offences  unto  any,  (hould 
Provoke  to  this  difhonourable  Flight  ? 

Mac.  I  would,  when  I  petitioned  for  thy  ftay, 
rd  pleaded  for  thy  Banilhmcnc  >  thou  know^ft  not  , 
What  threatens  thee. 

Arc.  I  would  defire  to  know  it; 
I  am  in  no  Confpiracy  of  Treafon, 
Have  ravifh'd  no  Man's  Miftrefs,  not  fo  much 
As  given  the  Lye  to  any  ;  what  (hould  mean 
Your  ftrange  and  violent  Fears  ?  1  will  not  flir 
Until  you  make  me  fenfible  I've  loft 
My  Innocence. 

Mac.  I  muft  not  live  to  fee 
Thy  Body  full  of  Wounds    it  were  lefs  Sin 
To  rip  thy  Father's  Marble,  and  fetch  from 
The  reverend  Vault,  his  Afhes,  and  difperfe  them 
By  fomerude  Winds,  where  none  (hould  ever  find 
The  facred  Duft  :  It  was  his  Legacy, 
The  Breath  he  mingled  with  his  Prayers  to  Heav'n, 
I  would  preferve  Arcadius^  whofe  Fate  * 
He  prophefy'd  in  Death,  would  need  Prote£tion  : 
Thou  wot  difturb  his  Ghoft,  and  call  it  to 
Affright  my  Dreams,  if  thou  refufe  t'obey  me. 

Arc.  You  more  inflame  me,  to  enquire  the  Caufe 
Of  your  Diftradion    and  you'll  arm  me  better 
Than  any  Coward  Flight,  by  acquainting  me 
Whofe  Malice  aims  to  kill  me  5  good  Sir,  tell  me. 

A^ac.  Then  Prayers  and  Tears  alTift  me. 

y^rc.  Sir. 

Mac.  Arcadius^ 
Thou  art  a  rafh  young  Man,  wltnefs  the  Spirit 
Of  him  that  trufted  me  fo  much  ;  1  bleed, 
'Tiii  I  prevent  this  Mifchief.  {ExiL 

Enter  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 

Arc.  Ha !  keep  off. 

Phi.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 


*  Fate  ]    /.  e»  Condition  of  Life. 


Lyfan. 
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Lyfan,  We  are  your  Friends. 
jirc,  1  know  your  Faces,  but 
Am  not  fecure ;  I  would  not  be  betray'd. 

Lyfan.  You  wrong  our  Hearts,  who  truly  honour  you. 
j^rc.  They  fay  I  muft  be  kill'd.  Phi.  By  whom.'  Arc.  I 
know  nor. 

Nor  would  I  part  with  Life  fo  tamely.  Phi,    We  dare 
Engage  ours  in  your  Quarrel ;  hide  your  Sword, 
It  may  beget  Sufpicion,  it  is 
Enough  to  queftion  you. 

Arc,  I'ra  confident  ; 
Pray  pardon  me,  come,  I  defpife  all  Danger ; 
Yet  a  dear  Friend  of  mine,  my  Uncle,  told  me 
He  would  not  fee  my  Body  full  of  Wounds, 

Lyfan,  Your  Uncle?  this  is  ftrange. 

Arc.  Yes,  my  honefl:  Uncle; 
If  my  unlucky  Stars  have  pointed  me 
So  dire  a  Fate. 

Phi,  There  is  fome  ftrange  Miftake  in't. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant,  Arcadiusj  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you. 
You  muft  make  hafte. 

Arc.  Though  to  my  Death,  I  flie 
Upon  her  Summons  •,  I  give  up  my  Breath 
Then  willingly,  if  fhc  command  it  from  me. 

Phi,  This  does  a  little  trouble  me. 

Lyfan.  I  know  not 
"What  to  imagine,  fomething  is  the  Ground 
Of  this  Perplexity  ;  but  I  hope  there  is  not 
Any  fuch  Danger  as  he  apprehends. 

Enter  ^een,  Lyfimachus,  Macarius,  Eubulus,  Seleucus, 
Arcadius,  Ladies ^  Attendants^  and  Gent, 

^een.  We  have  already  granted  to  Seleucus^ 
And  they  ftiall  try  their  Valour,  \t  Arcadius 
Have  Spirit  in  him  to  accept  the  Challenge, 
Our  Royal  Word  is  paft. 

Phi.  This  is  moft  ftrange. 

Euh.  M.adam,  my  Son  knew  not  for  what  Leask'd, 

^4  And 
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And  you  were  cruel  to  confent  fo  foon. 

Mac.  Wherein  have  I  offended,  to  be  robb'd 
At  once,  of  ail  the  Wealth  I  have,  Arcadius 
Is  part  of  me. 

Eiih,  Sekticus^  Life  and  mine 
Are  twifted  on  one  Thread,  both  (land  or  fall 
Together  ;  -hath  the  Service  for  my  Country 
Defer v'd  but  this  Reward,  to  be  lent  weeping 
To  my  eternal  home?  Was*t  not  enough 
"When  I  was  young,  to  lofe  my  Blood  in  Wars, 
But  the  poor  Remnant  that  is  fcarcely  v/arm 
And  faintly  creeping  through  my  withered  V'eins 
Muft  be  let  out  to  make  you  Sport  ? 

Mac.  How  can 
We,  that  fhall  this  Morn  fee  the  facred'Oil 
Fall  on  your  Virgin  TrefTes,  hope  for  any 
Proteftion  hereafter,  when  this  Day 
You  facrifice  the  Blood  of  them  that  pray  for  you  ? 
Arcadius^  I  prithee  fpeak  thy  felf. 
It  is  for  thee  I  plead. 

Eub,  SekucuSj  kneel. 
And  fay  thou  haft  repented  thy  rafh  Suit  ; 
(28)  If,  e'er  I  fee  thee  fight,  I  be  thus  wounded. 
How  will  the  leaft  Drop  forced  from  thy  Veins 
Afflict  my  Heart? 

Mac,  Why,  that's  good  ; 
Arcadius,  fpeak  to  her    hear  him,  Madam. 

(i8)  If  ecr  I  fee  thee  fight,  I  he  thus  -uuounded,']    This  feemingly 
dark  PafUge  Mr.  Se^-ard  would  alter  thus ; 

If  e'er  I  fee  thee  fight ,  and  be  thus  See. 
Tho*  he  rather  thinks  the  better  and  more  poetical  Reading  would 
ihus  i 

If  fVr  /  fee  thee  fight,  I  fhall  be  ^u:oundsd. 
3.  e.  E^very  Wound  thou  recei^Sfi  njcill  cut  pie  to  the  Heart. 
What  occurred  to  me,  in  reading  this  Place,  was  this ; 
If  e'er  I  fee  thee  fight,  1  fee  thee  ivounded. 
Bat  after  all,  I  believe  the  Text  is  entire,  and  the  Fault  is  only  in  the 
Pointing,  which  I  thus  corred  ; 

If,  e'er  I  fee  thee  figh't,  I  he  thus  ivounded, 

I  c.  If  I  he  fo  fenfehly  and  deeply  affsfled  hefQTS  thou  fight eji, 
Hoi'j  ^.mll  the  leaf  Drop  kc. 
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Arc,  If  you  call  back  this  Honour  you  have  done  me 

I  (hall  repent  I  live  j  do  not  perfuade  me  

SeleucuSy  thou'rt  a  noble  Enemy, 

And  I  will  love  thy  Soul,  though  I  defpair 

Our  Body's  friendly  Converfation  : 

I  would  we  were  totugg  upon  fome  Cliff, 

Or  like  two  Prodigies  i  th'  Air,  our  Conflict 

Might  generally  be  gaz'd  at,  and  our  Blood 

Appeafe  our  Grandfircs  Afhes. 

Mac,  I'm  undone. 

^el.  Madam,  my  Father  fays  I  have  offended. 
If  fo,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  but  befeech  you 
For  your  own  Glory,  call  not  back  your  Word. 

Eub.  They  are  both  mad. 

^een.  No  more,  we  have  refolv'd  : 
And  fince  their  Courage  is  fo  nobly  flam'd. 
This  Morning  we'll  behold  the  Champions 
Within  the  Lift  ;  be  not  afraid  their  Strife 
Will  ftretch  fo  far  as  Death  ;  lb  foon  as  we 
Are  crown'd,  prepare  yourfelves.  Seleucus! 

[Seleucus  kijjes-  her  Hand, 

SeL  I  have  receiv'd  another  Life  in  this 
High  Favour,  and  may  lofe  that  Nature  gave  me. 

§ueen,  Jrcadius^  to  encourage  thy  young  Valour, 
We  give  thee  our  Father's  Sword, 
Command  it  from  our  Armory  ;  Lyfimachus^ 
To  our  Coronation.  •  \_Exeunt. 

(19)  Eub.  V\\  forfeit  fooner 
My  Head  for  a  Rebellion,  than  fuffer  it. 

Mac.  I'm  circled  with  Confufions,  I'll  do  fomcwhat. 
My  Brains  and  Friends  affift  me.  {Exit. 

Phi,  But  do  you  think  they'll  fight  indeed? 

• 

.  (19)  Sel.  Til  forfeit  Sec. 

Arc.  I  am  circled  ]   Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Seaward  agree 

with  me  here  are  two  falfe  Names  put  into  thefe  two  Places ;  and  that 
Eubulus  fhould  fupply  ^el.  and  Macarius  Arc.  and  'tis  plain,  for  5^- 
leucus  and  Arcadius  are  not  now  upon  the  Stage,  but  went  off  with  the 
Queen,  Ufimachus,  8cc.    I  have  likewife  veniur'd  to  add  a  Word  to 
.     "  Eub.  77/  forfeit 

My  Head  8cc. 
which  was  not  Senfe,  as  it  Hood  in  all  the  Copiej, 
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Lyfan,  Perhaps 
Her  Majefty  will  fee  a  Bout  or  two. 
And  yet  *cis  wondrous  ftrange,  fuch  Spe(5^:ac!es 
Are  rare  i'th'  Court ;  an  they  were  to  skirmiih  naked 
Before  her,  then  there  mighi  be  fome  Excufe.- 
(20)  There  is  fome  Gimcrack  in'r,  the  Queen  is  wife 
Abqve  her  Years. 

Phi,  Macarius  is  perplex'd. 

Enter  Eubulus. 

Lyfan,  I  cannot  blame  him  \^  but  my  Lord  Euhufus 

Returns  ;  they  are  both  troubled,  'Jas  good  Men  ! 

But  our  Duties  arc  expe^ed,  we  forget. 

[^Exeunt  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 
Euh,  I  mufl:  refolve,  and  yet  things  are  not  ripe, 

My  Brain's  upon  the  Torture. 
Mac.  This  may  quit 

The  hazard  of  his  Perfon,  vvhofe  leaft  drop 

OF  Blood  is  worth  more  than  our  Families. 

My  Lord  Eithidus^  I  have  thought  a  way 

To  ftay  the  young  Mens  defperate  Proceedings ; 
'It  is  our  Caufe  they  fight,  let  us  befeech 

The  Queen,  to  grant  us  two  the  Privilege 

Of  Dud,  rather  than  expofe  their  lives 

To  cither's  fury  ;  it  were  pity  they 

Should  run  upon  fo  black  a  Dcfiiny  ; 

We  are  both  old,  and  may  be  fpar'd,  a  pair 
Of  fruitlefs  Trees,  Mofly,  and  wither'd  Trunks, 
That  fill  up  too  much  Room. 

Euh,  Moll,  willingly. 
And  I  will  praife  her  Charity  t'allow  it ; 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  to  ufe  a  Sword: 
Let's  lofe  no  time,  by  this  36I,  fhe  will  licence 
Our  Souls  to  leave  our  Bodies  but  a  Day, 
Perhaps  an  Hour  the  fooner ;  they  may  live 
To  do  her  better  Service,  and  be  Friends 
When  we  are  dead,  and  yet  I  have  no  hope 

(20)  Voere  is  Gimcraks  in^t,  ^]    Senfe  and  ^fca^ure  both  re 

quire  us  to  read,  as  Mr.  Theobald  had  reform'd  ihe  Text,  frdm  the 
old  Quarto. 

This 


The  Coronation.  17 

This  will  be  granted  ;  curfe  upon  our  Fadion! 

Mac.  It  ihe  deny  us  — 

Eub,  What? 

Mac,  I  wouM  do  fomewhat  

Eub,  There's  fomething  o'che  fudden  ftruck  upon 
My  Imagination,  that,  may  fecure  us, 

Mac.  Name  it,  if  no  Diflionour  wait  upon't : 
To  preierve  them.  Til  accept  any  Danger. 

Eub.  There  is  no  other  way  and  yet  my  Heart 

Would  be  excus'd  but  'tis  to  fave  his  Life. 

Mac.  Speak  it,  Eubulus. 

Eub.  In  your  Ear  I  fliall. 
It  Iha^not  make  a  noife  if  you  refufe  it. 

Mac.  Hum  !  though  it  ftir  my  Blood,  Til  meet  % 
Arcadius^ 

If  this  preferve  thee  not,  I  muft  unfeal 

Another  Myftery.  [Exit. 

Enter  ^ieen^  Lyfimachus,  Caflander,  CliarilJa, 
Lyfander,  Fhilocles,  and  Antigonus. 

^een.  We  owe  to  all  your  loves,  and  will  deferve 
At  lead  by  our  Endeavours,  that  none  may 
This  day  repent  their  Prayers  ;  my  Lord  Protedor ! 

Caf.  Madam, 
I  have  no  fuch  Title  now,  and  am  blefc  to  lofe 
.  That  Name  fo  happily  ;  I  was  but  truHed 
With  a  mofl:  glorious  burden. 

§Heen.  You  have  prov'd 
Yourfelf  our  faithful  Counfellor,  and  mufl:  Hill 
Proteft  our  growing  State  ;  a  Kingdom's  Scepter 
Weighs  down  a  Woman's  Arm  ;  this  Crown  fits  heavy 
Upon  my  Brow  already    and  we  know 
There's  fomething  more  than  Metal  in  this  Wreath, 
Of  fhining  Glory    but  your  Faith,  and  Counfci, 
That  are  familiar  with  Mylleries, 
And  depths  of  State,  have  power  to  make  us  fit 
For  fuch  a  bearing,  in  which  you  both  lliail 
Do  loyal  Service,  and  I  reward  your  Duties. 
Caf.  Heav'n  preferve  your  Highnefs. 
^een.  But  yet  m,y  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  let  none 

Miftakc 
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Miftake  me,  that  becaufe  I  urge  your  Wifdoms, 

I  lhall  grow  carelefs,  and  impole  on  you 

The  managing  ot  this  great  Province  j  no, 

We  will  be  a(5live  too,  and  as  we  are 

In  Dignity  sbove  your  Perfons,  fo, 

Tiie  greateft  portion  of  the  difficulties, 

Wg  call  to  us,  you  in  your  feveral  places 

Relieving  us  with  your  Experience, 

Obferving  in  your  bed  diredlions 

All  modefty,  and  diftance  ;  for  although 

We  are  but  young,  no  adion  fhall  forfeit 

Our  Royal  Privilege,  or  encourage  any 

To  unreverent  boldnefs ;  as  it  will  become 

Our  Honour  to  confult,"  e'er  we  determine 

Of  the  moft  neceflary  things  of  State, 

(21)  So  we  are  fenfible  of  a  Check, 

But  in  a  Brow,  that  faucily  controuls 

Our  Adion,  prefuming  on  our  Years 

As  few,  or  frailty  of  our  Sex  *,  that  Head 

Is  not  fectire,  that  dares  our  Power  or  Juftice. 

Phi.  Sh'as  a  brave  Spirit,  look  how  the  Proteftor 
Grows  pale  already. 

Shieen,  But  I  .fpeak  to  you 
Are  perfedl  in  Obedience,  and  may  fpare 
This  Theme  ;  yet  'twas  no  immaterial 
Part  of  our  Charader,  fince  1  defire 
All  fhould  take  notice,  I  have  ftudied 
The  knowledge  of  myfelf,  by  which  I  fhall 
Better  diftinguifn  of  your  Worth  and  Perfons 
In  your  Relations  to  us. 

(21)  So  ive  are  fenfible  of  a  Check  j\  Mr.  Seaward  reads  this  Paf: 
fage  thus  ; 

■  things  of  State, 

So  ivere  not  fenfible  of  any  Check. 
But  in  a  BroiVy  See. 
I  read  thus ; 

■  So  ^^ve  are  fenfible  o/*any  Check, 

But  in  a  BroiVy  J 

J.  e.  e'ven  the  leafi  feeming  difiike  to  our  yudgment  expreffed  by  a 
nvrinkled  Bro'v,  nf:e  are  fenfible  of  kz.  Bat  the  Reader  is  left  to  his 
own  Judgment. 
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Lyfim.  liVx^  Language 
Is  but  a  threatening  to  fome  Body. 

^een.  But  we  mifs  fome,  that  ufe  not  to  abfenV 
Their  Duties  from  us ;  where's  Macarius  I 

Caf,  Retired  to  grieve,  your  Majefty  hath  given 
Confent,  Arcadius  (hould  enter  ih'  Lift 
To  day,  with  young  Seleucus. 

^een.  We  purpofe. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

They  fliall  proceed  ;  what's  he  ?    Phu  A  Gentleman 

Belonging  to  Seleucus^  that  gives  notice 

He  is  prepared,  and  waits  your  Royal  Pleafure. 

^een.  He  was  composed  for  Adlion,  give  notice 
T' Arcadius,  and  admit  the  Challenger  : 
Let  other  Princes  boaft  their  gaudy  Tilting, 
And  mockery  of  Battels,  but  our  Triumph 
Is  celebrated  with  true  noble  Valour. 

Enter  Seleucus,  and  Arcadius  at  fever al  Boors ,  their 
Pa^es  before  them,  hearing  their  Targets, 

Two  young  Men  fpirited  enough  to  have 
Two  Kingdoms  ftak'd  upon  their  Swords ;  Lyfimachus, 
Do  not  they  excellently  become  their  Arms  ? 
'Twere  pity  but  they  fhould  do  fomething  more  ^ 
Than  wave  their  Plumes.       fhout  within. ']    What  noife 
is  that 

Enter  Macarius  and  Eubulus. 

Mac,  The  Peoples  joy  to  know  us  reconcii'd. 
Is  added  to  the  Jubilee  o'th'  Day  j 
.  We  have  no  more  a  Fadlion  but  one  Heart. 
Peace  flow  in  every  Bofom. 

Euh.  Throw  away 
Thefe  Inftruments  of  Death,  and  Jike  two  Friends 
Embrace  by  our  Example. 

Quern.  This  unfeigned  ? 

Mac.  By  all  our  duties  to  yourfelf,  dear  Madam, 
Command  them  not  advance,  our  Houfes  from 
This  Minute  are  incorporate  \  happy  Day  1 

Our 
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Oar  Eyes  at  which  before  Revenge  look'd  forth. 
May  clear  fufpicion,  oh  my  Arcadius  ! 

Eiib.  We've  found  a  nearer  way  to  friendfhip.  Madam, 
Than  by  expofing  them  to  fight  for  us. 

Slueen.  It  this  be  faithful,  our  Dcfires  are  blefl. 
We  had  no  Thought  to  wafl.e,  but  reconcile 
Your  Blood  this  way,  (22)  and  we  did  prophefic 
This  happy  Chance  ;  fpring  into  either*s  Bofom, 
Arcadius  2ind  Sekucus^-  what  can  now 
Be  added  to  this  Day's  Felicity  ? 
Yes,  there  is  fomething,  is  there  not,  my  Lord  ? 
While  we  are  Virgin-Queen.   Caf.  Ha,  that  String  doth 
Promife  fome  Mufick. 

§u€^/i,  I  am  yet,  my  Lords, 
Your  fmgle  Joy,  and  when  I  iook  upon 
What  I  have  took  to  manage,  the  great  care 
Of  this  mod  fiourifhing  Kingdom,  I  incline 
To  think  I  fhall  do  juftice  to  myfclf. 
If  I  chufe  one,  whofe  Strength  and  Virtue  may 
Aflift  my  Undertaking ;  think  you,  Lords, 
A  Husband  would  not  help  ? 

L}Jim.  No  queftion,  Madam  ; 
And  he  that  you  purpofe  to  make  fb  bleft, 
Muft  needs-be  wordiy  of  our  humbleil  Duty  j 
It  is  the  general  Vote. 
•  ^een.  We  will  not  then 
Trouble  AmbafTadors  to  treat  with  any 
Princes  abroad  \  within  our  own  Dominion, 
Fruitful  in  Honour,  we  fhall  make  our  choice  i 
And  that  we  may  not  keep  you  over- long 
In  th*  Imagination,  from  this  Circle  we 
Have  purpofe  to  eled  one,  whom  I  fhall 
Salute  a  King  and  Husband. 

L\fan,  Novv  my  Lord  L'ifimachus, 

^een.  Nor  (hall  we  in  this  Adion  be  accused 
or  Rafhnefs,  fince  the  Man  w€  fhall  declare 
Dcrfcrving  our  Affedion,  (  hath  been  early 
In  our  Opinion,  which  had  Reafon  firft 
To  guide  it,  and  his  known  Nobility 

(22)   and  ii£  diApnt^he  fy^  ]    i.  c.  forefte. 

Long 
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Long  marry'd  to  our  Thoughts,)  will  juftifie 
Our  fair  Ekdlion. 
Phi,  Lyfimachus  blufhes. 

Caf.  Dired  our  Duties,  Madam,  to  pray  for  him: 

^een.  Jrcadius^  you  fee  from  whence  we  come. 
Pray  lead  us  back,  you  may  afccnd. 

[She  comes  from  the, St  ate. 

Caf.  How's  this  ?  o'er-reach'd  ? 

Arc,  Madam,  be  charitable  to  your  humbled  Creature  ; 
Do  not  reward  the  Heart,  that  falls  in  Duty 
Beneath  your  Feet,  with  making  me  the  burden 
Of  the  Court-mirth,  a  Mockery  for  Pages  ; 
'Twere  Treafon  in  me  but  to  think  you  mean  thus, 

^een.  Arcadim^  you  mull  refufe  my  Love, 
Or  (hame  this  Kingdom. 

Phi,  Is  the  Wind  in  that  corner  ? 

Caf  I  fliall  run  mad,  Lyfimachus. 

Lyfm.  Sir,  contain  yourfelf. 

Sel,  Is  this  to  be  bcliev'd  ? 

Mac.  What  Dream  is  this  ?  • 

Phi.  He  kifles  her,  now  by  this  day  Pm  glad  on'r. 

Lyfan.  Mark  the  Proteftor. 

Anf.  Let  him  fret  his  Heart-ftrings; 

^een.  Is  the  Day  cloudy  on  die  fudden  ? 

Arc,  Gentlemen, 
It  was  not  my  Ambition,  I  durft  never 
Afpire  fo  high  in  Thought;  but  fince  her  Majefiy 
Hath  pleas'd  to  call  me  to  this  Honour,  I 
Will  ftudy  to  be  Vi^orthy  of  lier  Grace, 
By  whom  I  live. 

^een.  The  Church  to  morrow  fhall 
Confirm  our  Marriage  ;  npble  Lyfimachus, 
We'll  find  out  other  Ways  to  rccompence 
Your  Love  to  us.  Set  forward  ;  come  Arcadws. 

[Exeunt  ^een^  Arcadius,  andWahcXts. 

Mac.  It-  mud  be  fo,  and  yet  let  me  confidcr, 

Caf,  He  infults  already .:  Policy  affift  me. 
To  break  his  Neck. 

Lyfi?n.  Who  e'er  would  truft  a  Woman  ? 
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Loft  in  a  Pair  of  Minutes,  loft: ;  (23)  how  bright 
A  IMorning  rofe  but  now,  and  now  'tis  Night  ? 

[Exeunt, 


ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Polidora  ^utjith  a  Letter'^  and  a  Servant, 

P olid Y^^H  where  ftiall  Virgins  look  for  Faith  hereafter. 

If  he  prove  falfe,  after  fo  many  Vows  ? 
And  yet  it  I  confider,  he  was  tempted 
Above  the  Strength  of  a  young  Lover,  (24)  two 
Such  Glories  courting  his  Acceptance,  were 
Able  to  make  Difloyaky  no  Sin, 
At  Icaft  not  feem  a  Fault ;  a  Lady  firft, 
Whofe  very  Looks  would  thaw  a  Man  more  frozen 
Than  th'  Jlps,  quicken  a  Soul  m.ore  dead  than  Winter ; 
Add  to  her  Beauty  and  Perfe6tion, 
That  ftie*s  a  Queen,  and  brings  with  her  a  Kingdom 
Able  to  make  a  great  Mind  forfeit  Heav'n. 
What  could  the  Frailty  of  Jrcadius 
Suggeft,  t*  unfpirit  him  fo  much,  as  not 
To  fly  to  her  Embraces  ?  You  were  prefent 
When  fne  declared  herfelf? 

Ser,  Yes,  Madam. 

Polid.  Tell  me. 
Did  not  he  make  a  Paufc,  when  the  fair  Queen 
A  full  Temptation  ftood  him  ? 

Ser.  Very  little 
My  Judgment  could  diftinguifti ;  ftie  did  no  fooner 

(23}   — —  /:;oTV  bright 

A  Morning  ro/e^  but  ntnv,  ^tis  Night  ?  ]  Write  with  the 
Quarto  of  1640, 

—  r'.fs  but  no-Vy  and  now  V/i  Night  F 

Mr.  TheobaU. 

[z^])  >   tiva 

Such  glorious  courting —  ]  Tho'  all  the  Copies  exhibit  this 
Reading,  I' have,  upon  Mr.  TheobaWs  and  Mr.  Se--ward\  Concurrence 
with  me,  made  bold  to  infert  what  is  certainly  the  betcer  Reading  ia 
vkc  Text.  . 

Propound, 
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Propound,  but  he  accepted. 

PoM,  That  was  ill. 
He  might  with  Honour  ftand  one  or  two  Minutes  *, 
Methihks  it  fhould  have  ftartled  him  a  little 
To  have  remembred  me,  I  have  deferv'd 
At  leaft  a  cold  Thought  j  well,  pray  give  it  him. 
Ser.  I  fbali. 
PlliL  When? 
Ser.  Inftantly. 
FoM.  Not  fo  ; 
But  take  a  time  when  his  Joy  fwells  him  mofl*, 
\Yhen  his  Delights  are  high  and  ravifhing,  . 
When  you  perceive  his  Soul  dance  in  his  Eyes, 
When  fhe,  that  miift  be  his,  hath  dreft  her  Beauty 
With  all  her  Pride,  and  fends  a  thoullind  Cupd^ 
To  call  him  to  the  tailing  of  her  Lip, 
Then  give  him  this,  and  tell  him,  while  I  live, 
I'll  pray  for  him. 


Enter  Caflander,  and  Lyfimachus. 

Caf.  There  is  no  way  but  Death. 
Lyfim,  That's  black  and  horrid  ; 
Confider,  Sir,  it  was  her  Sin,  not  his  ; 
I  cannot  accufe.  him  ;  what  Man  could  carry 
A  Heart  fo  frozen,  not  to  melt  at  fuch 
A  glorious  Flame  ?  Who  could  not  fly  to  fuch 
A  Happinefs  ? 

Caf,  Have  you  Ambition 
To  be  a  tame  Fool  ?  See  fo  vaft  an  Injury, 
And  not  revenge  it  ?  Make  me  not  furpe<5t 
Thy  Mother  .for  this  Sufferance,  my  Son. 

Lyflm.  Pray  hear  me,  Sir.  •  ^  • 

Caf^  Hear  thee  ?  a  patient  Gull, 
A  Property  ?  thou  hall  no  Blood  of  mine, 
If  this  Affront  provoke  thee  not  j  how  canfl 
Be  charitable  to  thyfelf,  and  let  him  live 
To  glory  in  thy  Shame  ?  Nor  is  he  innocent ; 
He  had  before  crept  flily  into  her  Bofom, 
And  pradbifed  thy  Difhonour.    Ly/ims  You  begin 


Ser,  I  fhall. 


[^Epaeu'rit. 
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To  ftir  me.  Sir.    Caf.  How  elfe  could  {he  be  guilty 

Of  fuch  Contempt  of  thee,  and  in  the  Eye 
Or  all  the  Kingdom  ?  they  confpir'd  this  ftain, 
When  they  had  cunning  Meetings    fliall  chy  Love 
And  blooming  Hopes  be  fcatter'd  thus,  and  Lyfmacbiis 
Stand  idle  Gazer? 

Lyfim,  What,  Sir,  will  his  Death' 
Advantage  us,  if  flie  be  falfe  to. me? 

So  irreligious  ?  and  to  touch  her  Perfon  • 

Paufe,  we  may  be  obferv'd. 

Enter  Philocles,  and  Lyfander. 

Lyfan.  'Tis  the  Protedtor 
And's  Son.    Phi.  Alas,  poor  Gentleman,  I  pity  his 
Negled,  but  am  not  forry  for  his  Father. 
*Tis  a  ftrange  turn. 

Lyfan»  The  whirligigs  of  Women. 

Phi,  Your  Grace's  Servant. 

Caf,  I  am  yours.  Gentlemen, 
And  Ihould  be  happy  to  deferve  your  Loves. 

Phi.  Now  he  can  flatter.    Lyfan.  Not,  Sir,  t'inlargc 
Your  Sufferings,  I  have  a  Heart  doth  wifh 
Th'e  Queen  had  known  how  better  to  reward 
Your  Love  and  Merit. 

Lyfim,  If  you  would  exprefs 
Your  Love  to  me,  pray  do  not  mention  it, 
I  muft  obey  my  Fate. 

Phi.  She  will  be  married 
To  t'other  Gentleman  for  certain  then  ? 

Caf.  I  hope  you'll  wifh  'em  joy. 

Phi.  Indeed  I  will.  Sir. 

Lyfan.  Your  Grace's  Servant.  \Exeunt, 

Caf.  We  are  grown 
Ridiculous,  'the  Paftime  of  the  Court : 
Here  comes  another. 

Enter  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Where's  your  Son,  my  Lord  ? 

Caf  Like  anegledled  Servant  of  his  Miftrefs,  

Sd.  I  would  ask  him  a  QuelUon. 

.  Caf 
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Caf,  What? 

SeL  Whether  the  Queen, 
As  *tis  reported,  Jov*d  him  ;  he  can  tell 
Whether  fhe  promis'd  what  they  talk  of,  Marrhge; 

Caf  I  can  refolve  you  that,  Sir. 

SeL  She  did  promife  ? 

Caf.  Yes. 

SeL  Then  (he's  a  Woman  ;  and  your  Son — Caf,  What  1 
SeL  Not 

Worthy  his  Biobd,  and  Expectation, 
If  he  be  calm. 

Caf,  There's  no  oppofing  Deftiny. 

SeL  I'd  cut  the  Throat 

Caf  Whofe  Throat  ? 

SeL  The  Deilinies,  that's  all  ;  your  Pardon,  Sir, 
I  am  Seleucus  ftill,  and  a  poor  Shadow 
O'th'  World,  a  walking  Pidlure,  it  concerns 
Not  me,  I  am  forgotten  by  my  Stars. 

Caf  The  Queen,  with  more  Difcretion,  might  ha* 
chofen  thee. 

SeL  Whom  ? 

Caf  Thee,  Seleucus, 

SeL  Me? 

I  cannot  dance,  and  frisk  with  due  Adivity, 

My  Body's  Lead,  I've  too  much  Phlegm  j  what  fhould  I 

Do  with  a  Kingdom  ?  No,  Arcadius 

Becomes  the  Culhion,  and  can  pleafe ;  yet  fetting 

Afide,  the  Trick  that  Ladies  of  Blood  look  at, 

Another  Man  might  make  a  fhi ft  to  wear 

Rich  Cloaths,  fit  in  the  Chair  of  State,  and  nod. 

Dare  venture  on  Difcourfe,  that  does  not  trench 

On  compliment,  and  think  the  ftudy  of  Arms 

And  Arts,  more  commendable  in  a  Gentleman, 

Than  any  Galliard. 

Caf,  Arcadius^ 
And  you,  were  reconcil'd  ? 

SeL  We  ?  yes,  oh  yes. 
But  'tis  not  Manners  now  to  fay  we  are  Friends  ; 
At  our  Equality  there  had  been  Reafon, 
But  now  Subjedian  is  the  Word. 

t  2  Ciu 
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Caf.  They  are  not 
Yet  marry 'd  ? 

SeL  I'll  make  no  Oath  upon't  : 
My  Lord  Lyfimachus^ 

A  Word,  you'll  not  be  angry  if  I  love  you ;  . 
May  not  a  Batchelor  be  made  a  Cuckold  ? 

Lyjim.  How,  Sir  ? 

Caf.  Lyfimachus^  this  Gentleman 
Is  worthy  our  Embrace,  he's  fpirited. 
And  may  be  ufeful. 

Sel.  Hark  you,  can  you  tell 
Where's  the  bed  Dancing-Mafter  ?  An  you  mean 
To  rife  at  Court,  pracliie  to  Caper  farewcl 
The  noble  Science,  that  makes  VVork  for  Cutlers  ; 
It  will  be- out  of  Fafhion  to  wear  Swords ; 
Mafques  and  Devices  welcome,  I  falute  you. 
Is  it  not  pity  a  Divifion 
Should  be  heard  out  of  Mufick  ?  Oh  'twill  be 
An  excellent  Age  of  Crotchets,  and  of  Canters. 
(25)  Buy  Captains,  that  like  Fools  will  fpend  your  Blood 
Out  of  your  Country,  you  will  be  of  lefs 
Ufe  than  your  Feathers    if  you  return  unmann'd 
You  fliall  be  beaten  foon  to  a  new  March, 
When  you  fhall  think  it  a  Difcretion 
To  fell  your  glorious  Buffs  to  buy  fine  Pumps, 
And  Pantables  \  this  is,  I  hope,  no  Treafon. 

(25)  Bit;  Captains^  that  like  F:>oIs  ^ju-i  II  fpend  your  Blo'-d 
Out  cf  ycur  Country,  you  ivili  be  of  lefs 

Vfe  than  your  Feathers  i  if return  \ii\miIiTi^'\  Mr.  Se'unrd 
fuppofe*  that  Buy  and  untnannd  give  a  ^icaning  the  reverie  of  ihc 
true,  and  reads  this  Place  thus  ; 

B  y'  Captains,  that  lih  Fcols  uuill  fpend  your  Blood 

Out  of  your  Country^  you  ~Jjill  be  of  lefs 

Vfe  than  your  Feathers  if  you  return  unmaim'd 

jBV  the  Contradion  of  God  be  ivitb  ye.    And  he  remarks  farther,  that 

Seleucus,  who  had  before  vindicated  Arcadius  from  thefe  very  Afper- 
fions,  now,  wjien  he  becomes  prejudiced  ard  angry  at  his  Advance- 
nierxt,  is  the  fcrwardii  to  load  him  with  'em,  which  he  looks  upoa  as 
of  the  Poets  great  Infighc  into  human  Nature. 
Xfr.  Theobald  propofes  reading, 
But  Captains f 

Enter 
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(26)  Entey-  Iirczdi\u%  leading  the  ^een,  Charilla,  Eubulus, 
Lyfander,  PhilocJes,  and  Polidora'j  Servant. 

Caf.  Wo^t  (lay,  Lyfmachus  P    Lyfim.  Yes,  Sir,  and 
Hiew 

A  Patience  above  her  Injury. 
Arc,  This  Honour  is  too  much,  Madam,  afTume 

[^Muftck  heard. 

Your  Place,  and  let  Arcadius  wait  ftill ; 
'Tis  Happinefs  enough  to  be  your  Servant. 

Caf.  Now  he  diflembles. 

§ueen.  Sir,  you  needs  muft  fir. 

Arc.  I  am  obedient.  • 

^leen.  This  is  not  Mufick 
Sprightly  enough,  it  feeds  the  Soul  with  Melancholy, 
How  fays  Arcadius  ? 

Arc,  Give  me  leave  to  think  : 
There  is  no  Harmony  but  in  your  Voice,  . 
And  not  an  Accent  of  your  heav'nly  Tongue, 
But  ftrikes  me  into  Rapture:  I  incline 
To  think,  the  Tale  of  Orpheus  no  Fable; 
'Tis  poflible  he  might  inchant  the  Rocks, 
And  charm  the  Foreft,  foften  Hell  itfelf, 
With  his  commanding  Lute  ;  it  is  no  Miracle 
To  what  you  work,  whofe  ev'ry  Breath  conveys 
The  Hearer  into  Heav'n  ;  how  at  your  Lips 
Winds  gather  Perfumes,  proudly  glide  away. 
To  difperfe  Sweetnefs  round  about  the  World. 

M,  Fine  Stuff!  — 
f    ^een.  You  cannot  flatter. 

Arc.  Not,  if  I  fhould  fay, 
^  Nature  had  plac'd  you  here  the  Creatures  Wonder^ 
*  And  her  own  Spring,  from  which  all  Excellence 

(26)  ^///^r  Arcadius  leading  the  ^een^  Charia,  Eubulus,  Lyfander* 
Philocles,  Polidora,  and  Servant.^  Thus  runs  che  Scage  Dj- 
reflion  in  the  firft  Copy ;  but  'tis  plain  we  have  two  Blunders  here  i 
for  Crjaria  [hould  be  Charilla,  and  Polidora  h  fo  far  from  appearing 
upon  the  S:age  in  this  Scene,  that  Ihe  muft  necelTarily  be  luppoi'd  to 
be  at  home.  The  real  Direftion  undoub:edly  ran  as  1  Ijiave  altcr'd  it 
\ii  {h$  Text. 
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On  Earth's  deriv'd,  and  copy'd  forth  ;  and  when 
The  Charadler  of  fair,  and  good  in  others 
Is  quite  worn  out,  and  loft,  looking  on  you 
It  is  fupply'd,  and  you  alone  made  mortal  • 
To  feed,  and  keep  alive  all  Beauty. 

SeL  Ha,  ha,  can  you  endure  it,  Gentlemen? 

Lyfan.  What  do  you  mean?    SeL  Nay, ask  him  what 
he  means. 

Mine  is  a  down-right  Laugh,  ^leen.  Well,  Sir,  proceed. 

Arc  At  fuch  bright  Eyes  the  Stars  do  light  themfelves. 
At  fuch  a  Forehead  Swans  renew  their  white. 
From  fuch  a  Lip  the  Morning  gathers  Blufhes. 

SeL  The  Morning  is^more  modelt  than  thy  Praifes  : 
W^hat  a  thing  does  he  make  her? 

Arc,  (27)  And  when  youfly  toHeav'n,  and  leave  this 
World  • 

No  longer  Maintenance  of  Goodnefs  from  you, 
Then  Poetry  fhali  lofe  all  Ule  with  us. 
And  be  no  more,  fmce  nothing  in  your  Abfence 
Is  left,  that  can  be  worthy  of  a  Verfe. 

SeL  ya,  ha. 

^een.  Who's  that? 

SeL  'Twas  I,  Madam. 

Arc.  Sekucus  ? 

Caf,  Ha? 

SeL  Yes,  Sir,  'twas  I  that  laugh'd. 

Arc.  At  what  ? 
Sd.  At  nothing. 

Lyfan.  Contain  yourfelf,  Seleucus. 
Eiib.  Are  you  mad  ? 

^.een.  Have  you  Ambition  to  be  punifh'd,  Sir? 

ScL  I  need  not,  'twas  Punilhment 
Enough  to  hear  him  make  an  Idol  of  you, 
He  left  out  th'  Commendation  of  your  Patience; 
I  was  a  little  moved  in  my  Nature, 
To  hear  his  Rodomontados,  and  make 

(27)  Jnd  ivhen  you  fi\  to  Hea'vn  and  lea've  this  IVorld^ 

"No  longer  Maim enanc I  of  Goodnefs  ]  The  reiloring  of  thie 

Pafia;>e  to  clear  Seofe,  by  the  Alteration  of  the  f  ointirg,  is  pwing  to 
Mr.  SciK-erd, 

A 
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A  Monftcr  of  his  Miftrefs,  which  I  pity'd  firft. 
But  feeing  him  proceed, 

I  gueft  he  brought  you  Mirth  with  his  Inventions, 
And  fo  made  bold  to  laugh  at  it.    S^ueen,  You're  faucy. 
We'll  place  you  where  you  fha'not  be  fo  merry  : 
Take  him  away. 

Lyfan.  Submit  yourfelf. 

Arc,  Let  me  plead  for  his-  Pardon. 
"  SeL  I  wou'd  not  owe  my  Life  fo  poorly,  beg  thy  own  > 
When  you  are  King  you  cannot  bribe  your  Ekftiny, 

Eub.  Good  Madam,  hear  me,  I  fear  he's  diftraded. 

(28)  Caf,  Brave  Boy  !  Thou  ftiould'ft  be  Mafter  of  a 
Soul 

Like  his    thy  Honour's  more  concerned. 

Sel  *Tis  Charity, 
Away  wo*  me,  (29)  'boy,  Madam  ? 

Caf,  He  has  a  daring  Spirit.     S^Exeunt  Sel.  Eub.  Caf. 

Arc,  Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more  Affronts,  I  muft 
Expedl,  your  Favours  draw  them  all  upon  me  5 
In  my  firft  State  I  had  no  Enemies  ; 
I  was  fecure,  while  I  did  grow  beneath 
This  Expedation  j  humble  Vallies  thrive  with 
Their  Bofoms  full  of  Flowers,  when  the  Hills  melt 
With  Lightning,  and  rough  Anger  of  the  Clouds: 
Let  me  retire. 

(28)  Eub.  Bra've  Boy  thouJkouUJl  he  Mafler  of  a  Soul. 

Like  his  ;  &c.  ]  Mr.  Se-ivard  thinks  that  this  (hauld  be  fpoke 
by  Cajfander,  who  firll  praifes  Sc/eucus,  and  then  turning  to  his  Son, 
upbraids  him  with  the  Want  of  tiie  like  Spirit  and  Refolution  ;  and 
therefore  he  wouid  have  it  thus  pointed  : 

Bra've  Boy  !  'Thou  Jhould'Ji  he  Majler  Sec 

(29)  •  'hoy.  Madam  ?  J      We  find  afterward  Scleucus  fent  to 

Prifon,  for  which  there  is  now  no  exprefs  Command  given  by  the 
Queen  ;  and  in  the  next  place  it  is  evident  that  fhe  had  callM  him  Boy, 
to  which,  Boy^  Madam^  is  an  Anfwer.  The  Words  omitted,  might 
probably  come  in  between  Eubulus  and  Caffander's  Speeches,,  and 
might  be  to  this  EfFeft. 

Avjoy  ivitb  that  audacious  Boy  to  Prifon, 

Mr.  Sc^ar/t, 

What  occurrM  to  me  upon  reading  this  Paflage  was  this,  that  Bov 
is  only  a  Corruption  of  By\  and  defign'd  as  an  Ironical  tr.king  leave, 
cf  the  Queen  on  his  going  to  Prifon. 
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^leen.  And  can  Arcadius  , 
At  iuch  a  Breath  be  mov'd  ?  I  had  Opinion 
Your  Courage  durli  have  llood  a  Tempeft  for 
Our  Love    can  you  tor  this  incline  to  leave 
What  otiicr  Princes  fhould  in  vain  have  fued  for  I 
How  many  Lovers  are  in  Ethe  now 
Would  throw  then:irtlves  on  Danger,  not  expefl 
An  Enemy,  but  empty  their  own  Veins, 
And  think  the  Lofs  of  all  their  Blood  rewarded, 
To  have  one  Smile  of  us  when  they  are  dying. 
And  fhall  this  Murmur  fhake  you  ? 

Arc,  No,  dear  Madam, 
My  Life  is  fuch  a  poor  defpifed  thing. 
In  value  ycur  leail  Graces,  that  to  lofe 
It  were  to  make  myfelf  a  Vidory. 
It  is  not  for  myfelf,  I  fear :  The  Envy 
Of  others  cannot  faften  wound  in  me 
Greater,  than  that  your  Goodnefs  fhould  be  check*d 
So  daringly. 

Su.een.  Let  not  thofe  Thoughts  afflict  thee, 
While  we  have  Power  to  correct  th'  Offences, 
Arcadius  be  mine,  this  fhali  confirm  it.  ^^y^^ 
Arc.  I  fhall  forget. 

And  lofe  my  way  to  Heav*n  ;  that  Touch  had  been 

Enough  to  have  reflor*d  me,  and  infus'd 

A  Spirit  of  a  more  celeflial  Nature, 

Artcr  the  tedious  Abfence  of  my  Soul, 

Oh  biefs  me  not  too  much,  one  Smile  a  Day 

Would  flretch  my  Life  (3c)  to  Immortality. 

Poets,  that  wrap  Divinity  in  Tales, 

Look  here,  and  give  your  Copies  forth  of  Angels! 

What  BlefTing  can  remain  ? 
Slueen.  Our  Marriage. 
Arc.  Place  then  fome  Horrors  in  the  way 

For  me,  not  ypu,  to  pafs  ;  the  Journey's  end 

HolJs  out  fuch  Glory  to  me,  I  fhould  think 

Hell  but  21  poor  Degree  of  fuffering  for  it. 

(30)   to  Mortalir>-.]    The  Chnnge  of  the  Text  here  is  ab- 

fcljiciy  nectlT^ry,  and  Mr.  Tkaibald  and  Mr.  SeiJi-ard  concurred  witii 
^£  i>i  it.  ' 
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[  What's  that,  fome  Petition  ?  a  Letter  to  me. 

[Servant  delivers  him  a  Paper, 

Ton  had  a  Polidora.  Ha!  that's  all.  

I'th'  Minute  when  my  VcfTel's  new  Janch'd  forth. 
With  all  my  Pride,  and  filken  Wings  about  me, 
1  ftrike  upon  a  Rock  ;  What  Power  can  lave  me  ? 
.  Tou  had  a  Polidora  ;  —  there  i^  a 
Name  kill*d  with  Grief,  I  can  fo  foon  forget  her. 

Ser,  She  did  impofe  on  me  this  Service,  Sir, 
And  while  fhe  lives,  fhe  lays,  flie'il  pray  for  you. 

Arc,  She  lives! 
That's  well,  and  yet  'twere  better,  for  my  Fame 
And  Honour,  llie  were  dead:  What  Fate  hath  plac'dme 
Upon  this  fearful  Precipice  ? 
Ser.  He's  troubled. 

Arc.  I  muft  refolve,  my  Faith  "is  violated 
Already,  yet  poor  loving  Polidora 
Will  pray  for  me,  fhe  fays ;  to  think  fhe  can. 
Renders  me  hated  to  myfelf,  and  every 
Thought's  a  Tormentor,  let  me  then  be  jufl. 

§ueen,  Arcadius ! 

Arc,  That  Voice  prevails  again  *,  oh  Polidora^ 
Thou  muft  forgive  Arcadius,  I  dare  not 
Turn  Rebel  to  a  Princefs ;  I  fhall  love 
Thy  Virtue,  but  a  Kingdom  has  a  Charm 
To  excufe  our  Frailty.    Deareft  Madam. 

^een.  Now  fet  forward. 

Arc.  To  perfed  all  our  Joys. 

Enter  Macarius,  a  Bifljop^  an4  CafTander, 

Mac,  ril  fright  their  Glories. 
Ca/,  By  what  means  ? 
Alac.  Obferve. 

^rc.  Our  good  Uncle,  welcome. 

Queen,  My  Lord  Macariiu^  we  did  want  your  Perfon, 
There's  fomething  in  our  Joys  wherein  you  lhare. 

Mac,  This  you  intend  your  Highnefs'  Wedding  Day  ? 

Queen,  We  are  going. 

Mac.  Save  your  Labour, 
I've  brought  a  Priefc  to  meet  you, 
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Arc,  Reverend  Father ! 

^een.  Meet  us  !   Why  ? 

Mac,  To  tell  you  that  you  mufl  not  marry, 

Caf,  Didft  thou  hear  that,  Lyftmachus  ?  \^Afidt* 

Lyfim.  And  wonder  what  will  follow. 

Slueen.  We  rnuft  not  marry  ? — 

Bijh   Madam*,  'tis  a  Rule 
Firft  made  in  Heav'n;  and  I  mufl:  needs  declare 
You  and  Arcadius  muft  tie  no  Knof 
Of  Man  and  Wife. 

Arc,  Is  my  Uncle  mad  ? 

Queen,  Joy  has  tranfported  him, 
Or  Age  has  made  him  dote ;  Macarius, 
Provoke  us  not  too  much,  you. will  prefume 
Above  our  Mercy. 

Mac,  I'll  difcharge  my  Duty, 
Could  your  Frown  ftrike  me  dead ;  my  Lord,  you  know 
Whofe  Character  this  is  ? 

Caf,  It  is  Theodofius* 
Your  Grace's  Father. 

Bifi.  I  am  fubfcrib'd  a  Witnefs. 

Phi,  Upon  my  Life  'tis  his. 

Mac,  Fear  not,  Til  crofs  this  Match.  [Jfideto  Caf. 
Caf.  Pll  blefs  thee  for't. 

Arc,  Uncle,  d'ye  know  what  you  do,  or  what  we  are 
going  to  finifh  ;  you  will  not  break  the  Neck  of  my  glo- 
rious Fortune,  now  my  Foot's  i'th'  Stirrup,  and  mounting 
throw  me  over  the  Saddle  ?  I  hope  you'll  let  one  be  a 
King.  Madam,  'tis  as  you  lay,  my  Uncle  is  fomething 
craz'd,  there's  a  Worm  in's  Brain,  but  I  befeech  you  par- 
don him,  he  is  not  the  firft:  of  your  Council,  that  has 
talk'd  idly  ;  d'ye  hear  my  Lord  Bilhop,  I  hope  you  have 
more  Religion  than  to  join  with  him  to  undo  me. 

BiJh,  Not  I,  Sir,  but  I  am  commanded  by  Oath  and 
Conicience,  to  fpeak  Truth. 

Ay-c.  If  your  Truth  fliould  do  me  any  harm,  I  fhall  never 
be  in  Charity  with  a  Crozier's  Staff,  look  to'c. 

Slueen,  My  youngefl  Brother  ? 

Caf,  Worle  and  worfe,  my  Brains   [Exit, 

Mac,  Deliver'd  to  me  an  Infant  with  this  Working, 

To 
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To  which  this  Reverend  Father  is  a  Witnefs. 

Lyfan,  This  he  whom  we  fo  long  thought  dead,  a  Child  ? 

^een.  But  what  fhould  make  my  Father  to  truft  him 
To  your  Concealment?  Give*  abroad  his  Death,  and  bury 
An  empty  Coffin  ? 

Mac.  A  Jealoude  he  had 
Upon  Cajfander^  whofe  ambitious  Brain 
.  He  fcar'd  would  make  no  Confciencc  to  depofc 
His  Son,  to  make  Lyftmachus  King  of  Epire. 

^een.  He  made  no  Scruple  to  cxpofe  me  then 
To  any  Danger  ? 

Mac,  He  fecur'd  you.  Madam,  . 
By  an  early  Engagement  of  your  Affedion 
To  Lyfimachus^  exempt  this  Teftimony  ; 
.And  had  he  been  Arcadius^  and  my  Nephew, 
I  needed  not  obtrude  him  on  the  State, 
Your  Love  and  Marriage  had  made  him  King 
Without  my  trouble,  and  fav*d  that  Ambition  ; 
There  was  NecdTity  to  open  now 
His  Birth  and  Title. 

Phi.  Demetrius  alive ! 

Arc.  What  Riddles  are  thefe  ?  Whom  do  they  talk  of? 

Omn.  We  congratulate  your  Return  to  Life,and  Honour, 
And  as  becomes  us,  with  one  Voice  falute  you, 
Demetrius  King  of  Epire, 

Mac,  I  am  no  Uncle,  Sir,  this  is  your  Sifter, 
I  (hould  have  fuffer'd  I  need,  to  have  kept  yoa 
Longer  i'th'  Dark  ;  love,  and  be  happy  both, 
My  Truft  is  now  difcharg'd. 

Lyfan.  And  we  rejoice. 

Arc,  But  do  not  mock  me.  Gentlemen  ; 
May  I  be  bold  upon  your  Words  to  fay 
I  am  Prince  Theodofms*  Son  ? 

Mac.  The  King. 

Arc,  You'll  jultifie  it  ? 
Sifter,  Tm  very  glad  to  fee  you.    §uccn.  I  am 
To  find  a  Brother,  and  refign  my  Glory, 
My  Triumph  is  my  Shame. 


Enter 
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Enter  Caflander. 

Q/T  Thine  Ear,  Lyfimachus, 

Arc.  Gentlemen,  1  owe 
Unto  your  Loves,  as  large  Acknowledgment 
As  to  my  Birth,  for  this  great  Honour,  and 
My  ftudy  fhall  be  equal  to  be  thougKt 
Worthy  of  both. 

Caf,  Thou  art  turn'd  Marble. 

Lyfwi,  There  will  be  th*  lefs  charge  for  my  Monument. 

Caf.  This  mufl:  not  be,  fit  faft  young  King.  [_Exit. 

Lyfan,  Your  Sifter,  Sir,  is  gone. 

Arc.  My  Sifter  Oiouid  have  been  my  Bride,  that  Name 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  Polidora^  ha } 
Lyfander^  Philocles,  ah !  Gentlemen, 
If  you  will  have  me  think  your  Hearts  allow  me 
^heodofius*  Son,  oh  quickly  fnatch  fome  Wings, 
Exprefs  it  in  your  hafte  to  Polidora  ; 
Tell  her  what  Title  is  new  dropt  from  Heav'n 
To  make*  her  rich,  only  created  for  mc  : 
Give  her  the  Ceremony  of  my  Queen, 
With  all  the  State  that  may  become  our  Bride, 
Attend  her  to  this  Throne  ;  Are  you  not  there  ? 
Yet  ftay,  'tis  too  much  Pride  to  fend  for  her, 
We*jl  go  ourfelf,  no  Honour  is  enough 
For  Polidora^  to  redeem  our  fault ; 
Salute  her  gently  from  me,  and,  upon 
Your  Knee,  prefent  her  with  this  Diadem, 
'Tis  our  firft  Gift ;  tell  her  Demetrius  follows 
To  be  her  Gueft,  and  give  himfelf  a  Servant 
To  her  chafte  Bofom    bid  her  ftretch  her  Heart 
Tq  meet  me,  I  am  loft  in  Joy  and  Wonder. 

[^Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  CafTander,  Eubulus,  and  Soldier, 

C^z/TT  7  Here's  the  Captain  of  the  Caflle  ? 

yV  -^^'^^  attend  your  Honours  prefentJy, 

Caj\  Give  him  knowledge  we  expeft  him. 

SoL  I  fhall,  my  Lord.  [£j^;> 

Caf.  He  is  my  Creature,  fear  not. 
And  fhall  run  any  courfe  that  we  propound. 

Euh,  My  Lord,  I  like  the  Subflance  of  your  Plot^ 
'Tis  promifing,  but  Matters  of  this  confequence 
Are  not  fo  eafily  perfect,  and  it  does 
Concern  our  Ht^ads  to  build  -upon  fecure 
Principles  ;  though  SeleucuSy  I  confefs, 
Carry  a  high  and  daring  Spirit  in  him, 
'Tis  hard  to  thruft  upon  the  State  new  fettled 
Any  Impoftor,  and  we  know  not  yet 
Whether  he'll  undertake  to  play  the  Prince  ; 
*  Or  if  he  fhould  accept  it,  with  what  cunning 
He  can  behave  himfelf. 

Caf,  My  Lord,  affairs 
Of  fuch  a  glorious  Nature  are  half  finifh'd. 
When  they  begin  with  confidence. 

Euh.  Admit 
He  want  no  Art,  nor  Courage,  it  muft  reft 
Upon  the  People  to  receive  his  Title  ; 
And  with  what  danger  their  uncertain  Breath 
May  flatter  ours,  Demetrius  fcarcely  warm 
In  the  King's*  Seat,  I  may  fufped. 

Caf.  ThatReafon 
Makes  for  our  part,  for  if  it  be  fo  probable 
That  young  'Demetrius  fhould  be  living,  why 
May  not  we  work  them  to  believe,  LeonatuSy 
The  eldeft  Son,  was,  by  fome  trick,  preferv'd. 
And  now  would  claim  his  own  ?  There  were  two  Sons, 
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Who  in  their  Father's  life  we  fuppos'd  dead  ; 
May  not  we  find  a  Circumftance  to  make 
This  fcem  as  clear  as  t'other  ?  Let  the  Vulgar  , 
Be  once  pofleft,  we'll  carry  Epre  from 
Demetrius^  and  the  World. 

Euh,  1  could  be  pleas'd 
To  fee  my  Son  a  King. 

Enter  Poleanus. 

The  Captain's  here. 

Polea.  I  wait  your  Lordfhip's  pleafure. 

G?/  We  come  to  vifit  your  late  Prifoner : 
I  will  not  doubt,  but  you  intreat  him  fairly. 
He  will  deferve  it  for  himfelf,  and  you 
Be  fortunate  in  any  occafion, 
To  have  exprefs'd  your  Service. 

Tolea.  Sir,  the  knowledge 
Of  my  honourable  Lord  his  Father,  will 
lnftru6t  me  to  behave  myfelf  with  all 
Refpedts  becoming  me,  to  fuch  a  Son. 

Caf.  Thefe  things  will  lead 
Oblige  you,  but  how  bears  he  his  Reftraint  ? 

Polea.  As  one  \vhofe  Soul's  above  it. 

Euh.  Patiently  ? 

Polea,  With  Contempt  rather  of  the  great  Command 
Which  made  him  Prifoner  \  he  will  talk  fomctimes 
So  ftrangely  to  himfelf. 

Eub,  He's  here. 

Enter  Seleucus. 

Sel,  Why  was  I  born  to  be  a  Subjeft  ?  *tis 
$Qon  anfwer'd  fure,  my  Father  was  no  Prince, 
That's -all ;  the  fame  Ingredients,  ufe  to  make 
A  Man  as  a<5live,  though  not  Royal  Blood, 
Went  to  my  Compofition,  and  I 
Was  gotten  with  as  good  a  Will  perhaps. 
And  my. Birth  coft  my  Mother  as  much  Sorrow, 
As  rd  been  born  an  Emp'ror. 

Caf.  While  I  look 
L^pon  him,  fomethin^  in  his  F^ce  prcfents 
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A  King  indeed. 

Euh.  He  does  refemble  much 
1'heodofms  too. 

^Caf  Whofe  Son  we  would  pretend  him  : 
This  will  advance  our  P]ot. 

Sel.  'Tis  but  a  Name, 
And  mere  Opinion,  that  prefers  one  Man 
Above  another  ;  J'il  imagine  then 
I  am  a  Prince,  or  fome  brave  thing  on  Earth, 
And  fee  what  follows ;  (31)  But  it  muft  not  be  . 
My  fmgle  Voice  will  carry  it ;  the  name 
Of  King,  muft  be  attended  with  a  Troop 
Of  Acclamations,  on  whofe  airy  Wings 
He  mounts,  and,  once  exalted,  threatens  Heav'n, 
And  ail  the  Stars  5  how  to  acquire  this  noife, 
And  be  the  thing  I  talk  of*-      Men  have  rifcn 
From  a  more  cheap  Nobility  to  Empires, 
From  dark  Originals,  and  fordid  Blood  ; 
Nay  fome  that  had  no  Fathers,-  Sons  o'th'  Earth, 
And  flying  People,  have  afpir'd  to  Kingdoms, 
Made  Nations  (32^  tremble,  nay  have  pradis'd  Frowns 
•  To  awe  the  World  :  their  Memory  is  glorious. 
And  I  would  hug  them  in  their  Shades  ;  but  what's 
All  this  to  me,  that  am  I  know  not  what. 
And  lefs  in  Expedation  ? 

Polea.  Are  you  ferious  ? 

Caf,  Will  you  afTift,  and  run  a  Fate  with  us  ? 
Polea.  Command  my  Life,  I  owe  it  to  your  Favour. 

(31)  it  mufl  not  be. 

My  Jingle  V nee  will  carry  it ;  — ]  One  would  think  that  for 
nvi/l  we  ihould  read  ivon't ;  but  alter  the  Pointing  and  all  is  right, 
and  the  Senfe  is,  //  mufi  not  be  my  Jingle  V nee  that  nvill  carry  it  &c. 

(32)  — -  tremble,  and  haw praais^d  Froivns]  Tho'  this  is  not  to 
be  rejefted,  yet  I  fancy  from  a  flight  Change  of  the  Word  in  the 
Quarto,  which  reads  thus, 

'^■-'•tremble,  any  have  praxis' d  Fra^'xns 

wc  may  come  to  the  original  Leftion : 

trtmbUt  nay  bate  &c. 
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SeL  Arcadim  was  once  (33)  as  far  from  King 
As  I,  and  had  we  not  fo  cunningly- 
Been  reconcil'd,  or  one,  or  both  had  gone 
To  feek  our  Fortunes  in  another  World  ; 
What's  the  Device  now?  If  my  Death  be  next. 
The  Summons  fhall  not  make  me  once  look  pale- 

Caf^  Chide  your  too  vain  Sufpicions,  we  bring 
A  Life,  and  Liberty,  with  what  elfe  can  make 
Thy  Ambition  happy  ;  thou'ft  a  glorious  Flame, 
We  come  t'advance  it. 

SeL  How? 

Caf,  Have  but  a  Will, 
And  be,  what  thy  own  Thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to, 
A  King. 

SeL  Tou  do  not  mOck  me.  Gentlemen  ? 
You  are  my  Father,  Sir. 

Etib,  This  Minute  fhall 
Declare  it,  my  Seleucus^  our  Heart's  fwelPd 
With  Joy,  with  Duty  rather,  oh  my  Boy  I 

SeL  What  is  the  Myft'ry  ? 

Polea.  You  muft  be  a  King. 

Caf,  Seleucus^  ftay,  thou'rt  too  incredulous, 
Let  not  our  Faith  and  Study  to  exalt  thee. 
Be  fb  rewarded. 

Euh.  I  pronounce  thee  King, 
Unlefs  thy  Spirit  be  turn'd  Coward,  and 
Tiiou  faint  t'accept  .it. 

SeL  King  of  what  ? 

Caf  Of  Epirs. 

SeL   Although  the  Queen,  fince  that  fbc  fent  me 
hither. 

Were  gone  to  Heaven,  yet  I  know  not  how 
That  Title  could  devolve  to  me. 

Caf.  Yvc  have 
No  Queen,  fince  he  ttiat  fhpuld  have  married  her, 

{33)  ~  fur  from  hting 

As  ly — J    1  his  is  tri!e  indeed,  yet  no  mighty  Difcovery, 
r-or  wha:  the  Poeis  defignVi  him  to  fay  ;    But  the  cjuc  LeOion,  and 
v.'ha:  ihe  Place  requires  ablbluicly,  is  this ; 
 'IK  Hi      fur  ftQ»i  King 

Is 
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Isprov'd  her  youngeft  Brother,  and  now  King 
In  his  own  Title. 

SeL  Thank  you,  Gentlemen. 
There's  hope  for  me. 

Caf,  Why,  you  dare  fight  with  him 
And  need  be,  for  the  Kingdom  ? 

Sel.  With  Arcadius? 
If  you'll  make  Stakes,  my  Life  againfl:  his  Crown, 
ril  fight  with  him,  and  you,  and  your  fine  Son, 
And  all  the  Courtiers  one  after  another* 

Caf,  'Two'n'c  come  to  that. 

SeL  -I'm  of  your  Lordfliip's  mind,  fo  fare  you  well. 

Caf.  Yet  ftay  and  hear. 

SeL  W^hat,  that  you  have  betray'd  me  P 
Do,  tell  your  King,  my  Life  is  grown  a  burden. 
And  1*11  confefs,  and  make  your  Souls  look  pale. 
To  fee  how  nimble  mine  lhall  leap  this  Battlement 
Of  flefh,  and  dying,  laugh  at  your  poor  Malice. 

Omnes,  No  more,  long  live  Z.^i?«^///i  King  of  £/^fr^. 

SeL  Leonatus !  Who's  that  ? 

Caf,  Be  bold,  and  be  a  King,  our  Brains  have  been 
Working  to  raife  you  to  this  height  •,  here  are 
None  but  your  Friends ;  dare  you  but  call  yourfelf 
Leonatus^  and  but  juftifie  with  confidence 
What  we'll  proclaim  you,  if  we  do  not  bring 
The  Crown  to  your  Head,  we  will  forfeit  ours. 

Eub.  The  State  is  in  diltraftion —  Anadius 

Is  prov'd  a  King^  there  was  an  elder  Brother— 

If  you  dare  but  pronounce  you  are  the  fame. 
Forget  you  are  my  Son. 

Pdea,  Thefe  are  no  Trifles,  Sir  ;  all  this  is  plotted, 
T'aflure  your  Greatnefs,  if  you  will  be  wife. 
And  take  the  fair  occafion  that's  prefented. 

SeL  Arcadius^  you  fay,  is  lawful  King, 
And  now  to  depofe  him,  you  would  make  me 
An  elder  Brother,  is'c  not  fo  ^ 

Caf  Mod  right. 

Sel.  Nay,  right  or  wrong,  if  this  be  your  true  meaning — 

Omnes.  Upon  our  lives. 

SeL  I'll  venture  mine :  bur  with  your  Pardon, 
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Whofe  Brain  \^as  this  ?  from  whom  took  this  Plot  Life  ? 
Euh.  My  Lord  Caffander, 

SeL  And  you  are  of  his  Mind  ?  and  you  ?  and  think 
This  may  be  done  ? 

Euh.  The  Deftinies  fha*n't  crofs  us,  if  you  have 
Spirit  to  undertake  it. 

Sel.  Undertake  it  ? 
I  am  not  us'd  to  compliment,  V\\  owe 
My  Life  to  you,  my  Fortunes  to  your  Lordfhip, 
Compofe-me  as  you  pleafe,  and  when  you've  made' 
Me  what  you  promife,  you  {hall  both  divide 
Me  equally  :  One  word,  my  Lord,  Fd  rather 

\_4fide  to  Eubulus. 
Live  in  the  Prifon  ftill,  than  be  a  Property 
T'advance  his  Politick  ends. 

Eub.  Have  no  fufpicion. 

Caf,  So,  fo,  I  fee  Demetrius^  Heels  already  [Jftde, 
Trip*d  up,  and  I'll  difpatch  him  out  o'th'  way. 
Which  gone,  I  can  depofe  this  at  my  leifure. 
Being  an  imp  odor  ;  then  my  Son  (lands  fair, 
And  may  piece  with  the  Princefs.    We  lofe  time. 
What  think  you  ?   if  we  firft  furprife  the  Court, 
While  you  command  the  Caftle,  we  fhall  curb 
All  Oppofition. 

Eub,  Let's  proclaim  him  firft. 
I  have  fome  Fadlion,  the  People  love  me. 
They  gain'd  to  us,  we'll  fall  upon  the  Court. 

Caf,  Unlefs  Demetrius  yield  himfelf,  he  bleeds. 

SeL  Who  dares  call  Treafon  Sin,  when  it  fucceeds 

lExeuNt  Omne:, 

Enter  Sophia  and  Charilla. 

Cha.  Madam,  you  are  too  paflionate,  and  lofe 
The  greatnefs  of  your  Sou),  with  the  expence 
Of  too  much  Grief,  for  that  which  Providence 
Hath  eas'd  you  of,  the  burden  of  a  State 
Above  your  tender  bearing. 

Sop,  Th©u'rt  a  Fool, 
And  canft  not  reach  the  Spirit  of  a  Lady, 
Born  great  as  I  was,  and  made  only  lefs 

By 
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By  a  too  cruel  Defliny.  Above 
Our  tender  bearing  ?  What  goes  richer  to 
The  Compofition  of  Man  than  ours  ? 
Our  Soul's  as  free,  and  fpacious,  our  Heart's 
As  great,  our  Will  as  large,  each  Thought  as  aSive, 
And  in  this  only  Man's  more  proud  than  we. 
That  would  have  us  lefs  capable  of  Empire  ; 
But  fearch  the  Stories,  and  the  Name  of  Queen 
Shines  bright  with  Glory,  and  fome  Precedents 
,  Above  Man's  Imitation. 
Cha.  I  grant  it 
For  th'  Honour  of  our  Sex,  nor  have  you.  Madam, 
By  any  weaknefs,  forfeited  Command  5 
He  that  fucceds,  in  Juftice,  was  before  you. 
And  you  have  gain'd  more,|in  a  Royal  Brother, 
Than  you  could  lofe  by  your  refign  of  Epire, 

Sop.  This  1  allow,  Cbarllla^  I  ha'  done  \ 
*Tis  not  the  thought  I  am  deposed  afflids  me, 
(At  the  fame  time  I  feel  a  joy  to  know 
My  Brother  living: )  no,  there  is  another 
Wound  in  me  above  cure. 
Cha,  Virtue  forbid ! 

Sop.  Canft  find  me  out  a  Surgeon  for  that  ? 

Cha.  For  what  ? 

Sop.  My  bleeding  Fame. 

Cha,  Oh  do  not  injure 
Your  own  clear  Innocence. 

Sop,  Don't  flatter  me, 
I  have  been  guilty  of  an  Ad,  will  make 
All  Love  in  Women  queftion'd  ;  is  not  that 
A  blot  upon  a  Virgin's  Name  ?  my  Birth 
Cannot  extenuate  my  Shame,  I  am 
Become  the  Stain  of  Epire. 

Cha,  It  is  but 
Your  own  Opinion,  Madam,  which  prefents 
Something  to  fright  yourfelf,  which  cannot  be 
In  the  fame  fhape,  fo  horrid  to  our  Senfe. 

Sop,  Thou  wou'dft,  but  canft  not  appear  ignorant: 
Did  not  the  Court,  nay,  the  whole  Kingdom,  take 
Notice,  I  lov'd  Lyfimachus? 
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Cha.  True,  Madam. 

Sop.  No,  1  was  falfe. 
Though  counfei'd  by  my  Father  to  affedl  him, 
I  had  my  politick  ends  upon  Cajfander^ 
To  be  abfolute  Queen,  flattering  his  Son  with  hopes 
Of  Love  and  Marriage,  when  that  very  Day 
( I  blufh  to  think )  I  wrong'd  Lyfmachus^ 
That  noble  Gentleman,  but  Heav'n  punilh'd  mej 
For  though  to  know  Demetrius  was  a  Blefling, 
Yet  who  will  not  impute  it  my  Difhonour  ? 

Cha,  "Madam,  you  yet  may  recompence  Lyfmachus : 
If  you  afFe£t  him  now,  you  were  not  falfe 
To  him,  whom  then  you  lov'd  not ;  if  you  can 
Find  any  gentle  PafTion  in  your  Soul 
To  entertain  his  Thought,  no  doubt  his  Heart, 
Though  fad,  retains  a  noble  Will  to  meet  it  \ 
His  Love  was  firm  to  you,  and  cannot  be 
Unrooted  with  one  Storm. 

Sop,  He  will  not  fure 
Trutl  any  Language  from  her  Tongue  that  mock'd  him. 
Although  my  Soul  doth  weep  for't,  and  is 
Punifh'd  to  love  him  'bove  the  World. 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

Cha.  He's  here. 
As  Fate  would  have  him  reconcil'd ;  be  free. 
And  fpeak  your  Thoughts. 

lyfim.  If,  Madam,  I  appear 
Too  bold,  your  Charity  will  fign  my  Pardon : 
I  heard  you  were  not  well,  which  made  me  haftc 
To  pay  the  Duty  of  an  humble  Vifit. 

Sop,  You  do  not  mock  me,  Sir  ? 

Lyfm.  I'm  confident 
You  think  me  not  fo  loft  to  Manners,  in 
The  knov/ledge  of  your  Perfon,  to  bring  with  me 
Such  rudenefs  ;  I  have  nothing  to  prefenr. 
But  an  Heart  full  of  wilhes  for  your  Health, 
And  what  elfe  may  be  added  to  your  Happinefs. 

Sop.  I  thought  you  had  been  lenfible— — 

Lyfm.  How,  Madam  ? 

Sop. 
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Sop,  A  Man  of  Underftanding ;  can  you  fpend 
One  Prayer  for  me,  remembi  ing  the  Diihonour 
I  have  done  Lyftmachus  ? 

Lyfim,  O  nothing  can  deface  that  part  of  my 
Rehgion  in  me,  not  to  pray  for  you. 

Sop,  It  is  not  then  impoflible  you  may 
Forgive  me  too  5  indeed  I  have  a  Soul 
Is  full  of  Penitence,  and  fomethiqg  elfe. 
If  Blulhing  would  allow  to  giv't  a  Name. 

Lyfm.  What,  Madam? 

Sop.  Love,  a  Love  that  fliould  redeem 
My  paft  Offence,  and  make  me  white  again. 

Lyfim,  I  hope  no  Sadnefs  can  polTefs  your  Thoughts  \ 
For  me,  I  am  not  worthy  of  this  Sorrow  5 
But  if  you  mean  it  any  Satisfadlion 
For  what  your  Will  hath  made  me  fuirer,  *us 
But  a  ^ftrange  Overflow  of  Charity, 
To  keep  me  ftill  alive ;  be  yourfelf.  Madam, 
And  let  no  Caufe  of  mine  be  guilty  of 
This  Rape  upon  your  Eyes,  my  Name's  not  worth 
The  leaft  of  all  your  Tears. 

Sop,  You  think  'em  counterfeit  ? 

Lyfim,  Although  I  may 
Sufpedt  a  Woman's  Smile  hereafter,  yet 
I  would  believe  their  wet  Eyes  ;  and  if  this 
Be  what  you  promife,  for  my  fake,  I  have  j 
But  one  Reply. 

Sop,  I  wait  it. 

Lyfim,  I  have  now 
Another  Miftrefs  • 

Sop,  Stay.  ^ 

Lyfim,  To  whom  I've  made. 
Since  your  Revolt  from  me,  a  new  chafte  Vow, 
Which  not  the  fecond  Malice  of  my  Fate 
Shall  violate  ;  and  flie  deferves  it.  Madam, 
Even  for  that,  wherein  you're  excellent. 
Beauty,  in  which  fhe  fhines  equal  to  you. 
Her  Virtue's,  if  fhe  but  maintain  what  now 
She  is  Miftrefs  of,  beyond  all  Competition, 
So  rich  it  cannot  know  to  be  improv'd, 
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At  lead  in  my  Efteem ;  I  may  offend. 

But  Truth  (hall  juftifie,  I  have  not  flatter'd  her ; 

1  beg  your  Pardon,  and  to  leave  my  Duty 

Upon  your  Hand,  all  that  is  good  flow  in  you.  lExit, 

Sop.  Did  he  not  fay,  Charilla^  that  he  had 
Another  Miftrefs  ? 

Cha,  Such  a  Sound,  methought. 
Came  from  him. 

Sep,  Let's  remove,  here's  too  much  Air, 
The  fad  Note  muItipHes. 

Cka,  Take  Courage,  Madam, 
And  my  Advice  ;  he  has  another  Miftrefs ! 
If  he  have  twenty,  be  you  wife,  aud  crofs  him 
With  entertaining  twice  as  many  Servants  j 
And  v/hen  he  fees  your  Humour  he'll  return 
And  fue  for  any  Livery  ;  grieve  for  this  ? 

Sop,  It  muft  be  (he,  'tis  Polidora  has 
Taken  his  Heart ;  fhe  live  my  Rival  ? 
How  does  the  Thought  inflame  me  ? 

Chu.  Polidora  ? 

Sop,  And  yet  fhe  does  but  juflly,  and  he  too  ; 
I  would  have  robb'd  her  of  Arcadius^  Heart, 
And  they  will  both  have  this  Revenge  on  me  : 
But  fomething  will  rebel.  [^Exit, 

Enter  Demetrius,  Philocles  and  Lyfander. 

Dem,  The  Houfe  is  deflate,  none  comes  forth  to 
meet  us, 

She's  flow  to  entertain  us ;  Philocles^ 
I  prithee  tell  me,  did  flie  wear  no  Cloud 
Upon  her  Brow  ?  was't  freely  that  fhe  faid 
We  fhould  be  welcome. 
<    Phi,  To  mv  Apprehenfion, 
Yet  'tis  my  Wonder  fhe  appears  not.       Lyfan,  She, 
Nor  any  other,  fure  there's  fome  Conceit 
T'excufe  it. 

Dem,  Stay,  who's  this  ?  obferve  what  follows. 

Phi.  Fortune !  fome  Mask  to  entertain  you.  Sir. 
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Enter  Fortune  crown' attended  with  Youth^  Health 
and  Pleafure, 

For.  Not  yet  ?  What  Silence  doth  inhabit  here  ? 
No  Preparation  to  bid  Fortune  weJcome? 
Fortune,  the  Genius  of  the  World,  have  we 
Defcended  from  our  Pride,  and  State,^  to  come 
So  far  attended  with  our  Darlings,  Youth, 
Pleafure,  and  Health,  to  be  negledled  thus  ? 
Sure  this  is  not  the  PJace :  Call  hither  Fame, 

Enter  Fame,  j 

Fame.  What  would  great  Fortune  ? 

For.  Know 
Who  dwells  here. 

Fame.  Once  more  I  report,  great  Queen, 
This  is  the  Houfe  of  Love. 

For.  It  cannot  be. 
This  Place  has  too  much  Shade,  and  looks  as  if 
It  had  been  quite  (34^  forgotten  of  the  Spring, 
And  Sun-Beams  :  Love,  afRds  Society, 
And  Heat,  here  all  is  cold  as  th*  Hairs  of  Winter, 
No  Harmony,  to  catch  the  bufie  Ear 
Of  Paffengers,  no  Objcft  of  Delight, 
To  take  the  wandring  liyes,  no  Song,  no  Groan 
Of  Lovers,  no  Complaint  of  Willow  Garlands  \ 
Love  has  a  Beacon  on  his  Palace  Top, 

(34)   forgotten  of  the  Springs 

And  Sun-Beams  Lo^ve^  affeiis  Society^ 

And  Heat,  here  all  is  cold  as  th^  Hairs  of  Winter^  This  fine 
PaiTage,  tho' clear  enough  in  itfelT,  is,  in  all  the  Copies,  rendered 
ftrangely  dark  and  perpiexed,  meerly  by  falfe  Pointing,  which  I  had 
amended  before  Mr.  Senvard  gave  me  his  Direftion  for  fo  doing. 
Mr.  Theobald  has  likewife  a  Corredion,  which  he  intended  to  have 
inferted  in  this  Line, 

 here  all  is  cold  as  th'  Hairs  of  Winter  y 

by  making  it  run  thus ; 

—  all  is  cold  as  th^  Airs  of  Winter. 
But  as  I  don't  remember  Airs  ever  us'd  for  Winter,  but  Spring- Winds, 
as  in  Milton  ; 

AirSf  Vernal  AirSy 
I  have  not  ventured  to  difplace  the  old  Reading; 
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Of  flaming  Htiarts,  to  call  the  weary  Pilgrim 

To  reil,  and  dwell  with  him,  I  fee  no  Fire 

To  threaten,  or  to  warm  :  Can  Love  dwell  here  ? 

Fame.  If  there  be  noble  Love  upon  the  World, 
Truft  Fame,  and  find  it  here. 

For.  Make  good  your  Boaft, 
And  bring  him  to  us. 

"Dem,  What  does  mean  all  this  ? 

Lyfan,  I  told  you,  Sir,  we  fhould  have  Tome  Device. 
Enter  hove. 
There's  Cupid  now  !  that  little  Gentleman, 
Has  troubled  every  Mafque  at  Court  this  feven  Year. 

Dem.  No  more. 

Love,  Welcome  to  Love,  how  much  you  honour  me ! 
It  had  become  me,  that,  upon  your  Summons, 
I  fhould  have  waited  upon  mighty  Fortune  ; 
But  fmce  you  have  vouchfafed  to  vifit  me. 
All  the  Delights  Love  can  invent,  fhall  flow 
To  entertain  you,  Mufick  through  the  Air 

\^Mufick  plays. 
Shoot  your  inticing  Harmony.    For,  We  came 
To  dance  and  revel  wich  you.    Love,  I  am  poor 
In  my  Ambition,  and  want  thought  to  reach 
How  much  you  honour  Love.  [Dance. 

Enter  Honour, 

Hon.  What  Intrufion's  this? 
"Whom  feek  you  here  ? 

Love.  'Tis  Honour. 

For.  He's  my  Servant. 

Love.  Fortuiie  is  come  to  vifit  us. 

Hon.  And  has 
Corrupted  Love:  Is  this  thy  Faith  to  her. 
On  v.'horPi  we  both  wait,  to  betray  her  thus 
To  Fortune's  Triumph .?  Take  her  giddy  Wheel, 
And  be  no  more  Companion  to  Honour  ; 
I  blulli  to  know  thee,  who'll  believe  there  can 
Be  Truth  in  Love  hereafter? 

Love.  I  have  found 
My  Eyes,  and  fee  my  Shame,  and  with  it,  this 

Proud 
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Proud  Sorcerefs,  from  whom,  and  all  her  Charms, 

1  fly  again  to  Honour    be  my  Guard, 

Without  thee  I  am  loft,  and  cannot  boaft. 

The  Merit  of  a  Name.  ^Exit  Honour. 

For.  Defpis'd  ?  I  fhall 
Remember  this  Affront. 

Dem.  What  Moral's  this?  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Honour  witb  the  Crown  upon  a  mourning 
Cujhion, 

What  melancholy  Objeffc  ftrikes  a  fudden 

Chilnefs  through  all  my  Veins,  and  turns  me  Ice? 

It  is  the  fame  1  fent,  the  very  fame. 

As  the  firft  Pledge  of  her  enfuing  Greatnefs  : 

Why  in  this  Mourning  Liv'ry,  if  fhe  live 

To  whom  I  fent  it?  ha,  what  Shape  of  Sorrow  ? 

Enter  Pglidora  in  Mourning. 

It  is  not  Polidora  ?  fhe  was  fair 
Enough,  and  wanted  not  the  fetting  off 
With  fuch  a  Black  :  If  thou  be'ft  Polidora, 
Why  mourns  my  Love  ?  It  neither  does  become 
Thy  Fortune,  nor  my  Joys. 

Polid,  But  it  becomes 
My  Griefs,  this  Habit  fits  a  Funeral, 
And  it  were  Sin,  my  Lord,  not  to  lament 
A  Friend  new  dead. 

Bern.  And  I  yet  h'ving?  Can 
A  Sorrow  enter  but  upon  thy  Garment, 
Or  difcomplexion  thy  Attire,  whilft  I 
Enjoy  a  Life  for  thee  ?  Who  can  defer ve, 
Weigh'd  with  thy  living  Comforts,  but  a  Piece 
Of  all  this  Ceremony  ?  Give  him  a  Name. 

Polid.  He  was  Arcadius, 

Bern,  Jrcadius  ? 

Pohd.  A  Gentleman  that  lov'd  me  dearly  once. 
And  does  compel  thefe  poor  and  fruitlefs  Drops^ 
Which  willingly  would  fall  upon  his  Hearfe, 
T'embalm  him  twice. 

Bern.  And  are  you  fure  he's  dead  ? 
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Polid,  As  fure  as  you  are  living,  Sir,  and  yet 
I  did  not  clofe  his  Eyes  ;  but  he  is  dead. 
And  I  fhall  never  fee  the  fame  Arcadius  : 
He  was  a  Man  fo  rich  in  all  that's  good, 
(At  lead  I  thought  him  fo,)  fo  perfed:  in 
The  Rules  of  Honour,  whom  alone  to  imitate 
Were  Glory  in  a  Prince  j  Nature  herfelf, 
'Till  his  Creation,  wrought  imperfedtly. 
As  fhe  had  made  but  trial  of  the  reft. 
To  mould  him  excellent. 

Dm.  And  is  he  dead  ? 
Come,  fhame  him  not  with  Praifes,  recolie(5l 
Thy  fcatter'd  Hopes,  and  let  me  tell  my  beft  , 
And  deareft  Polidoray  that  he  lives, 
Still  lives  to  honour  thee. 
Polid,  Lives,  where? 
Dem.  Look  here. 
Am  noi:  I  worth  your  Knowledge  ? 

Polid.  And  my  Duty  ; 
You  are  Demetrius,  King  of  Epire,  Sir. 
I  could  not  eafily  miftake  him  fo. 
To  whom  I  gave  my  Heart. 

Dem.  Mine  is  not  chang'd. 
But  ftill  has  fed  upon  thy  Memory  ; 
Thefe  Honours  and  Additions  of  State 
Are  lent  me  for  thy  fake,  be  not  fo  ftrange  : 
Let  me  not  lofs  my  Entertainment,  now 
I  am  improved,  and  raised  unto  the  Height, 
Beneath  which,  I  did  bluQi  to  ask  thy  Love. 

Polid.  Give  me  your  Pardon,  Sir:  Arcadius^ 
At  our  laft  meeting,  without  Argument 
To  move  him,  more  than  his  Affedlion  to  me, 
Vow'd  he  did  love  me,  love  me  'bove  all  Women, 
And  to  confirm  his  Hc^art  was  truly  mine. 

He  wifn'd  1  tremble  to  remember  it— - 

When  he  forfook  his  Polidora*s  Love, 
That  Heav'n  might  kill  his  Happinefs  on  Earth ; 
Was  not  this  nobly  faid  ?  Did  not  this  promifc 
A  Truth  to  fliame  the  Turtle's  ? 
Dem,  And  his  Heart 
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Is  ftill  the  fame,  and  I  thy  conftant  Lover. 

Polid.  Give  me  your  Leave,  I  pray  :  I  would  not  fay 

Arcadiiis  was  perjur'd,  but  the  fame  Day, 

Forgetting  all  his  Promifes  and  Oaths, 

While  yet  they  hung  upon  his  Lips,  forfook  me, 

(  D'ye  not  remember  this  too  ? )  Gave  his  Faith 

From  me,  tranfported  with  the  Noife  of  Greatnefs, 

And  would  be  married  to  a  Kingdom.    Bern,  But 

Heaven  permitted  not  I  fhould  difpofe 

What  was  ordain'd  for  thee. 
Folid,  It  was  not  Virtue 

In  him,  for  fure  he  found  no  Check,  no  Sting 

In  his  own  Bofom,  but  gave  freely  all 

The  Reins  to  blind  Ambition. 

Dem.  1  am  wounded. 
The  Thought  of  thee  i'th'  Throng  of  all  my  Joys, 

Like  Poifon  pourM  in  Ne5far^  turns  me  frantick  : 

Dear,  if  Arcadius  have  made  a  Fault, 

Let  not  Demetrius  be  punifti'd  for't, 

He  pleads,  that  ever  will  be  conftant  to  thee. 

Polid,  Shall  I  believe  Man's  flatteries  again, 
Lofe  my  fweet  Reft,  and  Peace  of  Thought  again. 
Be  drawn  by  you  from  the  ftrait  Paths  ot  Virtue 
Into  the  Maze  of  Love  ? 

Dem,  I  fee  Compaftion  in  thy  Eye,  that  chides  me  : 
If  I  have  either  Soul,  but  what's  contain'd 
Within  thefe  Words,  or  if  one  Syllable 
Of  their  full  Force  be  not  made  good  by  me. 
May  all  relenting  Thoughts  in  you  take  end, 
And  thy  Difdain  be  doubled  !  from  thy  Pardon, 
rU  count  my  Coronation;  and  that  Hour 
Fix  with  a  Rubrick  in  my  Calendar, 
As  an  aufpicious  time,  to  entertain 
Affairs  of  weight  with  Princes ;  think  who  now 
Intreats  thy  Mercy  :  come,  thou  ftia't  be  kind. 
And  divide  Titles  with  me. 

Folid.  Hear  me,  Sir  ; 
I  lov'd  you  once  for  Virtue,  and  have  not 
A  Thought  fo  much  unguarded,  as  to  be 
Won  from  my  Truth  and  Innocence,  with  any 
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Motives  of  State  to  affcd  you. 

Your  bright  Temptation  mourns  while  it  (lays  here. 

Nor  can  the  Triumph  of  Glory,  which  made  you 

Forget  me  fo,  court  my  Opinion  back. 

Were  you  no  King,  I  fhould  be  fooner  drawn 

Again  to  love  you,  but  'tis  now  too  late ; 

A  low  Obedience  ^hall  become  me  beft. 

May  all  the  Joys  I  want 

Still  wait  on  you    if  time  hereafter  tell  you, 

That  Sorrow  for  your  Fault  hath  ftruck  me  dead. 

May  one  foft  Tear  dropt  from  your  Eye,  in  pity 

Bedew  my  Hearfe,  and  I  fliall  fleep  fecurely  : 

I  have  but  one  Word  more ;  for  goodnefs  fake. 

For  your  own  Honour,  Sir,  corre6t  your  Paflion 

To  her  you  (hall  love  next,  and  I  forgive  you.  [^Exit, 

Dem.  Her  Heart  is  frozen  up,  nor  can  warm  Prayers 
Thaw  it  to  any  Softnefs. 

Phi,  I'll  fetch  her.  Sir,  again; 

Dem,  Perfuade  her  nor. 

Phi.  You  give  your  PalTion  too  much  leave  to  triumph. 
Seek  in  another  what  (he  now  denies. 

E filer  Macarius. 

Mac,  Where  is  the  King  ?  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  undone, 
A  dangerous  Treafon  is  a-foot. 
Dem.  What  Treafon 

Mac.  Caffander  and  Euhulus  have  proclaim'd 
Another  King,  whom  they  pretend  to  be 
Leonatus  your  elder  Brother,  he  that  was. 
But  this  Morning  Prifoner  in  the  Caftle. 

Dem.  Ha? 

Mac.  The  eafie  Epirotes 
Gather  in  Multitudes  t' advance  his  Title  ; 
They  have  feiz'd  upon  the  Court ;  fecure  your  Perfon, 
Whilft  we  raife  Power  to  curb  this  Infurredtion. 

j^nt.  Lofe  no  time  then. 

Defn.  We  will  not  arm  one  Man. 
Speak  it  again,  have  1  a  Brother  living. 
And  muft  I  be  no  King  ? 

Mac.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

Dem, 
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Bern.  This  News  doth  fpeak  me  happy,  it  exalts 
My  Heart,  and  makes  me  capable  of  more 
Than  twenty  Kingdoms. 

Phi.  "Will  you  not.  Sir,  (land 
Upon  your  Guard  ? 

Dem.  ril  ftand  upon  my  Honour  ; 
Mercy  relieves  me. 

Lyfan,  Will  you  lofe  the  Kingdom  ? 

Dem.  The  VVorld's  too  poor  to  bribe  me ;  leave  me  all. 
Left  you  extenuate  my  Fame,  and  I 
Be  thought  to  have  redeemed  it  by  your  Council  \ 
You  fhall  not  fhare  one  Scruple  in  the  Honour. 
Titles  may  fet  a  Glofs  upon  our  Name, 
But  Virtue  only  is  the  Soul  of  Fame. 

Mac.  He's  ftrangely  poffeft.  Gentlemen.  [Exeunt^ 


ACT   V.    SCENE  L 

EnUr  Philocles,  a^d  Lyfander. 

Phi.  T  T  Ere*s  a  ftrange  turn,  Lyfander. 
J_    Lyfan.  'Tis  a  Kingdom 
••^  Eafily  purchased  j  who  will  truft  the  Faith 
'   Of  Multitudes.?* 

Phi.  It  was  his  fault,  that  would 
So  tamely  give  his  Title  to  their  Mercy  j 
The  new  King  has  Pofleflion. 

Lyfan.  And  is  like 
To  keep  it    we're  alone,  what  doft  think  of 
This  Innovation  ^.  (35)  Is't  not  a  fine  Jigg  ? 
A  precious  cunning  in  the  late  Prote6tor 
To  ftiuffle  a  new  Prince  into  the  State. 

phi.  I  know  not  how  they've  fhuffled,  but  my  headon*t, 
A  falfe  Card's  turn'd  up  trump,  but  Fates  look  to't. 

(35)  ///  not  a  fine  Jigg? 

j1  precious  cunning— ^1    The  Words  precious  cunning  vtould 
almoft  induce  me  to  correft  Jigg  above,  into  Juggle. 


Enter 


62 


The  Coronation. 


Enter  Caflander  and  Eubulus. 

Euh,  Does  he  not  carry't  bravely  ? 
Caf,  Excellently. 
Pbilocles^  Lyfander. 
Phi.  Lyf,  Your  Lordfliip's  Servants. 

(36)  Caf.  Are  we  not  bound  to  Heav'n,  for  multi- 

plying 

Thefe  Bleffings  on  the  Kingdom  ? 

Phi.  Heav'n  alone 
Works  Miracles,  my  Lord. 

Lyfan.  I  think  your  Lordfliip 
Had  once  as  little  hope  to  fee  thefe  Princes 
Revive. 

(37)  Caf.  Here  we  mud  place  our  Thanks, 
Next  Providence, 

For  preferving 
So  dear  a  Pledge. 

Enter  Leonatus  attended. 

.Euk  The  King. 

Leo.  It  is  our  pleafure 
The  number  of  our  Guard  be  doubled  ;  give 
A  Largefs  to  the  Soldiers,  but  difmifs  not 
The  Troops  'till  we  command. 

Caf.  May  it  pleafe,'  

Leo.  It  will  not  pleafe  us  otherwife,  my  Lord, 
We've  try'd  your  Faith. 

Euh,  Does  he  not  fpeak  with  confidence  ? 

Leo.  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  to  whofe  Faith  we 
mud 

Owe  next  to  Heav'n  our  Fortune,  and  our  Safety, 
After  a  tedious  Eclipfe,  the  Day 

(36)  Jre  nxe  not  bound  to  Hea'v'ny»  ]  The  retorting  of  thefe 
very  Words  by  Phi  lodes  in  the  next  Ad  upon  Caffander,  led  Mr.  Se- 
award ,  Mr.  Theobaldy  andmylelf,  to  the  Affurance  of  their  belonging 
p  Cajjfander  here,  and  accordingly  I  have  plac'd  his  Name  before 'em. 

(37)  Phi.  Here  ive  muji  place  ]     I  once  imagined  that  this  was 

a  Speech  with  Adiion,  £.nd  might  eafily  be  underftood,  by  fuppofing 
Philocles  to  point  to  Eubulus  i  but  I  believe  Mr.  Se^-ard  has  more 
happily  corjedar*d  it  ought  to  belong  to  CaJjTander. 

Is 
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Is  bright,  and  we  invefted  in  thofe  Honours, 
Our  Blood  and  Birth  did  challenge. 

CaJ.  May  no  time 
Be  regiftred  in  our  Annals,  that  fhall  mention 
One  that  had  Life  t'oppofe  your  Sacred  Perfon. 

Leo.  Let  them,  whofe  Title's  forg'd  and  flaw'd,  fiifpeft 
Their  State's  Security,  our  Right  to  Epre 
Hcav'n  is  oblig'd  to  profper  ;  Treafon  has 
No  Face  fo  black  to  fright  it    all  my  cares 
Level  to  this,  that  1  may  (38)  worthily 
Manage  the  Province,  and  advance  the  Honour 
Of  eur  dear  Country  ;  and  be  confident, 
Jf  an  expence  of  Blood  may  give  addition 
Of  any  Happinefs  to  you,  I  fhall 
Offer  my  Heart  the  Sacrifice,  and  rejoice 
To  make  myfelf  a  Ghoft,  to  have  infcrib'd 
Upon  my  Marble  but,  whofe  caufe  I  died  for. 

Euh.  May  Heav'n  avert  fuch  danger. 

Caf,  Excellent  Prince, 
In  whom  we  fee  the  Copy  of  his  Father, 
None  but  the  Son  of  Theodofius 
Could  have  fpoke  thus. 

Leo.  (39)  You're  pleas'd  t'interpret  well  j 
Yet  give  me  leave  to  fay  in  my  own  Juftice, 
I've  but  exprefs'd  the  promptnefs  of  my  Soul 
To  ferve  you  all,  but  'tis  not  empty  wifhcs 
Can  fatisfie  our  mighty  Charge,  a  weight 
■  Would  make  an  Atlas  double  ;  a  King's  Nam« 
Doth  found  harmonioufly  to  Men  at  diftance  5 
And  thofe  who  cannot  penetrate  beyond 
The  bark,  and  out-skin  of  a  Common- wealth, 

(38)  ■  worthily 

Manage  the  Province,  and  adnjance  the  Honour 
Of  our  dear  Country ;  — ]    To  manage  the  Promtnce  of  our 
dear  Country,  and  ad'vance  the  Honour  of  our  dear  Country,  feems  a 
little  inaccurate  :  Perhaps  we  Ihould  read, 

 ^worthily 

Manage  this  Pro'vince ;  or,  my  Pro'vince, 
j.  e.  The  Charge  /  have  undertook  &c. 

(39)  We're  pleated  ]   So  the  other  Copies.   The  Text  is  from 

the  Quarto.  Mr.  Theobald- 

Or 
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Or  State,  have  Eyes,  but  ravilh'd  with  the  Ceremony 
That  muft  attend  a  Prince,  and  underftand  no£ 
What  Cares  allay  the  Glories  of  a  Crown, 
But  good  Kings  find  and  feel  the  contrary. 
You've  try'd,  my  Lord,  the  burden,  and  can  tell 
It  would  require  a  Pilot  of  more  Years 
To  fteer  this  Kingdom,  now  impos'd  on  me, 
Byjuftice  of  my  Birth. 

Caf,  I  wifh  not  Life, 
But  to  partake  thofe  happy  days,  which  muft 
Succeed  thefe  fair  Proceedings ;  we  are  bleit  5 
But,  Sir,  be  fparing  to  yourfelf,  we  fhall 
Hazard  our  Joys  in  you  too  foon  ;  the  burden 
Of  State  Affairs  impofe  upon  your  Council. 
*Tis  fitter  that  we  wafte  our  Lives,  than  you 
Call  Age  too  foon  upon  you  with  the  trouble 
And  cares,  that  threaten  fuch  an  Undertaking  : 
Prefer ve  your  Youth. 

Leo.  And  chufe  you  our  Protedlor, 
Is't  that  you  would  conclude,  my  Lord  ?  We  will 
Defcrve  our  Subjcds  Faith  for  our  own  fake, 
Not  fit  an  idle  Gazer  at  the  Helm. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Phi.  How,  obferv'd  you  that  ? 
Mark  how  Cajjander*%  Planet-ftruck. 

{^o)Lyfan,  He  might  have  look'd  more  calmly  for  all  that, 
1  begin  to  fear  ;  but  do  not  yet  feem  troubled. 

Leo.  With  what  News  travels  his  hafte  ?  I  muft  fecure 
Myfelf  betimes,  not  be  a  King  in  jeft, 
And  wear  my  Crown  a  Tenant  to  their  Breath. 

Caf.  D.metriusj  Sir,  your  Brother, 
With  other  Traitors  that  oppofe  your  Claims, 
Are  fled  to  th'  Caftle  of  Nejlorius^ 
And  fortifie  

Mef,  I  faid  not  fo,  my  Lord. 


(40}  Eub.  He  might  ba-ve  looked  ]    If  the  Reader  will  con- 

lider  this  Anfwer,  he  will  find  that  Ly/ander,  and  not  EubuluSj  fhould 
be  prefix'd  before  it. 
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Caf.  PJl  have  it  thought  fo,  hence.     {_Ey:it  Mejfenger, 

Leo.  Plant  Force  to  batter 
The  Walls,  and  in  their  ruin  bring  us  word 
They  live  not. 

Euh,  Good  Sir,  hear  me* 

Caf.  Let  it  work  ; 
Were  Demetrius  dead,  we  eafily  might  uncrown 
This  fwoln  Impoftor,  and  my  Son  be  fair 
To  piece  with  young  Sophia^  who  1  hear 
Repents  her  late  Affront. 

Euh.  Their  Lives  may  do 
You  Service,  let  not  Blood  (lain  your  beginnings 
,The  People  not  yet  warm  in  their  Allegiance, 
May  think  it  worth  their  Tumult  to  revenge  it 
With  hazard  of  yourfdf. 

Leo.  Who  dares  but  think  it  } 
Yet  offer  firft  our  Mercy  \  if  they  yield, 

Demetrius  muft  not  live  my  Lord  yourcounfel— 

What  if  he  were  in  Heaven  ^    Caf,  You  have  my 
Confent;  -You  fha'not  (lay  long  after  him.  [Jfide, 

Leo.  Sophia's  not  my  Sifter  To  prevent  all 

That  may  indanger  us,  we'll  marry  her  ; 
That  done,  no  matter  though  we  ftand  di/cover'd. 
For  in  her  Title  then  we're  King  of  Epre^ 
Without  difpute* 

Caf  Hum  ;  in  my  Judgment,  Sir, 
That  wo'not  do  lb  well. 

Leo.  What's  your  Opinion  ? 

Caf  He  countermines  my  Plot  :   Are  you  fo  cunning  ? 
Leo,  What's  that  you  mutter.  Sir? 
Caf  I  mutter,  Sir  ^ 

Leo.  Beft  fay  I  am  no  King,  but  fome  Impoftor 
Rais'd  up  to  gull  the  State. 

Caf  Very  fine!  To  have  faid  within 
Fev/  hours  you'd  been  no  King,  nor  like  to  be. 
Was  noi^i'th'  compafs  of  High  Treafon,  1  take  it. 

Eub.  Reftrain  your  Anger,  the  King's  mov'd,  fpeak  not. 

Caf  I  will  fpeak  louder  yet,  do  I  not  know  him 
That  felf-fame  Hand  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Throne 
Shall  pluck  him  from  it ;  is  this  my  Reward  ? 

Vol,  IX.  E  Le^. 
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Leo,  Our  Guard,  to  Prifon  with  him. 
Caf.  Me  to  Prifon  ? 

Leo,  Oif  with  his  Head.  Caf,  My  Head  ?  Euh,  Vouch- 
fcife  to  hear  me. 
Great  Sir.    Leo.  (41)  How  dares  he  be  fo  infolent  ? 

Caf.  I  ha'  wrought  myfelf  into  a  fine  condition  ; 
D*ye  know  me,  Gentlemen  ? 

Pbu  Very  well,  my  Lord  ; 
Hgzv  are  we  hound  to  Heaven  fcr  multiplying 
^hefe  hleffmgs  on  the  Kivgdom, 

Leo.  We  allow  it. 

Euh.  Counfel  did  never  blaft  a  Prince's  Ear. 

Leo.  Convey  him  to  the  Sandluary  of  Rebels, 
Ne  if  or  ins'  Houfe,  where  our  proud  Brother  has 
Enfcons'd  himlelf,  they'll  entertain  him  lovingly. 
He'll  be  a  good  addition  to  the  Traitors ; 
Obey  me,  or  you  die  for't;  what  are  Kings, 
When  Subjects  dare  affront 'em  ?    Caf  I  ihall  vex 
Thy  Soul  for  this. 

Leo.  Away  with  him  :  When  Kings 
Frown,  let  Offenders  tremble  :  This  flows  not 
From  any  Cruelty  in  my  Nature,  but 
The  Fate  of  an  Ufurper  :  he  that  will 
Be  connrm'd  great  without  juft  Title  to  it, 
Muft  lofe  CompafTion,  know  what's  good,  not  do  it. 

[Exemt. 

Enter  Polidora  and  her  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam, 
The  Princefs  Sophia.    Polid.  I  attend  her  Highnefs. 

Enter  Sophia. 

How  much  your  Grace  honours  vour  humble  Servant. 
Sop.  \  hope  my  Brother's  well. 
Polid.  I  hope  fo  too.  Madam. 
Sop.  Do  you  but  hope?  he  came  to  be  youfpGueft/ 

(4O  Caf.  Ho^J:dareshehefoitrfolent?  ]  'Tis  poffible  that  this 
L1nebeicng5.ro  CajTandcri  but  1,  think  more  probable  it  fhould  bc 
.  e^natui     and  accordingly  I  have  prefixM  his  Name  to  it. 
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PoM.  We  are  all  his,  whilft  he  is  pleas'd  to  hcn< 
This  poor  Roof  wich  his  Royal  Prefencc?,  Madam. 

Sop.  I  came  to  ask  your  Pardon,  Pclidora, 

Polid.  Yoa  never.  Madam,  trelpalVd  upon  me, 
Wrong  not  your  Goodncfs. 

Sop.  I  can  be  but  penitent, 
Unlefs  you  point  me  out  ibme  ether  way 
To  fatisne. 

PqHJ.  Dear  Madam,  do  not  mock  me. 

Sop,  There  is  no  ii^jury,  like  that,  to  love 
1  find  it  now  in  my  own  Sufierings  : 
But  though  I  would  have  robb'd  thee  oF  Arcadius^ 
jbleav'n  knew  a  way  to  reconcile  your  Hearts, 
And  punifh'd  me  in  thofe  Joys  you  have  found  : 
I  read  the  Story  of  my  lo fs  ot  Honour, 
Yet  can  rejoice,  and  heartily,  that  you 
Have  met  your  own  again. 

PoM,  Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Sop.  My  Brother. 

Polid.  He's  found  to  himfcif  and  Honour ; 
He  is  my  King,  and  though  I  muft  acknowledge 
He  was  the  Glory  of  my  Thoughts,  and  I 
X^ov'd  him,  as  you  did.  Madam,  with  defire 
To  be  made  his,  Reafon  and  Duty  fmce 
Form'd  me  to  other  knowledge,  and  I  now 
Look  on  him  without  any  wifh  of  more 
Than  to  be  calTd  his  Subjecl. 

Sop,  Has  he  made 
Himfelf  lefs  capable,  by  being  King  ? 

Polid.  Of  what  ? 

Sop.  Of  your  Affeclion  ? 

Polid.  With  your  pardon,  Madam, 
Love,  in  that  Senfe  you  mean,  left  Polidora 
When  he  forfook  Jrcadius  :  I  difclaim 
All  Ties  between  us,  more  than  what  the  Name 
Of  Kiiig  muft  challenge  from  my  Obt^dience. 

Sop,  [Jfide.]  This,  does  confirm  my  Jealoufie 
Heart ! 

For  my  fike.  Madam,  has  he  lofl  his  value  ? 
Puiid.  Le-  me  befeech  vom  Grace,  I  may  have 
E  2 
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To  anfwer  in  fome  other  Caufe,  or  Perfon  : 
This  Argument  but  opens  a  fad  wound 
To  make  it  bleed  afrefli ;  we  may  change  this 
Diicourfe  :  I  would  eled  fome  Subjedl  whofe 
Praifes  may  more  delight  your  Ear  than  this 
Can  mine  \  let's  talk  of  young  Lyfmachus, 

Sop,  Ha  !  my  prefagiog  Fears. 

Polid.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 
Sop.  Well    you  were  talking  of  Lyfmachus^ 
Pray  give  me  your  Opinion  of  him. 

Polid,  Mine? 
It  will  be  much  fhort  of  his  Worth  :  I  think  him 
A  Gentleman  fo  perfect  in  all  Goodnefs, 
That  if  there  be  one  in  the  World  deferves 
The  befl:  of  Women,  Heav'n  created  him 
To  make  her  happy. 

Sop.  You've  in  a  little.  Madam, 
Exprefs'd  a  Volume  of  Mankind,  a  Miracle ; 
But  all  have  not  the  fame  degree  of  Faith, 
He  is  but  young  

Polid,  What  Miftrefs  would  defire 
Her  Servant  old  ?  he  has  both  Spring  to  pleafe 
Her  Eye,  and  Summer  to  return  a  Harveft. 

Sop.  He's  black—— 

Polid,  He  fets  a  Beauty  off  more  rich. 
And  flie  that's  fair  will  love  him  j  faint  Complexions 
Betray  effeminate  Minds,  and  love  of  change  : 
Two  Beauties  in  a  Bed,  compound  few  Men  ; 
He's  not  fo  fair  to  counterfeit  a  Woman, 
Nor  yet  fo  black,  but  Blufhes  may  betray 
His  Modelty. 

Sop.  His  Proportion  exceeds  not  • 

Polid.  That  praifes  him,  and  a  well  compadled  Frame 
Speaks  Temper,  and  fweet  flow  of  Elements : 
Vaft  Buildings  are  more  oft  for  fliew  than  ufe : 
I  would  not  have  my  Eyes  put  to  the  Travel 
Of  many  Acres,  e'er  I  could  examine 
A  man  from  Head  to  Foot ;  he  has  no  great. 
But  he  may  boad,  an  elegant  Compofition. 

Sop,  Pil  hear  no  more  5  you  have  fo  far  out-done 

My 
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My  injuries  to  you,  that  I  call  back 
My  Penitence,  and  mud  tell  Polidora^ 
This  Revenge  ill  becomes  her.    Am  I  thought 
So  loft  in  Soul  to  hear,  and  forgive  this  ? 
In  what  Shade  do  I  live  ?  or  fhaJl  I  think 
I  have  not,  at  the  loweft,  enough  Merit, 
Setting  afide  my  Birth,  to  poize  with  yours  ? 
Forgive  my  modeft  Thoughts,  if  I  rife  up  in 
My  own  Defence,  and  tell  this  unjuft  Lady, 
So  great  a  Winter  hath  not  frozen  yet 
My  Cheek,  but  there  is  fomething  Nature  planted. 
That  carries  as  much  Bloom,  and  Spring  upon't, 
'  As  yours.    What  flame  is  in  your  Eye,  but  may 
Find  competition  here  ?  ( forgive  again 
My  Virgin  Honour  )  what  is  in  your  Lip 
To  tice  th'  enamour'd  Soul,  to  dwell  v/ith  marc 
Ambition,  than  the  yet  unwither'd  blufh 
That  fpeaks  the  Innocence  of  mine  ? 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Oh  Brother  ! 

Dem,  I'll  talk  with  you  anon  ;  my  Polidora^ 
Allow  thy  Patience  'till  my  Breath  recover. 
Which  now  comes  laden  with  the  richeft  news 
Thy  Ear  was  ever  bleft  with. 

Sop.  Both  your  Looks 
And  Voice  exprefs  Ibme  welcome  Accident. 

Dem,  Guefs  what  in  wifh  could  make  me  fjrtunate. 
And  Heav'n  hath  dropt  that  on  De?netrius, 

Sop.  What  means  this  Extafie  ? 

Dm.  'Twcre  fin  to  bufie 
Thy  Thoughts  upon't,  Til  tell  thee —  that  I  could 

Retain  fome  part  it  is  too  wide  a  Joy 

To  be  exprefs'd  fo  foon,  and  yet  it  fails 

In  a  few  Syllables — thou  wo'cfcarce  believe  me— 

I  am  no  King. 

Sop.  How'^  that! 

Polid.  Good  Heav'n  forbid ! 

Dem.  Forbid?  Heav'n  has  reliev'd  me  with  a  Mc 
I  knew  not  how  to  ask  j  I  have,  they  fay. 
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An  elder  Brother  living,  erown'd  already  ; 
I  only  keep  :ny  Name  Demetriiis, 
Without  defire  of  more  addition, 
Than     r'Tturn  thy  Servant. 

P(y't4.  Y  >u  amaze  me, 
On  you  rejoice  to  be  depofed  P 

De/7i.  It  but 
T/a  alates  me  to  a  fairer,  better  Kingdom 
in  F  hdora. 

Polid.  Me? 

ijjm.  Did  you  not  fay. 
Were  1  no  King,  you  could  be  drawn  to  love  mc 
Again,  that  was  confcnted  to  in  Heav'n  r 
A  Kingdom  Erft  betrav'd  my  ambitions  Soul 
To  forget  thee  5  that,  and  the  flattering  Glories, 
How  willingly  Demetrius  does  refign. 
The  Angels  know :  Thus  naked  without  Titles 
I  throw  me  on  thy  Charity,  and  fliall 
Boaft  greater  Empire  to  be  thioe  again,  than 
To  w:;ar  the  Triumphs  of  the  World  upon  me. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac,  Be  not  (b  carelefi  of  yourfclf,  the  People 

Gcmcr  in  multitudes  to  your  Proteiftion, 
OJcrir.g  their  Lives  and  Forcu'^es,  if  they  may 
Bur  fee  you.  Sir,  and  hear  you  fpeak  to  'cm  \ 
Acc'jpt  their  Duties,  and  in  time  prevent 
Your  Ruin. 

Sep.  Be  not  defperate,  'tis  Counfel. 
Dem,  You  crouble  me  with  Noife    fpeak,  PoUdorsi, 
Pond,  For  your  own  fake  prefervc  yourfeif,  my  Fears 
Diftrad  my  Reafon. 

Enter  Antigonus. 

jIvJ.  Lord  Lyfimachus^ 
Vv'ich  (bmething  that  concerns  your  Safety,  is 
Fxi  hither,  and  defires  a  prefent  hearing. 

Mac,  His  Soul  is  honeft    be  not.  Sir,  a  mad  Man, 
And  for  a  Lady,  give  up  all  our  freedoms. 

Polid,  i  win  fay  any  thins;-,  co,  hczr  L\fimacbuj. 
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S'Op,  Dear  Brother  hear  him* 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

Lyfm,  Sir,  I  come  to  yield 
Myielf  your  Prifoner  ;  if  my  Father  hai'e 
Rais'd  an  Impoftor  to  fupplant  your  Title, 
(Which  I  fufpedl,  and  inwardly  do  bleed  for,) 
I  fliall  not  only,  by  the  tender  of 
Myfelf,  declare  my  Innocence,  but  either. 
By  my  unworthy  Life,  fecure  your  Perfon, 
Or  by  what  Death  you  fliall  impofe,  rewa  d 
The  unexpeded  Treafon. 
'    Sop,  Brave  young  Man  : 
Did  not  you  hear  him,  Brother? 

Lyfim.  Pm  not  minded. 

FoM.  Be  wicnefs.  Madam,  I  refign  my  Heart, 
It  never  was  another's  ;  you  declare 
Too  great  a  Satisfadion,  1  hope 
This  will  deftroy  your  Jealoufic  5 
Remember  now  your  Danger. 

Bern.  I  defpife  it. 
What  Fate  dares  injure  me  ? 

Lyfim,  Yet  hear  m-?.  Sir. 

Sop,  Forgive  me,  Polidora^  you  are  happy, 
My  hop^s  are  remov'd  farther  ;  I  had  thought: 
Lyji'/nachiis  had  meant  you  for  his  Mifircfs-, 
*Tis  mifery  to  feed,  and  not  know  where 
To  place,  my  jealoufie. 

Enkr  Macarius. 

Mac,  Now  'cis  too  Late  *, 
You  may  be  deaf,  until  the  Cannon  make 
You  find  your  Senfes  ;  we  are  fhut  up  by 
A  Troop  of  HorK-,  now  thank  yourklr. 

Polid.  They  will 
Admit  Conditions 

Sop..  And  allow  us  Quarter  ?  fmit  -wi/bm. 

Polid.  We  are  all  loit. 

Dem.  Be  comiorccd. 


Enkr 
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Hoe  Coronation. 


Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant,  News, 
My  Lord  Cajfander'^s  fent  by  the  new  King 
To  bear  us  coinpany. 

Dem,  Not  as  Prifoner  ? 

Ant,  It  does  appear  no  other  wife  ;  the  Soldiers 
Declare  how  much  they  love  him,  by  their  noife 
Of  Scorn,  and  Joy  to  fee  him  fo  rewarded. 
It  cannot  be. 
Ant.  You'll  find  it  prefently. 
^-  He  curfes  the  new  King,  talks  Treafon  'gainft  him 
As  nimble  as  he  were  in's  Shirt  j  he's  here. 

Enter  Caflander. 

Caf.  Oh  let  me  beg  until  my  Knees  take  root 
Tih'  Earth  ;  Sir,  can  you  pardon  me  ? 
Dem.  For  what  ? 

Caf.  For  Treafon,  defperate,  moft  malicious  Treafon  : 
I  have  undone  you,  Sir. 

Dan.  It  does  appear 
You  had  a  Will. 

Caf.  ril  make  you  all  the  Recompence  I  can. 
But  e'er  you  kill  me,  hear  me ;  know  the  Man, 
Whom  I,  to  ferve  my  unjuft  ends,  advanc'd  to 
Your  Throne,  is  an  Impoftor,  a  mere  Counterfeit, 
^tfbulns's  Son.  [Exit  Ant. 

De?n.  It  is  not  then  our  Brother? 

Caf,  An  infolent  Ufurper,  proud,  and  bloody 
Sekucus     Is  no  Leprofie  upon  me  ? 
There  is  not  Punifliment  enough  in  Nature 
To  quit  my  horrid  Aft  \  I  have  not  in 
My  Itock  of  Blood,  to  fatisfie  with  weeping  ; 
Nor  could  my  Soul,  though  melted  to  a  Flood 
Within  me,  gufli  out  Tears  to  wafh  my  ftain  off. 

De-m.  How  ?  an  Impoltor  ?   what  will  become  on's 
now  ? 
We're  at  his  Mercy. 

Caf.  Sir,  the  People's  Hearts 
V/ill  come  to  their  own  dwelling,  when  they  feq 
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I  dare  accufe  myfelf,  and  fuffer  for  it  5 

Have  courage  then  young  King,  thy  Fate  cannot 

Be  Jong  compelled. 

Dein.  Rife,  Sir,  our  Misfortune 
Carries  this  good,  although  it  lofe  our  hopes. 
It  makes  you  friend  with  Virtue  i  we'll  exped: 
What  Providence  will  do. 

Caf.  You  are  too  merciful. 

Lyfim.  Our  Duties  fliall  beg  Heav'n  ftill  to  prefervc  you. 
Enter  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Our  Enemy  defires  fome  Parley,  Sir. 
,  Lyfm.  'Tis  not  amifs  to  hear  their  Propofition. 
Polid,  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Bern.  Thou  art  my  Angel,  and  canft  beft  inftrufi:  me, 
(42)  Boldly  prefcnt  ourfelves,  you'll  with's  Cajfander  ? 

Caf.  And  in  Death  be  bleft 
To  find  (43)  your  Charity,  {_Exit^ 

Sop.  Lyjimachus^  • 

Lyfim.  Madam. 

Sop,  They  will  not  mifs  your  Prefence,  the  fmall  time 
Is  fpent  in  asking  of  a  queftion. 

Lyfim.  I  wait  your  Pleafure.    Sop,  Sir,  I  have  a 
Suit  to  you.    hyfim.  To  me?  it  muft  be  granted.  Sop.  If 
you. 

Have  cancelled  your  kind  Opinion  of  me. 
Deny  me  not  to  know,  who  hath  fucceeded 
Sophia  in  your  Heart  \  I  beg  the  Name 
Of  your  new  Miftrefs. 

Lyfim.  You  ^hall  know  her.  Madam, 
If  but  thefe  Tumults  ceafe,  and  Fate  allow  us 
To  fee  the  Court  again  ;  I  hope  you'll  bring 

I, 

(42)  Boldly  prefent  our/ehes,  yoiill  with  Caflander?  ]  Thefe  WoMs 
put  in  theMoJth  of  D.  metrius,  feem  rather  to  be'ong  X.Qpolidcra  ;  and 
thus  the  Poet  makes  the  Lady  the  Counfellor  upon  this  OccafioD, 
according  to  what  Demetrius  fays  the  Line  above, 

^hou  art  my  ^ngel^  and  canji  beji  injiru£i  me. 
But  this  I  only  offer,  not  daring  to  contend  for  it. 

(43)   our  Charity.]    The  Text  is  from  Mr.  Sczvard's  Con- 

edarc,  confirm'd  by  the  Quarto. 

No 
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No  Mutiny  againft  her,  but  this  is 

No  time  to  talk  of  Love,  let  me  attend  you. 

Sop,  I  mud  expedt,  *till  you  are  pleased  to  fatisfic 
My  poor  requeft  \  condudl  me  at  your  pleafure. 

{Exeunt, 

Enter  Leonatus,  Eubulus,  Bijhopy  Lyfander, 
a7id  PhiJocles. 

Leo,  They  are  too  flow,  difpatch  new  MefTengers, 
T^intreat  'em  fairly  hither,  I  am  extafy'd  ; 
Were  you  a  Witnefs  for  me  too  ?  Is  it  polUble 
I  am  what  this  affirms,  true  Leonatus  ? 
And  were  you  nor  my  Father  ?  was  1  given 
In  truft  to  you  an  Infant  ? 

Euh,  *Tis  a  truth 
Our  Soul's  bound  to  acknowledge    you  fupply'd 
The  Abfence  and  Opinion  of  my  Son 
Who  died,  but  to  make  you  my  greater  care  ; 
I  knew  not  of  Demetrius^  but  fuppos'd 
Him  dead  indeed,  as  Epire  thought  yoj  were  ; 
Your  Father's  Charader  doth  want  no  Teflimony, 
Which  but  compar'd  with  what  concerns  Demetrius 
Will  prove  itfelf  King  Tbeodoftus'  Ad, 
Your  Royal  Father. 

Bijh  I  am  Subfcrib'd  to  both  his  Legacies, 
By  Oath  oblig'd  to  fecrefie,  until 
Thus  fairly  fummon'd  to  reveal  the  Truft. 

Euh,  Cajfander  had  no  thought  you  would  prove  thus, 
To  whofe  Policy  I  gave  this  Aim,  akhough 
He  wrought  you  up  to  ferve  but  as  his  Engine 
To  batter  young  Demetrms  ;  for  it  was 
Your  Father's  prudent  Jealoufie,  that  made  him 
Give  out  your  early  Deaths,  as  if  his  Soul 
Prophefy'd  his  own  fir  ft,  and  fear'd  to  leave 
Either  of  you,  to  the  unfafe  Protedtion 
Of  one,  whofe  Study  would  be  to  fupplant 
Your  Right  and  make  himftlf  the  King  of  Epiir, 

Bijh,  Your  SiKtr,  fair  Scpbiaj  in  your  Father's 
Life,  was  deHgn'd  to  marry  with  Lyjhnacbus^ 
That  guarded  her  i  akhough  flie  us'd  fome  Arc 
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To  quit  her  Pupillage,  and  being  abfoJute 
Declar'd  Love  to  Demetrius^  which  enforced 
Macarius  to  difcover  firft  your  Brother. 

Leo.  No  more,  left  you  deftroy  again  Leonahts^ 
With  Wonder  of  his  Fate  ;  are  they  not  conie  yet  ? 
Something  it  was  I  felt  within  me  envy 
At  young  Demetriu^s  Fortune  ;  there  were  Seeds 
Scattered  upon  my  Heart,  that  made  it  fwell 
With  thought  of  Empire  ;  Princes  I  fee  cannot 
Be  totally  eclips'd  :  but  wherefore  ftays 
Demetrius  and  Sophia^  (44)  at  whofe  Names 
A  gentle  Spirit  wakes  upon  my  Blood  ? 

Enter  Demetrius,  Polidora,  Sopliia,  Macarius, 
Caflander,  -and  Lyfimachus. 

FmI,  They're  here. 

Leo,  Then  thus  I  fly  into  their  Bofoms : 
Nature  has  redify'd  in  me,  Demetrius^ 
The  wandrings  of  Ambition    our  dear  Sifter 
You  are  amaz'd,  1  did  exped:  it,  read 
Aflurance  there,  the  Day  is  big  with  Wonder, 

Mac,  What  means  all  this  ? 

Leo.  Lyfimachus^  be  dear  to  us, 
Cajfander^  you  are  welcome  too. 

Caf.  Not  I, 
I  do  not  look  for'c ;  all  this  lha'not  bribe 

(44.)  at  <vohofe  Names 

A  gentle  Spirit  walk'd  upon  my  Blood  F]     This  would  impiv, 
that  before  he  knew  his  Relation  to  his  Brother  and  Sifter,  he  had 

(often  had,  by  fecret  Inftindt,  a  Love  for  them  :    But  as  no  Hint  of 
this  appears  in  any  thing  he  before  fays  or  does,  I  prefer  the  Prtfcnt 
Tcnfe ; 
'  walks  upon  my  Blood  ? 

This  Expreffion  is  noWe,  and  feems  taken  from  Genefis.  The  Spirit  cf 
f,  •     God  mov'd  upo7i  the  Face  of  the  Waters.  IVlr.  Sexvard, 

f         \  conceive,  that  the  Pcec  defignM  here  to  expref?,  how  dormant 
ij       thrt  AfFedtion  which  ought  to  be  toward  Brethren,   tho'  Strangers  to 
each  other,  had  Iain  m  Seleucus  ;  and  upon  this  Account  I  would  fup- 
pole,  that  a  Word  of  a  fironger  Importjmay  yet  bid  fairer/or  the  tiu5 
C^c  :  r  read  thus 

J  gentle  Spirit  wakes  upon  my  Blood  ? 
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My  Confcience  to  your  Fadlion,  and  make 

Me  falfe  again  ;  Seleucus  is  no  Son 

Of  'Theodofius  \  my  dear  Countrymen 

Correal  your  erring  Duties,  and  to  that. 

Your  lawful  King,  proftrate  yourfelves ;  Demetrius 

Dorh  challenge  all  your  Knees. 

Bern.  All  Love  and  Duty^ 
Flow  from  me  to  my  Royal  King,  and  Brother, 
I  am  confirm'd. 

Caf,  You  arc  too  credulous  ; 
What  can  betray  your  Faith  fo  much  ? 

Leo.  Sophiay  you  appear  fad,  as  if  your  Will 
Gave  no  confent  to  this  day*s  Happinefs. 

Sop.  No  Joy  exceeds  Sophia^s  for  yourfelf. 

Lyfim.  With  your  good  Pardon,  Sir,  I  apprehend 
A  caufe  that  makes  her  troubled  ;  Ihe  defires 
To  know,  what  other  Miftrefs,  fince  her  late 
Unkindnefs,  I  have  chofen  to  dire(fl 
My  Faith  and  Service. 

Leo.  Another  Miftrefs  ? 

Lyfm,  Yes,  Sir. 

Leo,  And  does  our  Sifter  love  Lyfmachus  ? 

Sop.  Here's  fomething  would  confefs. 

Leo.  He  muft  not  dare 
T'affront  Sophia. 

Caf.  How  my  Shame  confounds  me ! 
I  beg  your  Juftice,  without  pity  on 
My  Age. 

Leo.  Your  Penance  fhall  be,  to  be  faithful 
Unto  our  State  hereafter.    Omnes.  May  you  live  Jong 
And  happy,  Leonatus^  King  of  Epire. 

Leo.  But  Where's  your  other  Miftrefs  ? 

Lyfim.  Even  here,  Sir. 

Leo.  Our  Sifter  ?  *s  this  another  Miftrefs,  Sir  ? 

Lyfim.  It  holds 
To  prove  my  Thoughts  were  fo ;  when  fhe  began 
Her  Sorrow  for  negledling  me,  that  Sweetnefs 
Deferv'd  I  fhould  'fteem  her  another  Miftrefs, 
Then,  when  iir^  cruelly  forfook  Lyfimachus  \ 
Your  pardon.  Madam,  and  receive  a  H;\arc 

Proud 
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Proud  with  my  firft  Devotions  to  ferve  you. 

Sop.  In  this  Tm  crown'd  again,  now  mine  for  ever. 

Leo.  You  have  deceived  her  happily. 
Toy  to  you  both. 

Dem.  We  are  ripe  for  the  fame  wifhes  ; 
Polidora*s  part  of  me. 

Polid.  He  all  my  BlefTing. 

Leo,  Heav'n  pour  full  Joys  upon  you. 

Mac.  We're  all  bleft ; 
There  wants  but  one  to  fill  your  Arms. 

Leo,  My  Miftrefs 
And  Wife  fhall  be  my  Country,  to  which  I 
Was  in  my  Birth  contradled,  your  love  fince 
Hath  plaid  the  Prieft  to  perfe6b  what  was  Ceremony. 

Though  Kingdoms  by  jufl  Titles  prove  our  own. 

The  Subjedls  Hearts  do  beft  fecure  a  Crown. 

^Exeunt  Omnes: 


E  p 


EPILOGUE. 


TH E  RE  is  no  Coronation' to  day^ 
JJnlefs  your  gentle  Votes  do  crown  our  Play  : 
If  Smiles  appear  within  each  Lady^s  Eye^ 
Which  are  the  leading  Stars  in  this  fair  Sky^ 
Our  folemn  Day  fets  glorious ;  for  then 
(  46)  We  hope  hy  their  foft  Influence^  the  Men 
Will  grace  what  they  firfi  fJoin^d  on  ,  makeU  appear^ 
(Beth)  how  we  pleafe^  and  hlefs  our  co'vetous  Ear 
With  your  Applaufe^  more  welcome  than  the  Bells 
Upon  a  T'riimph^  Bonfires^  or  what  elfs 
Can  fpeak  a  Coronation.    And  though  I 
Were  late  depos'd^  and  fpoil  'J  of  Majefly^ 
By  the  kind  Aid  of  your  Hands^  Gentlemen^ 
I  quickly  may  he  Crowned  a  ^ieen  again. 

(46)  We  hope  hy  their  fad  Influence,  ]  What  Stuff  is  here?  By 

this  fad  reading  we  have  an  Aff.'ont  offer'd  the  Ladies,  where  the  Pcet 
defign'd  them  a  Compliment ;  and  inftead  of  begging  their  Favour,  he 
runs  the  ready  way  to  incur  their  Diipleafure.  I'he  true  Text  is  from 
the  Quarto  of  1640. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONAL. 

MEN. 

ALbert  a  French  Pirate^  in  Love  with  Aminta. 
Tibalt  du  Pont,  a  merry  Gentleman^  Friend  to  Albert. 
MaJJer  of  the  Ship^  an  hone  ft  imrry  Man. 
La  mure,  an  Ufuring  Merchant. 
Franville,  a  Vain-glorious  Gallant. 
Morillat,  a  /hallow  hrain'd  Gentleman. 
Boatfwain^  an  honeft  Man. 

Sebaftian,  a  noble  Gentleman  of  Portugal,  Husband  to  Ro- 
fellia. 

Niculli,  Nephew  to  Sebaftian  5  both  caft  upon  a  Defart  IJIand' 

Raymond,  Brother  to  Aminta. 

Surgeon. 

Sailors. 

w  O  M  E  N. 

♦ 

Aminta,  Miftrefs  to  Albert,  a  noble  French  Virgin, 
Rofellia,  Governefs  of  the  Amazonian  Portugals. 
Clarinda,  Daughter  to  Rofellia,  in  Love  with  Albert. 

Hippolita,  J  cfi^„^^  Ladies.  Members  of  the  Female  Common- 
Crocale,     >  ,  , 

.  ,  (  wealth. 

Juletta,  J 


Tee  SCENE,  Fir  ft  at  Sea,  then  in  the  Defart  Iftands. 
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ACT    I.     SCENE  I. 

A  Tempejl^  Thunder  and  Lightning, 
Enter  Majler  and  two  Sailors, 

Master. 

AY  her  aloof,  the  Sea  grows  dangerous, 
How't  fpits  againft  the  Clouds,  Oh,  how  ic 
capers, 

And  how  the  fiery  Element  frights  it  back : 
There  be  Devils  dancing  in  the  Air  I  think ; 
I  faw  a  Dolphin  hang  i'  th*  Horns  o*th'  Moon 

(i)  This  Play,  as  it  (lands  in  all  the  former  Copies,  has  not  receiv'd 
fo  much  Injury  in  its  Senfe  as  Meafure,  and  fo  we  have  not  fo  much 
Caufe  to  complain  of  the  former  as  of  the  latter ;  yet  Caufe  there  is, 
as  the  Reader  will  fee  in  the  following  Notes.  Mr.  Shirley,  who  pub- 
lifh'd  the  old  Folio  Edition,  feems  to  have  had  little  Care  of  making 
our  Poets  appear  to  Advantage,  when  he  fent  this  Play  into  the  World 
in  fo  unpoetical  a  Drefs.;  I  own  the  reitoring  of  the  Meafure  cofl:  me 
abundantly  more  Application  and  Pains  than  the  correcting  the  Text; 
but  yet  the  Reader  murt  not  expefl  that  mufical,  exa£t  flow  of  Num- 
bers which  our  modern  Gentlemen  of  Parnajfus  are  fo  careful  about, 
here,  any  more  than  in  Shake/pear :  However,  I  think,  I  may  remark 
once  for  all,  both  upon  our  Authors  and  him,  that  whenever  any  Sub- 
jedl  requires  the  Sublime,  thePathetick  or  Defcriptive,  there  the  Num- 
bers are  equal  to  both  the  Sentiment  and  Didtion,  and  the  happy  Mix- 
ture is  capable  of  tranfporting  any  Soul  who  has  the  leaft  Talle  for  the 
Beauties  of  Poetry. 

Vol.  IX.  F  Shot 
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(2)  Shct  from  a  Wave  •,  hey  day,  hey  day. 
How  fhe  kicks  and  yerks  ? 

Down  with  the  Main  Maft-,  lay  her  at  Hull, 
Furl  up  all  her  Linens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out* 

I  Sail.  She*ll  never  brook  it,  Mafter  \ 
She's  fo  deep  laden  that  Ihe'Il  bulge. 

Maft,  Hang  her. 
Can  {he  not  bufFet  with  a  Storm  a  little  ?  . 

(3)  How  it  tofles  her,  fhe  reels  like  a  Drunkard, 

(2)  Bhotfr'om  a  Wa've  ;  hey  day,  hey  day, 

Jiovo  Jhe  kicks  and  yerks  ? 
Douin  nvith  the  Main  Mafi^  lay  her  at  Hull, 
Farle  up  all  her  Linens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out, 
I  Sail.  ^heUl  ne'ver  brook  it,  Mafier-, 
I  read  thus. 

Shot  from  a  Wanje  ;  why  hey  day,  hey  dayy  hovu 
She  kicks  and  yerks  ?  donun  'with  the  Main  Maft  there. 
Lay  her  at  Hull,  furl  up  her  Linens  all. 
And  let  her  ride  it  out. 

1  Sail.  She'll  never  brook  iff  Mafer  ; 

Unlefs  we  fuppofe  the  Veflel  a  very  fmall  one,  the  Main  Maft  is  not 
made  to  fall  and  rife,  and  I  believe  a  Sailor  would  choofe  to  read, 

 ■        do^n  ivith  the  Main  Yard, 

The  Expletive  there,  which  I  have  added  to  complete  the  Meafure,  it 
commonly  added  by  Sailors  to  moft  of  the  Diredions  they  give  5  and 
*ds  generally  the  Omiffion  of  Particles  that  makes  the  difficulty  of  rc« 
lloring  the  Meafure  throughout  this  Play.  .Mr.  Setvard. 

(3)  How  it  tojfes  her,  fhe  reels  like  a  Drunkard, 

2  Sail,  We  hwue  difco'ver''d  the  Land,  Sir, 
Pray  leis  make  in ;  flue's  fo  drunk  elfe. 

She  may  chance  to  caji  up  all  her  Lading. 

1  Sail.  Stand  in,Jiandin,  ive  are  all  lofl  elfe,  lofi  and perifh'd. 

I  read, 

Honxj  it  tojfes  her?  How  /he  reels  like  a  Drunkard? 

2  Sail.  We  ha^ue  difco'vered  the  Land,  Sir,  pray 
Let  us  make  in  j  Jhe  is  fo  drunk  elfe,  fhe 

May  chance  to  caJi  up  all  her  Lading. 
I  Sail.   «   .  Jiand  in,  • 

Stand  in,  nxje  are  all  loji  elfe,  loji  and perijh^d. 
The  Repetition  of  the  Hoh/j  in  the  firft  Line,  fesms  very  natural,  and 
the  Sentiment  without  it  has  too  much  Gravity,  and  too  much  refembles 
the  like  Exprefiion  in  Scripture :  So  that  the  Omiffion  of  it  in  the  for- 
mer Editions  hurt  the  Scnfe  as  well  as  the  Meafure.  As  I  am  perfuaded 
that  the  whole  Play  may  be  reftor'd  10  its  Meafute  by  no  greater  Liber- 
ties than  are  taken  in  thefe  Lines,  fo  I  think  it  the  duty  of  an  Editor 
to  reftore  it.  Mr.  Seward. 

2  SaiL 
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2  Sail,  We  have  difcover'd  the  Land,  Sir, 
Pray  Jet's  make  in  ;  fhe's  fo  drunk  elfe, 
She  may  chance  to  caft  up  all  her  Lading. 

1  SaiL  Stand  in,  ftand  in,  we  are  all  loft  elfe,  loft  and 

peri/h'd. 

Mafi.  Steer  her  a  Star-board  there. 

2  SaiL  Bear  in  with  all  the  Sail  we  can ;  fee  Matter, 
See  what  a  clap  of  Thunder  there  is.  What 

A  face  of  Heav'n,  how  dreadfully  it  looks ! 
Maft,  (4)  Thou  Rafcal,  fearful  Rogue  thou,  thou'ft 
been  praying; 
I  fee  it  in  thy  Face ;  thou  haft  been  mumbling, 
When  we  are  fplitting,  Slave.    Is  this  a  time. 
To  difcourage  our  Friends  with  your  cold  Orizons  ? 
Call  up  the  Boatfwain  ;  how  it  ftorms  5  holla. 


Boatf,  (5)  What  fhall  we  do 
Maft.  Caft  over  all  her  Lading  j  flie  won't  fwini 
An  hour  elfe. 

Enter  Albert,  Franville,  Lamure,  Tibalt  du  Pont, 


Maft,  The  Storm  is  loud,  we  cannot 
Hear  one  another ;  what's  the  Coaft  ?     Boatft  We  know 
Not  yet,  fhall  we  make  in  ?    Jib,  What  Comfort,  Sailors  ^ 

(4)  Thou  Rafcal,  thou  fearful  Rogue,  thou  hajl  been  prayingi 
I  fee  it  in  thy  Face,  thou  haft  been  mumbling. 

When  nue  are  fplit,  you  Slave  ; — ]  The  Alteration  in  the  point- 
ing of  this  Paflage  gives  a  greavcr  Emphafis  to  the  Senfe  of  it;  and  I 
hope  the  Reader  will  excufe  the  putting  the  Participle  for  the  Verb,  be- 
caufe  they  were  not  fplit  but  fplitting, 

(5)  What  fhall  nue  do,  Mafier? 

Cafi  over  all  her  Lading  ?«=  ]  The  comparing  of  this  Paflage 

with  what  follows  a  Page  or  two  lower,  wou'd  incline  one  to  think  that 
the  Wordb  Cajl  over  all.  Sec.  ought  to  be  appropriated  to  the  Mailer, 
for  'tis  his  Motion  there,  //  mufl  all  over' board,  and  poifibly  fhou'd 
be  fo  too  here.    Read  then. 


Enter  Boatfwain. 


and  Morillat, 


Enter  Boatfvoain. 
Boatf.  What  fhall  do? 

Maft.  Cafi  over  all  her  Lading  ;  fhe  vjonU  f<wim,  SiQ, 
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1  never  faw,  fince  I  have  known  the  Sea, 

(Which  has  been  this  twenty  Years)  fo  rude  aTempeft : 

In  what  State  are  we  ? 

Maft,  Dangerous  enough.  Captain, 
(6)  We  have  fprung  five  Leaks,  and  no  little  ones ; 
Still  rage  j  befides,  her  Ribs  are  open, 
Her  Rudder  aim  oft  fpent ;  prepare  yourfelves. 
And  have  good  Courages,  Death  comes  but  once. 
And  let  him  come  in  all  his  Frights. 

Alb.  Is't  not  poflible. 
To  make  in  to  the  Land  ?  'Tis  here  before  us* 

Mor.  Here  hard  by.  Sir. 

Mafi.  Death's  nearer.  Gentlemen. 
Yet  do  not  cry,  let's  die  like  Men. 

Tib.  Shall's  hoifc  the  Boat  out. 
And  go  all  at  one  cafi  ?  The  more  the  merrier. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Mapi,  You  are  too  hafty,  Monfieur,  do  ye  long 
To  be  i'  th'  Fifh-market  before  your  time  ? 
Hold  her  up  there. 

Amm»  Oh  miferable  Fortune ! 
Nothing  but  Horror  founding  in  mine  Ears,  no 
Minute  to  promife  to  my  frighted  Soul. 

Tib,  Peace  Woman, 
We  ha'  Storms  enough  already  j  no  more  howling. 

Amin,  Gentle  M after. 

Mafi.  Clap  this  W^oman  under  Hatches* 

Alb.  Prithee  fpeak  mildly  to  her. 

Amin,  Can  no  help?  

Maft,  None,  that  I  know. 

Ami7h  No  Promife  from  your  Goodnefs?  

(6)  We  ha^ve  fprung  five  Leaks,  and  no  little  ones ; 

Still  rage;  hejides^  her  Ribs  are  open,]  Here  the  Words  /iil/ 
ragty  {hcu'd  either  be  in  a  Parenthefis  with  a  Note  of  Admiration, 
(/nil  rage! J  or  elfc,_  which  is  more  prcbable  from  the  Defeft  in  the 
Meaiure,  fomeihing  is  loft,  and  I  believe  the  Original  was, 

 f  ve  Leaks,  and  no  little  ones  ; 

The  Winds  fiill rage ;  befidis^  her  Ribs  are  open, 
or  perhaps,  The  Seas. 

Mafi. 
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Mafl,  Am  I  a  God?  For  Heav'n's  fake  flow  this 

Woman. 
Tib,  Go,  take  your  gilt 
I     Prayer-Book,  and  to  your  Bufmefsj  wink  and  die. 
There's  an  old  Haddock  ftays  for  ye. 

Amin.  Muft  I  die  here  in  all  the  Frights  and  Terrors, 
The  thoufand  feveral  Shapes  Death  triumphs  in  ? 
No  Friend  to  counfel  me } 

Alb.  Have  Peace,  fvveet  Miftrefs. 
Amin.  No  Kindreds  Tears  upon  me?  Oh!  my  Country  • 
No  gentle  Hand  to  clofe  mine  Eyes  ? 

Alb.  Be  comforted ; 
'Heav'n  has  the  fame  Pow'r  ftill,  and  tfie  fame  Mercy. 
Amin.  Oh,  that  Wave  will  devour  me! 
Maft.  Carry  her  down,  Captain, 
Or  by  thefe  Hands  Til  give  no  more  Diredion, 
Let  the  Ship  fink  or  fwim ;  we  ha'  ne'er  better  luck. 
When  we've  fuch  ftowage  as  thefe  Trinkets  with  us, 
Thefe  fweet  Sin -breeders ;  how  can  Heav'n  fmile  on  us. 
When  fuch  a  Burden  of  Iniquity 

Lies  tumbling  like  a  Potion  in  our  Ship's  Belly  ?  \^Exit. 

Tib.  Away  with  her,  and  if  flie  have  a  Prayer, 
That's  fit  for  fuch  an  Hour,  let  her  fay't  quickly, 
And  ferioufly.  [Exit. 

Alb.  I  fee  it  clear,  come  Lady,  . 
Come  in,  and  take  fome  Comfort.  Plfftay  with  ye. 

Amin.  Where  fhould  I  (lay   To  what  end  Ihould  I  hope  ? 
Am  not  I  circled  round  with  Mifery  ? 
Confufions  in  their  full  heights  dwell  about  me : 
Oh  Monfieur  Albert.,  how  am  I  bound  to  curfe  ye, 
(If  Curfes  could  redeem  me)  How  to  hate  ye  ? 
You  forc'd  me  from  my  Quiet,  from  my  Friends, 
Even  from  their  Arms,  that  were  as  dear  to  me. 
As  Day-light  is,  or  Comfort  to  the  Wretched  ; 
You  forc'd  my  Friends  fome  from  their  peaceful  Reft, 
Some  your  relentlefs. Sword  gave  their  laft  Groans  j 
Would  I  had  there  been  numbred. 
And  to  Fortunes  never  fatisfied  Afflidions 
Ye  turn'd  my  Brother  ? 

And  thofc  few  Friends  Pd  left,  like  defperate  Creatures, 
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To  their  own  Fears  an3  the  World's  ftubborn  Pities : 
Oh  mercilefs ! 
'Alb.  Sweet  Miflrefs. 

Amin,  And  whether  they  are  wandring  to  avoid  ye. 
Or  whether  dead,  and  no  kind  Earth  to  cover  'em — 
Was  this  a  Lover's  Part  ?  But  Heav'n  has  found  ye. 
And  in  his  loudeft  Voice,  his  Voice  of  Thunder, 
And  in  the  Mutiny  (7)  of  his  Deep- Wonders, 
He  tells  ye  now,  ye  weep  too  late. 

Alb.  Let  thefe  Tears 
Tell  how  I  honour  ye ;  ye  know,  dear  Lady, 
Since  ye  are  mine,  how  truly  I  have  lov'd  ye. 
How  fanftimonidufly  obferv'd  your  Honour 
Not  one  lafcivious  Word,  not  one  touch.  Lady  \ 
No,  not  a  hope  that  might  not  render  me 
The  unpolluted  Servant  of  your  Chaftity  ; 
(8)  For  you  I  put  to  Sea,  to  feek  your  Brother, 
.Your  Captain,  yet  your  Slave,  that  his  Redemption, 
If  he  be  Jiving,  where  the  Sun  has  Circuit, 
(^)  May  expiate  your  Rigour,  and  my  Rafhnefs. 

Amin.  The  Storm  grows  greater,  what  fhall  we  do? 
^  Alh.  Let's  in, 

And  ask  Heav'n's  Mercy  j  my  ftrong  Mind  prefages. 
Through  all  thefe  Dangers,  we  fhall  fee  a  Day  yet 
Shall  crown  your  pious  ^opes,  and  my  fair  Wilhes.  {Exit, 

(-)  ■  of  his  deep  Wonders,]  Deep  Wonder i  may  be  good 

Englijhy  but  it  is  not  rery  intelligible  as  it  is  here  circumftancedj  the 
Addition  of  a  fingle  Hyphen  makes  all  clear,  Deep-Wonders. 

(8)  Tor  you  I  put  to  Sea,  to  feek  your  Brother,"]  This,  if  it  has  any 
meaning,  muft  fignify  that  his  fole  End  of  putting  to  Sea  was  to  find 
out  her  Brorher,  and  yet,  Acl  3.  Scene  i.  Frannjille  fays  pofitivcly  that 
they  were  bound 

For  happy  F laces,  and  mofl.  fertile  IJIands, 
but  that  afrerwards 

She  turn''d  the  Captain  s  Mind,  Sec. 
This  Inccnfiftency  migh:  pcffibly  be  owing  to  fome  over  and  above 
complaifant  Player,  who  was  willing  to  enhance  the  Value  of  Alberfi 
Service,  and  make  him  compliment  his  MiHrefs,  not  only  at  the  Ex- 
pence  of  our  Poets,  but  even  of  Truth  itfelf. 

(9)  May  expiate  your  Rigour,  and  my  Rajhnefs.]  The  Verb  Expiaie 
as  apply M  to  Rigour  and  Rafbnefs,  has  two  different  Senfes.  To  expiate 
Rigour  is  to  remove  it  by  a  proper  Expiation  for  that  Rafhnefs  that  oc- 
catcn'd  it. 

Entn 
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Enter  Majier^  Sailors^  Gentlemen^  and  Boatfwain, 

Maft,  It  muft  all  over-board. 

(lo)  Boat/,  It  clears  to  Sea- ward. 

Maft,  Fling  o'er  the  Lading  there,  and  Jet  us  lighten 
Her  i  (all  the  Meat,  and  th'  Cakes,  we  are  all  gone  elfc 
That  we  may  find  her  Leaks,  and  hold  her  up 
Yet  fave  fome  little  Bisket  for  the  Lady, 
Till  we  come  to  th'  Land. 

Lam.  Muft  my  Goods  over  too  ? 
Why  honeft  Mafter,  here  lies  all  my  Mony  j 
The  Mony  (ii)  I  ha'  rack'd  by  Ufury, 
To  buy  new  Lands  and  Lordfhips  in  new  Countrief, 
'Caufe  I  was  banifh'd  from  mine  own  5  I  ha*  been 
This  twenty  Years  a  raifing  it.    Tib.  Out  with  it : 
The  Devils  are  got  together  by  the  Ears, 
Who  fhall  ha't  *,  and  here  they  quarrel  in  the  Clouds. 

Lam.  I  am  undone.  Sir. 

*Tih.  And  be  undone,  (12)  'tis  better  thin  we  perifh. 
Lam,  Oh  fave  one  Cheft  of  Plate. 
7'ih,  Away  with  it  liiftily.  Sailors; 
It  was  fome  Pawn  that  he  has  got  unjuftly ; 

(10)  Boatf.  It  clears  to  Sea-iuard  Majier, 

Fling  o'er  the  Lading — ]  This  Place  confirms  my  Obfervation 
above,  that  the  Boatfwain  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  Words  there : 

 Majier, 

Caji  onjer  all  her  Ladings  &c. 
No  more  than  he  has  here  with, 

 Majltr^ 

Fling  o'er  the  Lading  

For  how  ridiculous  wou'd  it  be  for  him  to  fay  it  clears,  kc.  and  of 
confequence  the  Danger  of  a  Wreck  is  over,  and  yet  in  the  fame  breath 
bid  'em  fling  the  Cargo  overboard  ? 

(11)  —  I  ha^  fwrackt  by  Ufury,']  It  fhould  be,  as  Mr.  Se^joard  faw 
too,  rackt  or  raked,  'tis  fo  flight  a  Bufinefs  that  *twas  fcarce  worth 
ihe  notice. 

(12)  —  ^tis  better  than  w^.]  This  Paffage  truly  may  be  under- 
ftood  and  explained  into  Sen-fe,  but  the  Ledion  of  the  old  Copy  fuper- 
fedes  all  fuch  Expofitioris,  by  reading  as  I  have  reform'd  tlie  Text. 
Mr.  ^Theobald  had  added  dronon.,  in  his  Margin  to  complece  the  Senfe, 
and  had  that  appeared  in  the  Edition  of  1647,  I  ftiould  have  been  pleas'd 
to  have  found  his  ConjeAure  confirm'd.  ' Tis  certainly  as  good  a  Word 
as  ferifh,  and  might  with  as  much  Propriety  have  been  the  original  one. 

F  4  Down 
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Down  with  it  low  enough,  and  Jet  Crabs  breed  in*t; 
Maft.  Over  with  the  Trunks  too. 

Enter  Albert. 

Alh,  Take  mine,  and  fpare  not. 

Mafl,  We  muft  over  with  all. 

Fran.  Will  ye  throw  away  my  Lordfhip  that  I  fold. 
And  put  it  into  Cloaths  and  Neceflaries, 
To  go  to  Sea  with  ? 

"Tib.  Over  wi't ;  I  love  to  fee  a  Lordfhip  fink  j 
Sir,  you  left  no  Wood  upon't,  to  buoy  it  up ; 
You  might  ha'  fav'd  it  elfe.    Fran.  I  am  undone 
For  ever.    Alh,  Why,  we're  all  undone ;  would  you 
Be  only  happy  ?  Lam,  Sir,  you  may  lofe  too. 

Hih,  Thou  lieft  ;  I  ha'  nothing  but  my  Skin, 
And  Cloaths  \  my  Sword  here,  and  myfelf ; 
Two  Crowns  in  my  Pocket ;  two  pair  of  Cards ; 
And  three  falfe  Dice :  I  can  fwim  like  a  Fifti, 
Rafcal,  nothing  to  hinder  me. 

Boatf,  In  with  her  of  all  Hands. 

Maft.  Come  Gentlemen,  come  Captain,  ye  muft  help  all  5 
My  Life  now  for  the  Land. 

(13)  Boatf.  'Tis  high,  and  rocky. 
And  full  of  Perils.    Alb,  Howe'er  let's  attempt  it. 

Maft,  Then  cheer  luftily  my  Hearts.  \Exit^ 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Nicufa. 

^eb.  Yes,  'tis  a  Ship,  I  lee  it  now,  a  tall  Ship, 
She  has  wrought  luftily  for  her  Deliverance; 
Heav'n's  Mercy,  what  a  wretched  Day  has  here  been  ? 

Kic.  To  ftill  and  quiet  Minds  that  knew  no  Mifery, 
It  may  feem  wretched,  but  with  us  'tis  ordinary  ; 
Heav'n  has  no  Storm  in  ftore,  nor  Earth  no  Terror, 
That  can  feem  new  to  us.    Seb.  Tis  true  Nicufa^ 
If  Fortune  were  determin'd  to  be  wanton, 
And  would  wipe  out  the  Stories  of  Mens  Miferiesj 

(13)  T/j  high  and  rocky,  ]  There  is  fome  feeming  probability  that 

this  Line  is  the  Boatjnvain's,  to  whom  I  have  given  it ;  but  there  is  none 
?|:at  it  ought  to  come  from  the  Majter'i  Mouth. 

Yet 
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Yet  we  two  living,  we  could  crofs  her  purpofe  5 
For  'tis  impoflible  that  fhc  fhould  cure  us. 
We  are  fo  excellent  in  our  Affli(5lions  *, 
It  would  be  more  than  Glory  to  her  Blindnefs, 
And  ftiie  her  Power  beyond  her  Pride,  to  quit  us. 

iVzV.  Do  they  live  dill  ? 

Seh,  Yes,  and  make  to  the  Harbour. 

iV/r.  Moft  miferable  Men ;  I  grieve  their  Fortunes. 

Seh,  How  happy  had  they  been,  had  the  Seacover'd'em! 
They  leap  from  one  Calamity  to  another  i 
\Shout  within^  Had  they  been  drown'd,  they'd  ended  all 

their  Sorrows. 
What  fliouts  of  Joy  they  make  ? 

iVzV.  Alas  poor  Wretches, 
Had  they  but  one  Experience  of  this  Ifland, 
They'd  turn  their  Tunes  to  Waiiings. 

Seh,  Nay,  to  Curfes, 
That  ever  they  fet  foot  on  fuch  Calamities ; 
(14)  Here's  nothing  but  Rocks  and  Barrennefs, 
Hunger  and  Cold  to  eat ;  here's  no  Vineyards 
To  chear  the  Heart  of  Man,  no  Cryftal  Rivers, 
After  his  Labour,  to  refrefh  his  Body, 
If  he  be  feeble  j  nothing  to  reftore  him. 
But  heav'nly  hopes :  Nature  that  made  thofe  Remedies, 
Dares  not  come  here,  nor  look  on  our  DiftrelTes, 
For  fear  fhe  turn  wild,  like  the  Place,  and  barren. 

iV/V.  Oh  Uncle,  yet  a  little  Memory 
Of  what  we  were,  'twill  be  a  little  Comfort 

(14)  Here's  nothing  hut  Rocks  and  Barrennefs, 

Hunger  and  Cold  to  eat ;  here^s  no  Vineyards  &c.]  Nothing  hut 
Rocks  and  Barrennefs  to  eat,  is  intelligible  and  good  Language,  but 
furely  no  poetical  Licence  will  excufe  what  follows. 

Hunger  and  Cold  to  eat ;  

I  would  read,  for  Meat  j  i.  e.  inllead  of  Meat,  and  propofe  to  fupply 
the  Meafure  thu5, 

there's  nothing  here  hut  Rocks  and  Barrennefs^ 
Hunger  and  Cold  for  Meat;  here  are  no  Vineyards  hc. 

Mr.  Senjoard. 

I  would  read  and  point  thus. 

Here's  nothing  here  hut  Rocks  and  Barrennefs^ 
Hunger  and  Cold-,  nothing  to  eat\  no  Vineyards  

As  I  have  not  altered  the  Text,  che  Reader  may  take  his  Choice. 
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In  our  Calamities ; 

When  we  were  feated  in  our  blefled  Homes, 
How  happy  in  our  Kindreds,  in  our  Families, 
In  ail  our  Fortunes  — 

Seh,  A  Curfe  on  thofe  Trench  Pirates,  that  difplanted  us. 
That  flung  us  from  that  Happinefs  we  found  there, 
Conftrained  us  to  Sea,  to  fave  our  Lives, 
Our  Honours,  and  our  Riches, 
With  all  we  had,  our  Kinfmcn  and  our  Jewels, 
In  hope  to  find  fome  Place  free  from  fuch  Robbers, 
(15^  A  mighty  Storm  fever'd  our  Barks,  that,  where 
My  Wife,  my  Daughter  and  my  noble  Ladies  - 
That  went  with  her.  Virgins  and  loving  Souls, 
To  fcape  thofe  Pirates.    Nic,  They  are  all  yet  living ; 
Such  Goodnefs  cannot  perifli.    Seh,  Never  to  me,  Coufm  5 
Never  to  me  again    what  bears  their  Flag-ftaves  ? 

iV/V.  The  Arms  of  Fraiice  fure  ; 
Nay,  do  not  ftart,  we  cannot  be  more  miferable  j 
Death  is  a  Cordial  now,  come  when  it  will. 

Seh,  They  get  to  fhore  apace,  they'll  fly  as  faft 
When  once  they  find  the  Place :  What's  that  which  fwims 


Ktc.  A  ftrong  young  Man,  Sir,  with  a  handfome  Womaa 
Hanging  about  his  Neck. 

S^,  That  ftiews  fome  Honour ; 
May  thy  brave  Charity,  whatever  thou  art. 
Be  fpoken  in  a  Place  that  may  renown  thee. 
And  not  die  here. 

Kic,  The  Boat  it  feems  turn*d  over, 

(15)  where  a  mighty  ^torm  fe^verd  our  Barks, 
Thaty  njohere  my  Wife,  my  Daughter 

And  my  noble  Ladies  that  ivent  ivith  her,^  The  firft  Where  here 
is  unneceffary  to  the  Senfe,  and  feems  to  have  causM  all  the  Confufion 
of  the  Meafure  which  may  thus  be  reftor'd. 

J  mighty  Storm  fe'ver'd  our  Barks,  that  nvhere 
My  Wife^  my  Daughter  and  my  noble  Ladies 
7hat  fwent  nvith  her.  Virgins  and  losing  Souls, 
To /cape  thofe  Pirates.    Nic.  They  are  ?\\yet  linking  i 
Such  Goodnefs  cannot  perijh.    Seb.  Never  to  me,  Coujin,  &c. 
As  this  Play  feems  to  have  fufferM  fo  very  much  in  its  Meafure,  fuch 


there  ? 


Liberties  as  the) 


(e  muft  be  uken  to  rellore  it. 


Mr.  Seiuard. 


So 
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J    So  forc'd  'em  to  their  fliifts,  yet  all  are  landed : 
They're  Pirates  on  my  Life. 

Seb,  They  will  not  rob  us ; 
For  none  will  take  our  Mifery  for  Riches : 
Come,  Coufin,  let's  defcend,  and  try  their  Pities  j 
If  we  get  oflf,  a  little  hope  walks  with  us  5 
If  not,  we  fhall  but  load  this  wretched  Ifland 
With  the  fame  Shadows  ftill,  that  muft  grow  fhorter. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta,  Tibalt,  Morillat,  Lamure, 
•    Mafter^  Franville,  Surgeon y  and  Sailors. 

^    fib,  (16)  Wet  come  afhore,  my  Mates,  we  are  fafe  ar- 
rived yet. 

Maft,  Yes,  Thanks  to  Heav'n'sGoodnefs,  no  Man*sIoft 
The  Ship  rides  fair  too,  and  her  Leaks  are  in 
Good  Plight.    Alb.  The  Weather's  turned  more  courteous  5 
How  does  my  Dear  ?  alas,  how  weak  fhe  is. 
And  wet !    Amin,  I  am  glad  yet,  I  fcap*d  with  Life  j 
Which  certain,  noble  Captain,  next  to  Heaven's 
Goodnefs,  I  muft  thank  you  for,  and  what's  more^ 
Acknowledge  your  dear  Tendernefs,  your  firm  Love 
To  your  unworthy  Miftrefs,  and  recant  too 
(Indeed  I  muft)  thofe  harfh  Opinions, 
Thofe  cruel  unkind  Thoughts,  I  heapt  upon  ye ; 
Farther  than  that,  I  muft  forget  your  Injuries, 
So  far  I  am  ty'd  and  fetter'd  to  your  Service  ; 
Believe  me,  I  will  learn  to  Love. 

Alb.  I  thank  ye.  Madam,  and  it  fhall  be  my 
Praftice  to  ferve.  What  cheer.  Companions  ? 

"Tib.  No  great  cheer.  Sir,  a  piece  of  fouced  Bisket, 
And  half  an  hard  Egg ;  for  the  Sea's  ta'en  order. 
Being  young  and  ftrong,  we  fliall  not  furfeit,  Captain* 
For  mine  own  part,  I'll  dance  till  I'm  dry  ; 
Come,  Surgeon,  come,  out  with  your  Clyfttr-pipe 
And  ftrike  a  Galliard. 

( 1 6)  Wet  come  ajhore  arrinjedyet. 

Maft.  Thanks — ]  Wet  <rm^  alluding  to  Welcome  is  exceed- 
ing right  and  proper  here  in  Tibalt\  Mouth,  wholie  droll  Chandler  it 
well  fupported  throughG^t  the  Play. 
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Alb,  What  a  brave  Day  again  ?  and  what  fair  Weather 
After  fo  foul  a  Storm  ? 

Lam.  Ay,  an't  had  pleased  the  Matter  he  might  ha' 
Forefeen  this  Weather,  and  ha'  fav'd  our  Goods. 

Alb,  Never  think  on  'em,  we've  our  Lives  and  Healths. 

La7?i.  I  muft  think  on  'em,  and  think 
*Twas  mod  malicioufly  done  to  undo  me. 

Fran,  And  me  too,  I  loft  all ; 
I  ha'n't  another  Shirt  to  put  on  me, 
Nor  Cloaths,  but  thefe  poor  Rags  ;  I  had  ^kttn 
Fair  Suits,  the  worft  was  cut  on  Taffaty. 

Tib.  I  am  glad  you  ha'  loft  ;  give  me  thy  Hand, 
Is  thy  Skin  whole  ?  art  thou  not  purl'd  with  Scabs  ? 
No  antient  Monuments  of  Madam  Verius  ? 
Thou'ft  a  Suit  then  will  pofe  the  cunning'ft  Tailor, 
That  never  will  turn  Faftiion,  nor  forfake  thee. 
Till  thy  Executors,  (17)  the  Worms,  uncafe  thee, 
They  take  off  glorious  Suits,  FranvlUe  :  thou'rt  happy. 
Thou  art  deliver'd  of  'em  •,  here's  no  Brokers, 
No  Alchymifts  to  turn  'em  into  Metal  j 
Nor  leather'd  Captains, 
With  Ladies  to  adore  'em  ;  wilt  thou  fee 
A  Dog-fifh  rife  in  one  of  thy  brave  Doublets, 
And  tumble  like  a  Tub  to  make  thee  merry. 
Or  an  old  Haddock  rife  with  thy  hatch'd  Sword 
Thou  paid'ft  a  hundred  Crowns  for  ? 
Or  a  Mermaid  in  a  Mantle  of  your  Worfhip's  ? 
Or  a  Dolphin  in  your  double  Ruff? 
Fran,  Ye're  merry, 

(17)   the  Worms  uncafe  thee, 

Vsey  take  cff glorious  Suits,  FranviUe:  thourt  hapfy 

Thou  art  deli-verd  oftm  ;  ]  As  'em  is  relativ  e  to  Worms y 

not  Suits,  which  it  ought  not  to  be,  according  as  the  Place  ftands  at 
prefent,  I  would  read  and  point  the  whole  thus : 
—  the  Worms  uncafe  thee. 

Thou  talk'it  oi glorious  Suits,  Franville ;  thou'rt  bapfy 

Thou  art  delivered  cf  ''em.    Here'' s  no  Broker s. 

No  Alchymifs  to  turn  ''em  into  Metal  j 

Nor  leather  d  Captains, 

With  Ladies  to  adore  ''em  ;  &c. 
The  lad  V/»  relates  too  to  Suits,  not  Captair.s ;    Soldiers  and  Ladies, 
according  to  merry  7ihalt,  are  equally  fond  oil^i^ii. 

But 


He  Sea-Voyage.  93 

But  if  I  take  it  thus,  if  I  be  foifted 
And  jeer'd  out  of  my  Goods.    Lam,  Nqf  T,  I  vow  to 
thee. 

Nor  Matter  you,  nor  Mate,  I  fee  your  cunning. 

Alh,  Oh  be  not  angry.  Gentlemen. 

MoriL  Yes  Sir,  we  have  Reafon : 
And  fome  Friends  I  can  make.    Maft,  What  I  did. 

Gentlemen, 
Was  for  the  general  Safety. 
But  if  ye  aim  at  me,  I  am  not  fo  tame— 

Tib,  Pray  take  my  Counfel,  Gallants,  fight  not  till 
The  Suhgeon  be  well. 

He's  damnable  Sea-fick,  and  may  fpoil  all ; 
Befides  h'as  loft  his  Fiddleftick,  and  th'  beft 
Box  of  Bores-greafe— -  why  do  you  make  fuch  Faces, 
And  hand  your  Swords  ? 

Jib.  Who  would  ye  fight  with.  Gentlemen  ? 
Wh'as  done  ye  wrong  ?  for  fhame  be  better  tempered. 
No  fooner  come  to  give  thanks  for  our  Safeties, 
But  we  muft  raife  new  civil  Broils  amongft  us, 
Inflame  thofe  angry  Powers,  to  fliower  new  Vengeance 
on  us  ? 

What  can  w'exped  for  thefe  unmanly  Murmurs, 
Thefe  ftrong  Temptations  of  their  holy  Pities, 
But  Plagues  in  another  kind,  fo  full,  fo  dreadful. 
That  th'  finging  Storms  are  Slumbers  to  it  ?   "tib.  Be  Men, 
And  rule  your  Minds  ;  if  you  will  needs  fight,  Gentlemen, 
And  think  to  raife  new  Riches  by  your  Valours,  • 
Have  at  ye,  I  have  little  elfe  to  do  now, 
I  have  faid  my  Prayers  \ 

You  fay  you  have  loft,  and  make  your  Lofs  your  Quarrel, 

And  grumble  at  my  Captain  here,  and  th'  Mafter, 

Two  worthy  Perfons, 

Indeed  too  worthy  for  fuch  Rafcals,  thou 

Galloon  Gallant,  and  Mammon  you  that  build 

On  golden  Mountains,  thou  mere  Mony-Maggot ; 

Come,  all  draw  your  Swords  \ 

Ye  fay  ye're  miferable.    Alb.  Nay,  hold  good  Tibalt, 
Tib,  Captain,  let  me  corred  'em  ; 

m  make  ye  ten  times  worfe  \  I  will  not  leave  'em  

For 
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For  look  ye, 

Fighting's  as  n^urifhing  to  me  as  eating, 
I  was  born  quatrelJing. 
Maft.  Pray,  Sir. 

*Tib.  I  will  not  leave  'em  Skins  to  cover  *em  } 
Do  ye  grumble,  when  ye  are  well,  ye  Rogues  ? 

Maft.  Noble  Du-pont, 

Tib,  Ye  have  Cloaths  now  ;  and  ye  prate, 

y^min.  Pray  Gentlemen,  for  my  fake  be  at  Peace, 
Let  it  become  me  to  make  all  here  Friends. 

Fran,  You've  ftopt  our  Angers,  Lady. 

^Ib,  This  fhews  noble. 

Tib,  'Tis  well ;  'tis  very  well ;  there's  half  a  Bisket, 
Break't  amongft  ye  all,  and  thank  my  Bounty; 
'Tis  Cloaths  and  Plate  too ;  no  more  Quarrelling. 

Amin,  But  ha !  what  things  are  thefe. 
Are  they  human  Creatures  ? 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Nicufa. 

Tib.  I've  heard  of  Sea-Calves.    /^Ib.  They're  no  Sha- 
dows fure. 

They've  Legs  and  Arms.  Tib,  They  hang  but  lightly  on 
though. 

j^min.  How  they  look !  are  they  Mens  Faces  ? 

Tib,  They  have  Horfe-tails  growing  to  'em. 
Goodly  long  Manes. 

Jmin,  'Las  what  funk  Eyes  they  have  I 
How  they  are  crept  in,  as  if  they  had  been  frighted! 
Sure  they  are  wretched  Men. 

Tib,  Where  are  their  Wardrobes  ? 
Look  ye,  Frainville^  here  are  a  couple  of  CourtierSi 

Amin,  They  kneel,  alas  poor  Souls.    Alb,  What  are  ye? 
fpeak  ; 

Are  ye  alive,  or  are  ye  wandring  Shadows, 
That  find  no  Peace  on  Earth,  till  ye  reveal 
Some  hidden  Secret  ?    Seb,  We  are  Men  as  you  are. 
Only  our  Miferies  make  us  feem  Monfters  j 
If  ever  Pity  dwelt  in  noble  Hearts—  [tiemen. 
Alb.  We  underftand  'em  too  •,   pray  mark  *em,  Gen- 
Sib,  Or  that  Keav'n's  pleas'd  with  human  Charity ; 
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If  ever  ye  have  heard  the  Name  of  Friendlhip, 
Or  fufFered  in  yourfelves  the  Jeaft  Affli£tions ; 
Have  gentle  Fathers  that  have  bred  ye  tenderly. 
And  Mothers  that  have  wept  for  your  Misfortunes^ 
Have  Mercy  on  our  Mif'ries. 

Alb.  Stand  up.  Wretches ; 
Speak  boldly,  and  have  releafe. 

Kic.  If  ye  be  Chriftians, 
And  by  that  blefled  Name  bound  to  relieve  us. 
Convey  us  from  this  Ifland. 
Jib,  Speak ;  what  are  ye  ? 
Seib,  As  you  are,  Gentle  born ;  to  tell  ye  more. 
Were  but  to  number  up  our  own  Calamities, 
And  turn  your  Eyes  wild  with  perpetual  Weepings  ; 
Thefe  many  Years  in  this  moft  wretched  Ifland 
We  two  have  liv'd,  the  fcorn  and  game  of  Fortune  > 
Blefs  yourfelves  from  it,  Noble  Gentlemen ; 
The  greateft  Plagues  that  human  Nature  fufFers 
Arc  feated  here,  Wildnefs  and  Wants  innumerable. 

Alh.  How  came  ye  hither  ?    Kic,  In  a  Ship  as  you 
Do,  and  as  you  might  have  been,  had  not  Heav'n 
Preferved  ye  for  fome  more  noble  ufe, 
Wrackt  defperately  ;  our  Men,  and  all  confum'd. 
But  we  two,  that  (till  live,  and  fpin  out  here 
The  thin  and  ragged  Threads  of  our  Misfortunes. 
Alb.  Is  there  no  Meat  above  ?  • 
Seb.  Nor  Meat  nor  Quiet ; 

No  Summer  here,  to  promife  any  thing  ; 

Nor  Autumn,  to  make  full  the  Reaper's  Hands  j 

The  Earth  obdurate  to  the  Tears  of  Heav'n, 

Lets  nothing  flioot  but  poifon'd  Weeds. 

No  Rivers,  nor  no  pleafant  Groves,  no  Beafts  ^ 

All  that  were  made  for  Man's  ufe,  flie  this  Defart  5 

No  airy  Fowl  dares  make  his  flight  o'er  it» 

It  is  fo  Ominous  

Serpents,  and  ugly  things,  the  lhames  of  Nature, 

Roots  of  malignant  Taftes,  foul  flanding  Waters  ; 

Sometimes  we  find  a  fulfome  Sea-root, 

And  that's  a  Delicate  ;  a  Rat  fometimes. 

And  that  we  hunt  like  Princes,  in  their  Pleafure  j 

And 
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And  when  we  take  a  Toad,  we  make  a  Banquet. 
Amin.  For  Heav'n's  fake  let's  aboard. 
Alb.  D*ye  know  no  farther  ^ 
Nic.  Yes 

We've  fometimes  feen  the  fhadow  of  a  Place 
Inhabited  ;  and  heard  the  Noife  of  Hunters, 
And  have  attempted  to  find  it  5 
So  far  as  a  River, 

Deep,  flow,  and  dangerous,  fenc'd  with  high  Rocks, 
We've  gone  ;  but  not  able  t'atchieve  that  Hazard, 
Returnd  to  our  old  Miferies.    If  this 

Sad  Story  may  deferve  your  Pities   Alh.  Ye  lhall 

Aboard  with  us,  we  will  relieve  your  Miferies. 

Seh.  Nor  will  we  be  unthankful  for  this  Benefit, 
No,  Gentlemen,  we'll  pay  for  our  Deliverance  ; 
Look  ye  that  plough  the  Seas  for  Weakh  and  Pleafurcs, 
That  out- run  Day  and  Night  with  your  Ambitions, 
Look  on  thofe  heaps,  they  feem  hard  ragged  Quarries  ; 
Remove,  and  view  'em  fully. 

Maft.  OhHeav'n,  they're  Gold  and  Jewels.  Seh.  Ben't 
too  hafty. 

Here  lies  another  heap.    Mor,  And  here  another. 
All  perfedl  Gold.    Alb,  Stand  farther  off',  you  mud  not 
Be  your  own  Carvers.    Lam,  We  have  lhares,  and  deep 
ones. 

Fran.  Yes  Sir,  we  will  maintain't: 
Ho,  Fellow  Sailors.    Lam.  Stand  all  to  your  Freedoms; 
I'll  have  all  this. 

Fran.  I  this. 

Tib.  You  lliall  be  hang'd  firft. 

Lam.  My  Lofi^es  fhall  be  made  good.    Fran.  So  fliall 
mine. 

Or  with  my  Sword  I'll  do't ;  all  that  will  fliare 
With  us,  aifift  us.    Tib.  Captain,  let's  fet  in. 

Alb.  This  Mony  will  undo,  undo  us  all. 

Seb.  This  Gold  was  th'Ov'rthrow  of  my  Happinefs; 
I  had  Command  too,  when  I  landed  here. 
And  led  young,  high,  and  noble  Spirits  under  me. 
This  curfed  Gold 

Enticing  'em,  they  fet  upon  their  Captain, 

On 
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On  me  that  own'd  this  Wealth,  and  this  poor  Gentlemanj 
Gave  us  no  few  Wounds,  forc*d  us  from  our  own  \ 
And  then  their  civil  Swords,  who  fhould  be  Owners, 
And  who 

Lords  over  all,  turn'd  againft  their  own  Lives ; 
Firft  in  their  great  Rage  they  confum'd  the  Ship, 
That  poor  part  of  the  Ship  that  fcap'd  the  firft  Wrack, 
Next  their  own  Lives  by  heaps  ;  Oh  be  you  wife 
And  careful.  X^zw.  We'll  ha' more :  Sirrah,  come  fliew  it. 
Fran.  Or  ten  times  worfe  Afflictions,  than  thou  fpeak'ft 
of..  

All)!  Nay,  and  ye  will  be  Dogs—         {_Beats  V;/;. 

Tih.  Let  me  come.  Captain  : 
This  Golden  Age  muft  have  an  Iron  ending. 
Have  at  the  Bunch.  \^He  heats  'em  off.  Exit. 

Amin.  Oh  Albert  ;  Gentlemen,  Oh  Friends.  \_E>:'it, 

Seb.  Come  noble  Nephew,  if  we  ftay  we  die, 
Here  rides  their  Ship  yet,  all  are  gone  to  th'  Spoil, 
Let's  make  quick  ufe.  iVzV.  Away  dear  Uncle.  6"^^. This  Gold 
Was  our  Overthrow,    Nic,  It  may  now  be  our  Happinefs. 

Enter  Tibalt  purfmng  and  beating  the  refl.  • 

^ih.  You  (hall  have  Gold,  yes,  I  will  cram  it  inc'ye; 
You  fhall  be  your  own  Carvers  ?  yes,  I'll  carve  ye. 

Mor.  I'm  fore,  I  pray  hear  Reafon. 

Tib.  I'll  hear  none. 
Covetous  bafe  Minds  have  no  Reafon ; 
I'm  hurt  myfelf  j  but  whilft  I  have  a  Leg  left, 

I  will  fo  haunt  your  gilded  Souls  how  d'ye.  Captain  ? 

Ye  bleed  apace,  curfe  on  the  Caufers  on'c  i 
Ye  do  not  faint  } 

Alb.  No,  no,  I'm  not  fo  happy. 

7ib.  D'ye  howl  }  nay,  ye  deferve  it  ; 
B;ife  greedy  Rogues  •,  come,  fliall  we  make  an  end  of  'em  I 

Alb.  They  are  our  Country-men,   for  Heav'n's  fake 
fpare  'em. 

Alas,  they're  hurt  enough,  and  they  relent  now. 

[Aminca  ahve, 

Amin.  Oh  Captain,  Captain, 

Vol.  IX.  G  Alb. 
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Alh.  Whofe  Voice  is  that  ? 
Tih.  The  Lady's. 

Amin,  Look  Captain,  look ;  ye  are  undone :  Poor 

Captain ! 

We're  all  undone,  all,  all :  Wc  are  all  miferable. 
Mad  wilful  Men,  ye  are  undone;  your  Ship,  your  Ship  \ 
Alh.  What  of  her? 

Amin.  She  is  under  Sail,  and  floating  ; 
See  where  Ihe  flies  \  fee  to  your  fhames,  you  Wretches, 
Thefe  poor  ftarv'd  things  that  fliew'd  you  Gold. 

[Lamure  and  Franville  go  up  to  fee  the  Ship, 

I  Sail.  They  have  cut  the  Cables, 
And  got  her  out ;  the  Tide  too  has  befriended  'em: 

MaJ}.  Where  are  the  Sailors  that  kept  her  ? 

Bo^tf.  Here,  here  i'th'  Mutiny,  to  take  up  Mony  ; 
And  left  no  Creature,  left  the  Boat  afliore  too  5 
This  Gold, 

This  damn'd  enticing  Gold.    2  Sail,  How  the  Wind 

drives  her. 
As  if  it  vied  to  force  her  from  our  Furies. 

Lam,  Come  back,  good  Men. 

Frmn.  Good  honefl:  Men,  come  back. 

T'ib,  The  Wind's  againft  ye,  fpeak  louder. 

Lam.  Ye  fhall  have  all  your  Gold  again  j  they  fee  us. 

Tib,  Hold  up  your  Hands,  and  kneel,  and  howl  ye 
Block-heads, 
They'll  have  Compaflion  on  ye; 
Yes,  yes,  'tis  very  likely,  ye've  deferv'd  it  5 
D'ye  look  like  Dogs  now  ? 
Are  your  mighty  Courages  abated  ? 

Alb.  I  bleed  apace,  Tibalt. 

Tib.  Retire  Sir, 
And  make  the  befl;  ufe  of  our  Miferies. 
They  but  begin  now.  ' 

Enter  Aminta, 

Amin.  Are  ye  alive  flill  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  Sweet. 

Tib.  Help  him  off.  Lady ; 
And  wrap  him  warm  in  your  Arms,  here  is  fbmething 
That's  comfortable;  off  with  him  handfomely, 

I'll 
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riJ  come  to  ye  ftraighc,  but  vex  thefe  Rafcals  a  little. 

[Exeunt  Albert  and  Aminta. 

Fran.  Oh, 
Pm  hungry,  and  hurt,  and  I  am  weary. 

Tib,  Here  is  a  PeftJe  of  a  Portigue^  Sir, 
*Tis  excellent  Meat  with  four  Sauce  ; 
And  here's  two  Chains,  fuppofe  'em  Saufages  j 
Then  there  wants  Muftard 

f  18)  But  th'  fearful  Surgeon  will  fupply  ye  prefently.- 

Lam,  Oh  for  that  Surgeon,  I  fhall  die  elfe. 

'Tib,  Faith  there  he  lies  in  the  fame  pickle  too. 

Sur:  My  Salves  and  all  my  Inftruments  are  loft ; 
And  I  am  hurt  and  ftarv'd  : 
Good  Sir,  feek  for  fome  Herbs. 

THh.  Here's  Herh-gracelefsy  will  that  fcrve  ? 
Gentlemen,  will  ye  go  to  Supper  ? 

M,  Where  is  the  Meat  ? 

Tib,  Where  is  the  Meat  ?  What  a  Veal  Voice  is  there  ? 

Fran,  Would  we  had  it.  Sir,  or  any  thing  elfe. 

*Tib.  I  would  now  cut  your  Throat  you  Dog,  but  that 
I  wo'not  do  you  fuch  a  courtefie  ; 
To  take  you  from  the  benent  of  ftarving,  • 
Oh  ?  what  a  Comfort  will  your  Worfhip  have 
Some  three  Days  hence !  ye  things  beneath  my  Pity 
Famine  fhali  be  your  Harbinger  ; 
You  muft  not  look  for  Down-beds  here,  nor  Hangings  i 
Though  I  could  wifh  ye  ftrong  ones  ; 
Vet  there  be  many  lightfome  cool  Star-chambers, 
Open  to  every  fweec  Air,  I'll  aflure  ye. 
Ready  provided  for,  and  fo  I'll  leave,  ye  *, 
Your  firft  courfe  is  ferv*d  up,  expedt  the  fecond.  {E^iit. 
Fran,  A  vengeance  on  thefe  Jewels. 
Lam,  Oh  !  this  curfed  Gold.  \jExeunt» 

{18)  But  th'  fearful  Surgeon  ivill  fupply  ye  prefently. 

Lam.  Oh  for  that  Surgeon^  Ifhall  die  elfe'\    Tearfuly  in  the 
prefent  PaiTage,  is  an  Epithet,  which  carries  neither  Senie  nor  Hu- 
^  niour.    If  we  wouU  make  Tihalt  congruous  with  himfelf,  methinks 
I'll  fhould  be  done  by  reading  in  both  Lines  thus ; 
^'  But  th^  careful  Surgean  &c. 

To  which  hamure  Ihould  anfwer  ; 

Oh  for  that  Q2kX^\]j\  Surgeon  f  I  fhali  die  elfe , 
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A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

E?iter  Albert,  ^irJ  Aminta. 

Jib.    \  Las  dear  Soul,  ye  faint. 

J^\^    Jmin.  You  fpeak. the  Language 
Whicn  1  ihcuki  ufe  to  you  ;  Heav'n  knows, my  Weaknefs 
Is  not  for  what  I  fuffer  in  myfclf, 
But  to  imagine  what  'tis  you  endure, 
And  to  what  Fate  your  cruel  Stars  referve  ye. 

Jib,  Oh  do  not  add  to  my  Affli6tions  by 
Your  tender  Pities,  fure  we  have  chang'd  Sexes  ; 
You  bear  Calamity  with  a  Fortitude 
Would  become  a  Man  ;  I  like  a  weak  Girl,  fuffer, 

Jmin.  Oh,  but  your  Wounds, 
How  fearfully  they  gape  !  And  every  one 
To  me's  a  Sepulchre  :  If  I  lov'd  truly, 
(Wife  Men  affirm,  that  true  Love  can  do  Wonders,) 
Ti  efe  bat'ii'd  in  my  warm  Tears  would  foon  be  cur'd,  ] 
And  leave  no  Orifice  behind  ;  pray  give  me  leave 
li%  play  the  Surgeon,  and  bind  *em  up  j 
The  raw  Air  rankles  'em. 

Alb,  Sweet,  we  want  Means. 

Jmin.  Love  can  fupply  all  Wants. 

Alb.  What  have  ye  done.  Sweet? 
(19)  Oh  Sacrilege  to  Beauty  !  there*s  no  Hair 
Of  thefc  pure  Locks,  by  which  the  greateft  King 
Would  not  be  gladly  bound,  and  love  his  Fetters. 

Amin,  Oh  Albert^  I  offer 
This  Sacrifice  of  Service  to  the  Altar 
Of  your  (laid  Temperance,  and  ftill  adore  it: 
When  with  a  violent  Hand  you  made  me  yours, 
I  curs'd  the  Doer  j  but  now  I  confider, 
How  long  I  was  in  your  Power,  and  with  what  Honour 

(19)  Oh  Sacrikge  to  Beauty  f  &c.]  This  is  feemingly  from  TaJTo, 
Book  19,  Stanza  112,  where  Erminia  binds  up  Wounds 
wilh  her  Hair. 

For  lu'ith  her  Amher  Locks  cut  off,  each  If^ound 
She  tied :  Oh  happy  Man,  fo  cur  I'd,  /q  bound. 

You 


Hoe  Sea-Voyage.  loi 

You  entertain'd  me,  (it  being  feldom  fcen, 

That  Youth,  and  heat  of  Blood,  cou'd  e'er  prefcribe 

Laws  to  itfelf; )  your  Goodnefs  is  the  Lethe 

In  which  I  drown  your  Inj'ries,  and  now  Jive 

Truly  to  ferve  ye  : 

How  do  you,  Sir  ?  Receive  you  the  lead  eafe  from 
My  Service  ?  If  you  do,  I'm  largely  recompenc'd. 

Alh.  You  good  Angels, 
That  are  ingag'd,  when  Man's  Ability  fails. 
To  reward  Goodnefs,  Jook  upon  this  Ladya 
Though  Hunger  gripes  my  croaking  Entrails, 
Yet  when  I  kifs  thefe  Rubies,  I  methinks 
Am  at  a  Banquet,  a  refrefhing  Banquet  5 
Speak  my  blefs'd  one, 

Art  not  thou  hungry  ?  Amin.  Indeed  I  could  eat. 
To  bear  you  Company. 

Alb,  (20)  Blufh,  unkind  Nature, 
If  thou  haft  Power,  or  Being.  To  hear 

Thyfelf, 

(20)  Blujh  unkind  Nature,  • 

If  thou  hajl  Ponxer,  or  Beings  to  hear  I  read, 

 or  Being  but  to  hear 

i.  e.  being  harely  fufficient  to  enable  thee  to  hear —  The  Particle  in- 
ferted  is  not  a  meer  Expletive,  but  ftrengthens  tiie  Senfe,  as  well  as 
compleats  the  Meafure.  And  here  I  mult  beg  the  Reader  to  exert  his 
full  Attention  in  the  Enjoyment  of  a  Paflage  whofe  Beauty  will  amply 
reward  it.  Our  Authors  feem  ta  have  emulated  Henry  the  Fourth's 
noble  Expollulation  to  Sleep,  Adl  III.  Part  II. 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  Majl 
Seal  up  the  Ship-Boy^s  Eyes,  and  reck  his  Brains 
In  Cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  Surge, 
And  in  the  f^tjitation  of  the  Winds 
Who  take  the  Ruffian  Billovos  by  the  Top, 
Curling  their  monjirous  Heads,  and  hanging  them 
With  deafning  Clamours  in  the  flip* ry  Shrouds, 
That  nvith  the  Hurly  Death  itfelf  anvakes  ? 
Canji  thou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  Repofe 
To  the  nvet  Sea- Boy  in  an  Hour  fo  rude  P 
Jnd  in  the  caUneJi  and  the  jlilleji  Night, 
With  all  Appliances  and  Means  to  boot. 
Deny  it  to  a  King  F 
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Thyfclf,  and  by  fuch  Innocence,  accus'd, 

M'jft  print  a  thoufand  kinds  of  Shame,  upon 

Thy  various  Face  :  Canft  thou  fupply  a  Drunkard, 

And  with  a  prodigal  Hand  reach  choice  of  Wines, 

Till  he  caft  up  thy  BlefTings?  or  a  Glutton, 

That  robs  the  Eienients,  to  footh  his  Palate, 

And  only  eats  to  beget  Appetite, 

Not  to  be  fatisfied  ?  And  fuffer  here 

A  Virgin,  which  the  Saints  would  make  their  Guefl, 

(21)  To  pine  for  Hunger? 

Ha,  if  my  Senfe  deceive  me  not,  [_Homs  "juitbin. 

Thefe  Notes  take  being  from  the  Breath  of  Man. 
This  Way  the  gende  W  iad  conveys  it  to  us.  [Horns  again. 
Confirm  me,  my  Amintci  \  hear  you  nothing  ? 

Our  Authors;^ferits,  in  Comparifon  of  this  Hero  of  Britijh  Poetry, 
may  be  jaiily  elhmated  by  the  Comparifon  of  thefe  wo  Paflages,  be- 
ginning  ~  Canjl  thou  fupply  a  Drunkard  Where  the  Poet  riies 

from  excellency  of  Senfe,  into  fuWiraity  and  energy  of  poetick  Dic- 
tion.   Sbakefpear^  in  his  four  firil  Lines,  rifes  with  the  fame  Senfe, 
Energy  and  Sublimity,  but  dees  not  ftop  there  ;  his  Mufe  kindling 
With  ner  own  Rapidity  becomes,  (as  himfdf  clfewhere  wifnes  her) 
J  Mufe  of  Fire,  and  afcends 
foe  brighteji  Heaven  of  Invention. 

Prologue  to  Henry  the  Vth. 
That  Heaven,  which  perhaps  none  but  himfelf  and  Hsmer  ever  did  or 


Mr.  Senjard" s  good  Senfe,  which  fhines  through  this  Note,  will  ex- 
cufe  me  for  receding  from  his  Alteration  propos'd,  when  he  fees  th*t 
it  proceeds  from  a  lalfe  Punftoation . 

(21)  To  pine  for  Hunger?  Ha,  if  try  Senfe 

Deceive  me  not^  tbefe  Notes  take  Beiftg 
From  the  breath  of  Men  ;  confirm  me,  my  Aminta } 
Again y  ibis  nuay  the  gentle  IVind  convey  s  it  to  us. 
Hear  you  nothing  f  ]     The  Ccnfuiion  of  the  Meafare  here 
feems  to  arife  from  a  Tranrpoficion,  and  a  marginal  Dire^on  b.ing 
inferted  in  the  Text.    The  Word  again  is  only  an  Order  for  the 
Horns  to  found  a  fecond  time.    I  read  the  whole  thus,  allowing  only 
a  redundant  Syllable  at  the  End  of  the  £rft  ^'erle,  the  commonell  Li- 
berty taken  by  our  Authors. 


could  afcend. 


Mr.  Seward. 


•  Ha,  if  my  Senfe  deceirje  me  nct^  [ 

^hefe  Notes  take  being  from  the  Breath  of  Man. 
This  Way  the  gentle  Wind  conveys  it  M  us. 
Conprm  me,  my  Aminta  ;  hsar you  nothing? 


[Horns  within. 
[Horns  again. 
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Amin,  Yes,  It  fccms  free  Hunters  Mufick  ; 

Alh,  'Tis  louder  ftiii ;  and  I  remember  th'  Foriugah 
Inform'd  us,  they  had  often  heard  fuch  found, 
But  ne'er  could  touch  the  Shore  from  whence  it  came  j 
Follow  me,  my  Aminta  :  My  good  Genius, 
Shew  me  the  way  !  Still,  ftill  we  are  diredled  ; 
When  we  gain  the  top  of  this  near  rifing  Hill, 
We  fliall  know  further.  \^Exeunt,  And  enter  above. 

Alb,  Courteous  Zephyrus^ 
On's  dewy  Wings,  carries  Perfumes  to  cheer  us  5 
The  Air  clears  too ;  and  now  we  may  difcern 
Another  Ifle,  and  queftionlefs,  the  Seat 
Of  fort'nate  Men  : 

Oh  that  we  could  arrive  there  !   Amin,  Albert^  no, 

It  is  not  to  be  hop'd  ;  this  envious  Torrent 

Is  cruelly  interpos'd  ;  we  have  no  VefTcl 

That  may  tranfport  us.j  nor  hath  Nature  given 

Us  Wings  to  fly.    Alb.  'Tis  better  try  all  hazards. 

Than  perifh  here  remcdilefs ;  I  feel 

New  Vigour  in  me,  and  a  Spirit  that  dares 

More  than  a  Man,  to  ferve  my  fair  Aminia  ; 

Thefe  Arms  (hall  be  my  Oars,  with  which  Til  fwim. 

And  my  Zeal  to  fave  thy  innocent  felf,  like  Wings, 

Shall  bear  me  up  above  the  brackifh  Waves. 

Amin,  Will  ye  leave  me  then  ? 
(22)  Till  now  I  ne'er  was  wretched. 

Alb.  My  beft  Aminta^  I  fwear  by  Goodnefs, 
'Tis  not  Hope,  nor  Fear,  of  myfelf,  that  invites  me 
To  this  Extream  \  'tis  to  fupply  thy  wants : 
And  believe  me. 

Though  Pleafure  met  me  in  moft  ravifhing  Forms, 
And  Happ'nefs  courted  me  to  entertain  her, 
I  would  not  eat  nor  fleep,  till  I  return'd 

(22)  Amin   Will  ye  then  lea<ve  me? 

Alb.  Till  nouu  I  ne* er  nvas  nx'retched.'\  This  is  the  moH  ma,* 
terial  Corruption  in  the  Senfe  that  I  have  met  with  in  this  P!ay.  The 
pretty  Softnefs  and  tender  Fears  of  Aminta  are  given  to  Albert.  I 
read, 

Amin,  Will  ye  lea^e  me  then?  Uill  no-w  I  ne^  er  nxas  ivretched. 


Mr,  ^envard. 

And 
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And  crown'd  thee  with  my  Fortunes. 
jimin.  Oh  but  your  Abfence !  — 
Alb.  Suppofe  it  but  a  Dream,  and  as  you  may, 

Endeavour  to  take  Reft  ;  and  when  that  Sleep 

Deceives  your  Flunger  with  imagin'd  Food, 

Think  you  have  fent  me  for  Difcovery 

Of  fome  moil  fortunate  Continent,  yet  unknown, 

Which  you  are  to  be  Queen  of. 

And  now  ye  Pow'rs,  that  e'er  heard  Lovers  Prayers, 

Or  cherifli  pure  AfTe^lion,  look  on  him 

That  is  your  Votary  •,  and  make  it  known, 

Againft  all  ftops,  you  can  defend  your  own.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Hippolita,  Crocale,  and  Juletta. 

Hip.  How  did  we  lofe  Clarinda  ? 

Cro.  When  webeliev'd  the  Stag  was  fpent. 
And  would  take  foil,  the  fight  of. the  black  Lake, 
Which  we  fupposM  he  chofe  for  his  laft  Refuge, 
Frighted  him  more  than  we  that  did  purfue  him, 

Jul.  That's  ufual ;  for  Death  itfelf  is  not 
So  terrible  to  any  Beaft  of  Chafe. 

Hip.  Since  we  liv'd  here,  we  ne'er  could  force  one  to  it. 

Cro.  'Tis  fo  dreadful, 
The  Birds  that  with  their  Pinions  cleave  the  Air 
Dare  not  fly  o'er  it  j  when  the  Stag  turn'd  Head, 
And  we  even  tir'd  with  Labour  5 
Clarinda^  as  if  (he  were  made  of  Air 
And  Fire,  and  had  no  part  of  Earth  in  her, 
Furfu'd  him  eagerly 

Klor  need  we  fear  her  fafety,  this  Place  yields 
Not  Fawns  nor  Satyrs,  or  more  luftful  Men 
Here  we  live  fecure. 

And  have  among  ourfelves  a  Common-wealth, 
Which  in  ourfelves  begun,  with  us  muft  end. 

Jill.  Ay,  there's  the  mifery. 

Cro.  But  being  alone. 
Allow  me  freedom  but  to  fpeak  my  Thoughts  i 
The  flridnefs  of  our  Governefs,  that  forbids  us. 
On  pain  of  Death,  the  fight  and  ufe  of  Men, 
Is  more  than  Tyranny ,  for  herfelf,  (he's  paft 

Thofc 
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Thofe  youthful  Heats,  and  feels  not  the  leaR  want 
Of  that  which  young  Maids  long  for  ;   and  her  Daughter 
The  fair  Clarinda^  though  within  few  Years 
Jmprov'd  in  height  and  large  proportion, 

•  Came  here  fo  young. 

That  fcarce  remembring  that  Ihe  had  a  Father, 
She  never  dreams  of  Man  %  and  fhould  flie  fee  one. 
In  my  Opinion,  it  would  appear 
A  ftrange  Beaft  to  her.    Jul.  'Tis  not  fo  with  us. 

Hip,  For  my  part,  I  confefs'c,  I  was  not  made  for 
This  fingle  Life  ;  nor  love  I  Hunting  fo, 
Eut  that'I  had  rather  be  the  Chafe  myfelf. 

Cro,  By  Venus  (out  upon  me)  I  fhould  have 
Sworn  by  Diana,  I'm  of  thy  mind  too  Wench  5 
And  chough  I  have  ta'en  an  Oath,  not  alone 
To  deteft,  but  never  to  think  of  Man, 
Ev'ry  hour  fomething  tells  me  Tm  forfworn  ; 
For  I  confefs.  Imagination  helps  me 
Sometimes,  and  that's  all's  left  for  us  to  feed  on, 

•  We  might  ftarve  elfe,  for  if  I've  any  Pleafure  in 
This  Life,  but  when  I  fleep,  I  am  a  Pagan  : 
Then  from  the  Courtier  to  the  Country-clown, 
I  have  ftrange  Vifions  

^    JuL  Vifions,  Crocale? 
"    Cro.  Yes,  and  fine  Vifions  too ; 
And  Vifions  I  hope  in  Dreams  are  harmlefs. 
And  not  forbid  by' our  Canons.    The  laft  Night 
(Troth  'tis  a  fodifh  one,  but  I  muft  tell  n) 
As  I  lay  in  my  Cabin,  betwixt  fleeping  and  waking. 
Hip,  Upon  your  Back  ? 
Cro.  How  fhould  a  young  Maid  lie.  Fool, 
When  fhe  would  be  intranc'd?    Hip,  We  are  inftru^ed. 
Forward  I  pray.    Cro,  Methought  a  fweet  young  Man 
In  Years  fome  twenty,  with  a  downy  Chin, 
Promifing  a  future  Beard,  and  yet  no  red  one, 
Stole  flily  to  my  Cabin  all  unbrac'd. 
Took  me  in's  Arms,  and  kifs'd  me  twenty  times  ; 
Yet  ftill  I  flept. 

JuL  Fie,  thy  Lips  run  over,  Crocale. 
But  to  the  reft,    Cro,  Lord,  what  a  Man  is  this. 

Thought 


o6  l^he  Sea-Voyage. 


Thought  I,  to  do  this  to  a  Maid  !  Yet  then 

1  for  my  Life  could  not  awake.    The  Youth, 

A  litde  daunted,  with  a  trembling  Hand 

Heav'd  up  the  Cioaths.    Hip,  Yet  ftill  you  flept  ?  Cro, 

Y'faith  I  did ; 
And  when,  methoughts,  he  was  warm  by  my  Side, 
Thinking  to  catch  him,  I  ftretch'd  out  both  Arms  ^ 
And  when  I  felt  him  not,  I  fhrieked  out, 
And  wak'd  for  Anger. 

Hip,  'Twas  a  pretty  Dream. 

Cro,  Ay,  if  it  had  but  been  a  true  one. 

[Albert  dif covered  lying  along  upon  the  Short, 

Jul  Stay, 

What's  here  caft  on  the  Shore  ?    Hip.  It  is  a  Man 
Shall  I  fhoot  him  ? 

Cro,  No,  no,  'tis  a  handfome  Bead, 
Would  we  had  more  o'th'  Breed  ;  Wenches  ftand  clofe. 
And  let's  hear  if  he  can  fpeak. 

Jib.  Do  I  yet  live  ? 
Sure  it  is  Air  I  breathe  :  What  Place  is  this  ? 
Sure  fomcthing  more  than  Humane  here  keeps  Refidencc, 
For  I  have  pall:  the  Stygian  Gulph, 
And  touch  upon  the  bleflfed  Shore  :  'Tis  fo  ; 
This  is  th'  Elyfian  Shade  ;  thefe,  happy  Spirits 
'That  here  enjoy  all  Pleafures. 

Hip.  He  makes  towards  us. 

Jul.  Stand,  or  I'll  fhoot. 

Cro.  Hold,  he  makes  no  Refiftance. 

Jib.  Be  not  offended,  GoddefTes,  that  I  fall 
Thus  proftrate  at  your  Feet :  Or  if  not  fuch. 
But  Nymphs  of  Dian's  Train,  that  range  thefe  Groves,] 
Which  you  forbid  to  Men  \  vouchfafe  to  know 
I  am  a  Man,  a  wicked  finful  Man  j 
And  yet  not  fold 

So  far  to  impudence,  as  to  prefume 

To  prefs  upon  your  Privacies,  or  provoke 

Your  Heav'nly  Angers  s  'lis  not  for  myfelf 

I  beg  thus  poorly,  I'm  already  wounded, 

Wounded  to  Death,  and  faint    my  laft  Breath  is  for 

A  Virgin,  comes  as  near  yourfelves  in  all 

Perfection 
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Perfeftlon,  as  what  is  Mortal  may 

Refemblc  things  Divine.    O  pity  her. 

And  let  your  Char'ty  free  her  from  that  Defart, 

If  Heav'nly  Charity  can  reach  to  Hell, 

For  fure  that  Place  comes  near  it ;  and  where-e*er 

My  Ghoft  fhall  find  abode,  eternally 

I  lhall  pour  Bleffings  on  ye.    Hip,  By  my  Life 

I  cannot  hurt  him.    Cro,  Though  I  lofe  my  Head  for't, 

Nor  I.    I  muft  pity  him,  and  will. 

Enter  Clarinda, 

Butftay, 

Clarinda  ?    Cla.  What  new  Game  have  ye  found  here  ? 
ha! 

What  Bead  is  this  lies  wallowing  in  his  Gore  ? 
Cro,  Keep  off. 

Cla,  Wherefore,  I  pray  ?  I  never  turn'd 
From  a  fell  Lionefs  robb'd  of  her  Whelps, 
And  fhall  I  fear  dead  Carrion  ? 

juL  O  but.   \ 

Cla.  But,  What  is't? 

Hip,  It  is  Infe£tious. 

Cla,  Has  it  not  a  Name  ? 

Cro,  Yes, 

But  fuch  a  Name  from  which,  as  from  the  Devil, 
Your  Mother  commands  us  fly. 

Cla,  Is't  a  Man  ?  Cro.  It  is.  Cla,  What  a  brave  Shape 
it  has 

In  Death  ;  how  excellent  would  it  appear, 
Had  it  but  Life  ?  Why  Ihould  it  be  infedtious  ? 
I've  heard  my  Mother  fay,  I  had  a  Father, 
And  was  not  he  a  Man  ? 

Cro.  Queftionlefs,  Madam. 

Cla.  Your  Fathers  too  were  Men  ? 

Jul,  Without  doubt.  Lady. 

Cla.  And  without  fuch  it  is  impoffible 
We  could  have  been  ^ 

Hip,  AS'm  'cis  againft  Nature  to  deny  it. 

Cla,  Nor  can  you 
Or  I  have  any  liope  to  be  a  Mother, 

^  Without 
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Without  the  help  of  Men. 
Cro.  ImpolTible, 

Cia.  Which  of  you  then  mofl:  barbarous,  that  knew 
You  from  a  Man  had  Being,  and  owe  to  it 
The  name  of  Parent,  durft  prefume  to  kill 
The  Likenefs  of  that  thing  by  which  you  are  ? 
Whofe  Arrows  made  thefe  Wounds  ?  fpeak,  or  by  Dian^ 
Without  Diftindion  I'll  let  fly  at  all. 

Jul,  Not  mine. 

Hip.  J^or  mine. 

Cro,  'Tis  ftrange  to  fee  her  mov'd  thus. 
Reftrain  your  Fury,  Madam    had  we  kill'd  him, 
jWe'd  but  perform'd  your  Mother's  ftridl  Command. 

Cla.  Buc  if  flie  command  unjufl:  and  cruel  things. 
We're  not  t'obey  it.    O^o.  We  are  innocent ; 
Some  Storm  did  cafl:  him  Shipwrackt  on  the  Shore, 
As  you  fee  wounded  :  Nor  durft  we  be  Surgeons 
To  fuch  Your  Mother  doth  appoint  for  Death. 

Cla.  Weak  Excufe    where's  Pity  ? 
Where's  foft  Compafiion  ?  cruel  and  ungrateful. 
Did  Providence  now  offer  to  your  Charity 
But  one  poor  Subjed  to  exprefs  it  on. 
And  in't  to  fliew  our  wants  too  ;  and  could  you 
So  carelefly  negleft  it  ?    Hip,  For  ought  I  know. 
He's  living  yet ;  and  you  may  tempt  your  Mother,  by 
Giving  him  Succour.    Cla.  Ha,  come  near  I  charge  ye. 
So,  bend  his  Body  foftly ;  rub  his  Temples ; 
Nay,  that  fhall  be  my  Office :  how  the  red  fteals 
Into  his  pale  Lips !  run  and  fetch  the  Simples 
With  which  my  Mother  heal'd  my  Arm,  when  laft  I 
Was  wounded  by  the  Boar.    Cro.  Do  ;  but  remember 
Her  to  come  after  ye,  that  fhe  may  behold 
Her  Daughter's  Charity.  C/^.Sce  nowhe  breaths  i[£.Yi/Hip, 
The  Air  in  pafllng  through  i\i  Arabian  Groves 
Yields  not  fo  fweet  an  Odour ;  prithee  tafte  it  j 
Tafte  it  good  Crocalc  ;  yet  I  envy  thee 
So  great  a  BlefTing  j  'tis  not  Sin  to  touch 
Thefe  Rubies,  is  it  ?    Jul.  I  think  not. 

Cla.  Or  thus  to  live  Camelion  like  ?  I  couia 
Refign  my  EfTcnce  to  live  ever  thus. 
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0  welcome ;  raifehim  gently.    Some  foft  Hand 

Bind  up  thefe  Wounds  \  a  Woman's  Hair  ?  What  fury. 
For  which  my  Ign'rance  does  not  know  a  Name, 
Is  crept  into  my  Breaft  ?  But  I  forget 

Enter  Hippolita. 

My  pious  Work.    Now  if  this  Juice  hath  Power, 
Let  it  appear ;  his  Eye-lids  ope  :  Prodigious ! 
Two  Suns  break  from  thefe  Orbes. 

Alh,  Ha,  Where  am  I  ?  Or  what  new  Vifion's  this  ? 
To  what  Goddefs  do  I  owe  this  fecond  Life  ? 
Sure  thou"  art  more  than  Mortal ; 
And  any  Sacrifice  of  Thanks  or  Duty 
In  poor  and  wretched  Man  to  pay,  comes  fliort 
Of  your  immortal  Bounty  :  But  to  fliew 
I'm  not  unthankful,  in  Humility 

1  kifs  the  happy  Ground  thus,  youVe  made  facred. 
By  bearing  of  your  weight.  Cla.  No  Goddefs,  Friend, 
But  made  of  that  fame  Brittle  Mould  as  you  are; 
One  too  acquainted  with  Calamities, 

And  from  that  apt  to  Pity.    Charity  ever 

Finds  in  the  A61  Reward,  and#ieeds  no  Trumpet 

In  the  Receiver.    O  forbear  this  Duty  \ 

I  have  a  Hand  to  meet  with  yours,  and  Lips 

To  bid  yours  welcome.   Cro,  I  fee  that,  by  Inftindi: , 

Though  a  young  Maid  hath  never  feen  a  Man, 

Touches  haveTitillations,  and  inform  her. 

Enter  Rofellia. 

But  here's  our  Governefs ; 
Now  I  exped  a  Storm. 

Rof.  Child  of  my  Flefii, 
And  not  of  my  fair  and  unfpotted  Mind, 
Unhand  this  Monfter.  Cla,  Monder,  Mother?  Rof,  Yes, 
And  ev'ry  Word  he  fpeaks,  a  Syren\  Note, 
To  drown  the  carelefs  Hearer.    Ha'nt  I  taught  thee 
The  Falfliood  and  the  Perjuries  of  Men  ? 
On  whom,  but  for  a  Woman  to  fiievv  Pity, 
Is  to  be  cruel  to  herfelf ;  the  Soveraignty 
Proud  and  imperious  Men  ufurp  upon  us. 

We 
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We  confer  on  ourfelves,  and  love  thofe  Fetters 
We  fallen  to  our  Freedoms.    Have  we,  Clarinda^ 
Sirice  thy  dear  Father's  wrack,  fought  Liberty, 
To  lole  it  uncompeird  ?  Did  Fortune  guide. 
Or  rather  Deftiny,  our  Bark,  (to  which 
We  could  appoint  no  Pore)  to  this  bleft  Place, 
Inhabited  heretofore  by  warlike  Women, 
That  kept  Men  in  Subje6bion  ?  Did  we  then. 
By  their  Example,  after  we  had  loft 
All  we  could  love  in  Man,  here  plant  ourfelves. 
With  execrable  Oaths  never  to  look 
On  Man,  but  as  a  Monfter  ?  and,  wilt  thou 
Be  the  firfl:  Prefident  to  infringe  thofe  Vows 
Vve  made  to  Heav'n  ? 

Cla.  Hear  me,  and  hear  with  Juftice  ; 
And  as  ye  are  delighted  in  the  Name 
Of  Mother,  hear  a  Daughter  would  be  like  you. 
Should  all  Women  ufe  this  obfl'nate  Abftinence, 
You  would  force  upon  us 

In  a  few  Years  the  whole  World  would  be  peopled 
Only  with  Beads. 

Hip,  We  muft  and  wiU  have  Men. 

Cro.  Ay,  or  we'll  fhake  off  all  Obedience. 

Rof,  Are  ye  mad  ?  Can  no  Perfwafion  alter  ye  ? 
Suppofe  you  had  my  fuffrage  to  your  fute 
Can  this,  this  Shipwrackt  Wretch  fupply  ye  all  ? 

Aih,  Hear  me,  great  Lady, 
I've  Fellows  in  my  Mifery    not  far  hence. 
Divided  only  by  this  hellifh  River, 
There  live  a  Company  of  wretched  Men, 
Such  as  your  Charity  may  make  your  Slaves ; 
Imagine  all  the  Miferies  Mankind 
May  fuffer  under  ;  and  they  groan  beneath  'em, 

Cla.  But  are  they  like  to  you  ? 

JuL  Speak  they  your  Language  ? 

Cro,  Are  they  able,  lufty  Men  ? 

Alh.  They  were,  good  Ladies  ; 
And  in  their  May  of  Youth  of  gentle  Blood, 
And  fuch  as  may  deferve  ;  now  Cold  and  Hunger 
Have  leffen'd  their  Perfedion  \  but  reftor'd 

To 
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To  what  they  were,  I  doubt  not  they'll  appear 
Worthy  your  Favours.    'Jul  'Tis  a  BlefTing  we 
Durft  not  hope  for.   Cla,  Dear  Mother,  ben't  obdurate. 

Rof,  Hear  then  my  Refolution,  and  don't  labour 
To  add  to  what  I'll  grant,  for  'twill  be  fruitkfs  j 
You  fliall  appear  as 
Good  Angels  to  thefe  wretched  Men  ; 
In  a  fmall  Boat  we  will  pafs  over  to  'em. 
And  bring  'em  comfort  j  if  you  like  their  Perfons, 
And  they  approve  of  yours  ;  for  we'll  force  nothing—— 
And  fince  we  want  Ceremonies, 
Each  one  ^lall  chufe  a  Husband,  and  enjoy 
His  Company  a  Month,  but  that  expir'd. 
You  (hall  no  more  come  near  'em  ; 
If  you  prove  fruitful, 

The  Males  ye  fhall  return  to  them,  the  Females  . 

We  will  referve  ourfelves ;  this  is  the  utmoft 

Ye  ever  Ihall  obtain  ;  as  ye  think  fit. 

Ye  may  difmifs  this  Stranger,  and  prepare  [will  ye 

To  Morrow  for  the  Journey.  {Exit,'\     Cla,  Come,  Sir, 

Walk  ?  we  will  fhevv  to  you  our  pieafant  Bowers, 

And  fomething  ye  fhall  find  to  cheer  your  Heart. 

Alh.  Excellent  Lady, 
Though  'twill  appear  a  wonder  one  near  ftarv'd 
Should  refufe  Reft  and  Meat,  I  muft  not  take 
Your  noble  Offer ;  I  left  in  yon  Defarc 
A  Virgin  aimoft  pin'd. 

Cla,  She's  not  your  Wife  ? 

Alb,  No,  Lady,  but  my  Sifter  :  ('Tis  now  dangerous 
To  fpeak  truth  :)  Unto  her  I  deeply  vow'd 
Not  to  tafte  Food,  or  reft,  if  Fortune  brought  it  me. 
Till  I  blefs'd  her  with  my  Return    now  if 
You  pleafe  t'afford  m'  an  eafie  PafTage  to  her. 
And  fome  Meat  too  for  her  Recovery, 
I  ihall  live  your  Slave  \  and  thankfully  fhe  fhaJl 
Ever  acknowledge  her  Life  at  your  Service. 

Cla.  You  plead  fo  well,  I  can  deny  ye  nothing; 
I  myfcir  will  fee  you. furnifht. 
And  with  the  next  Sun  vifit  and  relieve  her. 

Alh,  Ye  are  all  Goodnefs  ■  {Exeunt. 
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ACT   III.    S  C  E  N  E  1. 

Ehier  fewer  ally  y  Lamure,  Franville  and  Morillat.- 

Lam.         H !  what  a  Tempeft  have  I  in  my  Stomach  ? 
\J  Oh  how  my  empty  Guts  cry  out?  my  Wounds 
ake. 

Would  they  would  bleed  again,  that  I  might  get 
Something  to  quench  my  Thirft. 

Fran.  O  Lamure^  Oh  the  Happinefs  my  Dogs  had 
When  I  kept  Houfe  at  home!  they  had  a  Storehoufe, 
A  Storehoufe  of  mod  bleflfed  Bones  and  Crufts, 
Happy  Crufts :  Oh !  how  this  fharp  Hunger  pinches  me! 

[Exit  FraHville. 
'  Mor.  O  my  importunate  Belly,  1  have  nothing 
To  fatLsfy  thee ; 

IVe  fought  as  far  as  my  weak  Legs  would  carry  me. 
Yet  can  find  nothing,  neither  Meat  nor  Water, 
Nor  any  thing  that's  nourifhing  ;  my  Belly 
Is  grown  together  like  an  empty  Sachel. 

Enter  Franville. 

Lam,  How  now,  what  News  ? 

Mor.  Haft  any  Meat  yet  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  Bit  that  I  can  fee  ; 
Here's  goodly  Quarries,  but  they're  cruel  hard 
To  gnaw  : 

I  ha'  got  fome  Mud,  it  we  will  eat  with  Spoons, 
Very  good  thick  Mud    but  it  ft  inks  damnably. 
There's  old  rotten  Trunks  of  Trees  too. 
But  not  a  Leaf  nor  Bloftbm  in  all  th'  iftand. 

La7n.  How  it  looks  ? 

Mor.  It  ftinks  too. 

Lam.  It  may  be  Poifon. 

Fran.  Let  it  be  any  thing  ^ 
So  I  can  get  it  down :  Why  Man, 
Poifon's  a  Princely  Difti. 

Mor.  Haft  thou  no  Bisket  ? 
No  Crumbs  left  in  thy  Pocket?  here's  my  Doublet, 
Give  me  but  three  fniall  Crumbs. 

Fran, 
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Fran.  Not  for  three  Kingdoms, 
If  1  were  Mafter  of  'em.    Oh  Lamure^ 
But  one  poor  joint  of  Mutton,  we  ha'  fcorn'd,  Man  ! 

(23)  Lam,  Thou  fpeak'ft  of  Paradife. 

Fran.  Or  but  the  Snuffs  of  thofe  Healths,  we  have  lewdly 
At  midnight  flang  away. 

Mor,  Ah  I  but  to  lick  the  Glaffes. 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  Surgeon :  What  hall  thou  dif- 
cover'd  ? 

Smile,  fmik,  and  eomfort  us.    Stir,  lam  expiring. 

Smile  they  that  can  ;  I  can  find  nothing.  Gentlemen, 

Here's  nothing  can  be  Meat,  without  a  Miracle. 

Oh  that  1  had  my  Boxes  and  my  Lints  now. 

My  Stupes,  my  Tents,  and  thofe  fweet  Helps  of  Nature,. 

What  dainty  Difhes  could  I  make  of  'em ! 

Mor.  Haft  ne'er  an  old  Suppofitory  ? 

Sur,  Oh  would  I  had,  Sir. 

Lam.  Or  but  the  Paper  where  fuch  a  Cordial 
Potion,  or  Pills  hath  .been  entomb'd  ? 

Fran,  (24)  Or  the  bleft  Bladder  where  a  cooling-glifter? 

Mor,  Haft  thou  no  Searcloths  left  ?  nor  any  old  Poulties  ? 

Fran.  We  care  not  unto  what  it  hath  been  miniftred. 

Sur.  Sure  I  have  none  of  all  thefc  Dainties,  Gentlemen. 

Fran.  Where's  the 
Great  Wen  thou  cut'ft  from  Hugh  the  Sailor's  Shoulder  I 
That  would  ferve  now  for  a  moft  Princely  Banquet. 

Sur.  Ay  if  we  had  it.  Gentlemen, 
I  flung  it  over-board.  Slave  that  I  was. 

Lam.  A  moft  unprovident  Villain. 

Sur,  If  I  had  any  thing  that  were  but  fupple! 

(23)  Lam.  Thou  fpealCJi  of  Paradife  \ 

Or  but  the  Snuffs — ]  This  Paffage  which  has  been  given  to 
Lamure  inadvertently  through  the  later  Copies,  is  appropriated  to  Fran^ 
'ville  in  the  Edition  of  1647,  and  accordingly  I  have  rcllor'd  it  to  him 
in  this. 

(24)  Or  the  beft  Bladder  ]  I  havealterM  leji  to  blejl,  as  Mr.  Se- 

nuard  conjedur'd  too,  as  being  an  Epithet  of  a  more  CQmic  Turn,  and 
filter  for  this  Place. 

Vol.  IX.  H  (I 
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could  make  Sallads  of  your  Shoes  now,  Gentlemen, 
And  rare  ones  •,)  any  thing  unctuous, 

Mor.  I,  2lnd  we  then  might  fry  the  Soals  i'th*  Sun. 
The  Soals  would  make  a  fccond  Difli. 

Lam,  Or  fouce  'em  in  the  Salt-water, 
An  inner  Soal  well  fouc'd  

Enter  Aminta. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  Woman ; 
It  may  be  fhe  has  Meat,  and  may  relieve  us : 
Let's  withdraw,  and  mark,  and  then  be  ready. 
She'll  hide  her  ftore  elfe,  and  fo  cozen  us. 

Amin,  How  weary  and  how  hungry  am  I, 
How  feeble  and  how  faint  is  all  my  Body ! 
Mine  Eyes,  (25)  like  fpent  Lamps  glowing  out,  grow 
-  heavy. 

My  Sight's  forfaking  me,  and  all  my  Spirits, 

As  if  they  heard  my  Faffing- Bell,  go  for  me. 

Pull  in  their  Powers,  and  give  me  up  to  Deftiny. 

Oh!  for  a  little  Water;  a  little,  little  Meat, 

A  little  to  relieve  me  e'er  I  perifh 

I  had  whole  Floods  of  Tears  awhile  that  nourifht  me. 

But  they  are  all  confum'd  for  thee,  dear  Albert^ 

For  thee  they  all  are  fpent,  for  thou  art  dead ; 

Mercilefs  Fate  has  fwallow'd  thee..   Oh  -I 

Grow  heavy    Sleep's  a  falve  for  Mifery  ; 
Heav'n  look  on  me,  and  either  take  my  Life, 
Or  make  me  once  more  happy. 

Lam.  She's  fad  afleep  already. 
Why  fnould  fhe  have  this  Bleffing,  and  we  wake  ftill. 
Wake  to  our  Wants  ? 

Mor.  This  thing  hath  been  our  Overthrow, 
And  all  thefe  biting  Mifchiefs  that  fall  on  us 
Are  come  through  her  Means. 

(25)  —  Like /pent  Lamps  glowing  out — ]  Ferhzips  going  out;  for  iho^ 
gI(nviKg  out  may  properly  exprefs  the  i/aze  which  the  Candle  often 
exerts  before  it  is  extinguilhed,  yet  this  is  not  a  Circumftance  proper 
to  the  Context.  The  Light  of  Jminta's  Eyes  was  fading  giadually.  But 
,  &s  ihe  formei:  is  Poetical,  I  would  not  propofe  a  Change  of  the  Text. 

Mr.  Seaward. 

Fran. 
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Fran.  True,  we  were  bound,  ye  all  know. 
For  happy  Places,  and  mod  fertile  Iflands, 
Where  we  had  conftant  Promifes  of  all  things; 
She  turn'd  the  Captain's  Mind,  muft  have  him  go 
In  fearch,  I  known't  of  who,  nor  to  what  end  ; 
Of  fuch  a  Fool  her  Brother,  and  luch  a  Coxcomb  her 
Kinfman,  and  we  muft  put  in  every  where  s 
She  has  put  us  in  now  y'  faith. 

Lam,  Why  fhould  we  thus 
Confume,  and  llarvc,  have  nothing  to  relieve  us ; 
And  fhe  live  there  bred  all  our  Miferies, 
Unroafled  or  unfod  ? 

Mo)\  I've  read  in  Stories.  * 

Lam.  Of  fuch  reftoring  Meats,  we  have  Etamples; 
Thoufand  Examples,  and  allow 'd  for  excellent ; 
Women  that  have 

Eat  up  their  Children^  Men  their  Slaves,  nay  Brothers, 
But  thefe  are  nothing  \ 

Husbands  devoured  their  Wives:  (they  are  their  Chattels,) 
And  of  a  Schoolmafter,  that  in  time  of  Famine 
Powder*d  up  all  his  Scholars.    Mor.  She's  young 
And  tidy,  in  my  Confcience  fiie'll  eat  delicately  ; 
Juft  like  young  Pork  a  little  lean :  But  what 
Is  your  Opinion,  Surgeon  ?    Sur.  I  think  fhe  may 
Be  made  good  Meat,  but  look,  we  fliall  want  Salt. 

Fran.  Tufh,  tufh,  llie  needs  no  Powdering. 

Sur.  I  grant  ye  : 
But  to  fuck  out  the  humorous  Parts :  By  all  means, 
Let's  kill  her  in  a  Chafe,  fhe'll  eat  the  fweeter. 

Lam.  Let's  kill  her  any  way,  rtnd  kill  her  quickly  \ 
That  w^  might  be  at  our  Meat. 

Stir.  How  if  the  Captain?  J- 

Mor.  Talk  not  of  him,  he's  dead,  and  the  reft  famiHi'd. 
Awake  her  Surgeon,  and  cut  her  Throat, 
And  then  divide  her,  every  Man  his  iliare. 

Fran.  She  wakes  herfelf. 

Amin.  Holy  and  good  things  keep  me! 
What  cruel  Dreams  have  I  had!  Wht)  are  thefe? 
O  they're  my  Friends!  for  Heav'n's  fake,  Gentlemen, 
Give  me  fomc  Food  to  fave  my  Life,  if  ye 

Hz'  Have 
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Have  ought  to  fpare 

A  little  to  relieve  me,  I  may  blefs  yc  ; 

For  weak  and  wretched,  ready  'Jas  to  perifh, 

Ev'n  now  I  die. 

Mor.  You'll  fave  a  Labour  then, 
You.bred  thefe  Miferies,  and  you  fhall  pay  for't; 
We  have  no  Meat,  nor  where  to  have  we  know  not. 
Nor  how  to  pull  ourfelves  from  thefe  Afflidions ; 
We  are  ftarv'd  too,  famifli'd,  all  our  hopes  deluded ; 
Yet  e^er  we  die,  we'll  have  one  dainty  Meal. 

Amtn,  Shall  I  be  with  ye.  Gentlemen  ? 

Lam.  Yes  marry  (hall  ye,  in  our  Bellies,  Lady. 
We  love  you  well  

yifnin.  What  laid  you,  Sir? 

Lmn,  Marry  we'll  eat  your  Ladyfhip. 

Fran.  You  that  have  buried  us  in  this  bale  Ifland, 
We'll  bury  ye  in  a  more  noble  Monument. 

Sur.  Will  ye  fay  your  Prayers,  that  I  may  perform. 
Lady  ? 

We're  wonderous  (harp  fct ;  come,  Gentlemen, 
Who  are  for  th'  hinder  Parts  ? 

Mor.  I. 

Fran.  I. 

Lain.  And  1. 

Sur.  Be  patient ; 
They  will  not  fail  to  every  Man's  lharc. 

Amin.  O  hear  me ; 
Hear  me,  ye  barbarous  Men. 

Mor.  Be  fiiort  and  pithy. 
Our  Stomachs  cannot  ftay  a  long  Difcourfe. 

Sur.  And  be  not  fearful,  for  I'll  kill  yc  daintily. 

Amin.  Are  ye  not  Chriftians  ? 

Latn.  Why,  ( 26 j  don't  Chriftians  eat,  Woman? 

(26)  dQ7i''t  Chriftians  eat  Women This  corrupted  Place  I  Lad 

endeavoured  to  amend  two  ways,  firft  thus, 

 dont  Chrljlians  eat  ? 

To  which  Aminta  might  anfwer  hallily, 

{What  eat)  Women?  Eat  one  another ?  &c. 
Next,  which  I  believe  the  better,  as  Mr.  Se^Mard  concurr'd  wi:h  mc, 
and  as  the  prefent  Text  runs, 

— •  dont  Chrijiians  eat.  Woman  ? 

EfJtcr 
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Enter  Tibalt,  Mafier^  and  Sailors, 

jlmin.  Eat  one  another  ?  'Tis  mod  Impious. 

Sur,  Come,  come.    Amin,  Oh,  help !  help !  help ! 

Tib.  The  Lady's  Voice ! 
Stand  off,  Slaves— What  intend  you.  Villains? — I  have 
Strength  enough  left,  if  you  abule  this  Soul, 
To  

Maft.  They  would  have  ravifh'd  her,  upon  my  Life; 
Speak,  how  was  it,  Lady  ? 

Amin,  Forgive  'em,  'twas  their  Hungers. 

Tib,  Ha,  their  Hungers  I 

Maft,  X^^y  would  have  eat  her. 

Tib,  O  damn'd  Villains ;  fpeak, 
Is  it  true  ?     Sur,  I  confefs  an  Appetite. 

Tib.  An  Appetite,  I'll  fit  ye  for  an  Appetite. 
Are  ye  fo  lharp  fet,  that  her  Flclh  muft  ferve  you  ^ 
Murder's  a  main  good  fervice  with  your  Worfhips ; 
Since  ye  would  be  iuch  De'els,  why  did  you  not 
Begin  with  one  another  handfomel^. 
And  fpare  the  Woman  to  beget  more  Food  on  ? 

Amin.  Good  Sir  

Tib,  You  lhall  grow  Mummy,  Rafcals ; 
ril  make  ye  fall  to  your  Brawns,  and  your  Buttocks, 
And  worry  one  another  like  keen  Bandogs. 

Amin.  Good  Sir,  be  merciful. 

Tib,  You  fhall  know  what  'tis  to  be  damn'd  Canibals. 

Amin,  O  my  beft  Friend ! 

Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Alas,  poor  Heart  I  Here, 
Here's  fome  Meat  and  fovereign  Drink  to  eafe  you, 
(27)  Sit  gentle  down.  Sweet. 

^min,  1  am  bleft  to  fee  you. 

(27)  Sit  doiun,  gentle  Snueet.'\  Gentle  fecms  a  very  flat  Epithet  here, 
and  'lis  more  probable  that  according  to  the  Cuftom  of  Poets  to  ufe 
Adjeftlves  adverbially,  it  relatrs  to  the  Weaknefs  of  Amlnta^  who  is 
defired  to  fit  down  gently ;  and  this  is  required  by  the  Meafure  which 
is  reftor'd  by  the  proper  Adjuftment  of  the  Words ; 
^it  gentle  do-vjn,  Siveet, 

H  3  rib. 
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Tib.  Stir  not  within  forty  Foot  of  this  Food, 
If  you  do.  Dogs  \ 

Jll.  Oh  Captain!  Captain!  Captain! 

Jib.  Ye  fnall  h^ve  Meat  all  of  you. 

Tib,  Captain,  liear  ine  tlrft:  Hark,  'tis  fb  inhuman! 
I  \vo.uld  not  ha*  the  Air  corrupted  with  it, 

Jib.  O  barbarous  Men!  Sic  down  Du  Pond  good  Mafter, 
And  honeft  Sailors. 
"  Xt^-  But  (land  off,  and  wait  you 
Upon  our  Charity  ;  i'il  wait  on  you  elfc ; 
And  touch  nothing 

But  what  is  flung  to  ye ;  as  if  you  were  Dogs ; 
If  you  do, 

ni  cut  your  Fingers,  Friends,  I'll  fpoil  your  carving. 
Jfnin.  There  Wretches,  there.  •  T'ib.  Eat  your  Meat 

handfomly 

Now,  and  give  Heaven  Thanks.  JIL  There  is  more  Bread, 
rtb.  See, 

They  fnarl  like  Dogs;  eat  quietly  you  Rafcals, 

Eat  quietly.  Jib,  There's  Drink  *.oo.    Tib,  Come,  come,  I 

Will  fill  you  each  youf  Cups,  ye  Ihall  not  furfeit. 

Jmifi,  And  what  have  you  difcover'd  ? 

Jib.  Sweet,  a  Paradife, 
A  Paradife  inhabited  with  Angels, 
Such  as  you  are,  their  Pities  make  'em  Angels ; 
.  'Twas  they  gave  me  thefe  Viands,  and  fuppJy'd  me 
With  thefe  precious  Drinks. 

Jmin.  Shall  not  we  fee  'em  ? 

Jib.  Yes,  they  will  fee  you : 
Out  of  their  Charities,  having  heard  our  Story, 
They'll  come,  and  comfort  us,  come  prefently  ; 
We  fliall  no  more  know  Wants  nor  Miferies. 

Jmin.  Are  they  all  Women  ? 

Jib,  All,  and  all  in  Love  with  us. 

Jmin,  How! 

Jib.  Don't  mifiake,  in  love  with  our  Misfortunes, 
They'll  cherifh  and  relieve  our  Men. 

T'ib.  Do  you  fhrug  now,  and  pull  your  Nofes  up.^ 
You  fmell  Comfort. 

See  they  (Iretch  out  their  Legs  like  Dottrels, 

Each 
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Each  like  a  new  Saint  Dennis. 

Alb.  Dcareft  Miftrefs, 
When  you  would  name  ine,  and  the  Women  here. 
Call  me  your  Brother,  you  I'Jl  call  my  Sifter, 
And  pray 

Obferve  this  all — Why  change  you  Colour,  Sweet? 

Arnin,  Eating  too  much  Meat. 

Alb.  Sawc'd  with  Jealoufy  ; 
Fie,  fie,  dear  Saint,  y'faith  ye  are  to  blame. 
Are  ye  not  here?  Here  fixed  in  my  Heart? 

AIL  Hark,  hark. 

Enter  Rofcllia,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hippolita,  ani 
Juletta. 

Alb.  They're  come,  ftand  ready,  and  look  nobly. 
And  with  all  humble  Reverence  receive  'em. 
Our  Lives  depend  upon  their  gentle  Pities, 
And  Death  waits  on  their  Anger. 

Mor,  Sure  they're  Fairies. 

Tib.  Nay,  be  they  Devils,  Devils  of  Flelh  and  Blocd ; 
After  fo  long  a  Lent^  and  tedious  Voyage, 
To  me  they're  Angels. 

Fran,  O  for  fome  Eringoes ! 

Lam,  Potatoes,  or  Cantharides*    Tb.  Peace,  Rogues^ 
That  buy  Abilities  of  your  Apothecaries ; 
Had  I  but  took  the  Diet  of  green  Chetfe, 
And  Onions  for  a  Month,  I  could  do  Wonders; 

Rof  Are  thefe  the  Jewels  you  run  mad  for What  can 
You  fee  in  one  of  thefe,  to  whom  you  would 
Vouchfafe  a  gentle  Touch  ?  Can  nought  p^rfuade  you 
To  love  yourfelves,  and  place  your  Happinefs 
In  cold  and  chafte  Embraces  of  each  other  ? 

Jul.  This  is  from  the  purpofe. 

Hip.  We  had  your  grant  to  have  them  as  chey  were. 

Cla.  *Tis  a  beauteous  Creature, 
And  to  myfelf,  I  do  appear  deform'd. 
When  I  confider  her,  and  yet  fhe  is 
The  Stranger's  Sifter ;  why  then  ihould  I  fear  ? 
She  cannot  prove  my  Rival. 

•    •H4       \  Rof, 
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Rof.  When  you  repent 
That  you  refus'd  my  Counfel,  may  it  add 
To  your  Afflidions,  (28)  that  you  were  fore warn'd. 
Yet  ieap'd  into  the  Gulph  of  your  Misfortunes : 
But  have  your  Wiflies. 

Mafi.  Now  Ihe  makes  to  us. 
Amin.  I  am  inftruded,  buc.take  heed,  now,  Albert ^ 
You  prove  not  falfe. 

Jib.  Ye  are  your  own  afiftj ranee, 
And  fo  acquainted  with  your  own  Perfedlions, 
That  weak  doubts  cannot  reach  you,  therefore  fear  not, 

Rof,  That  you  are  poor  and  miferable  Men, 
My  Eyes  inform  me    that  without  our  Succours, 
Hope  cannot  flatter  you  to  dream  of  Safety, 
The  prefent  plight  you  are  in,  can  relblve  you  j 
That  to  be  merciful  is  to  draw  near 
The  Heav'nly  E(rence  ;  whether  you  will  be 
Thankful,  1  do  not  queftion  i  nor  demand 
What  Country  bred  you,  what  your  Nlmes,  what  Manners , 
To  us  it  is  fufHcient  we  relieve 
Such  as  have  Shapes  of  Men,  and  I  command  you, 
As  we  are  not  ambitious  to  know 
Farther  of  you,  that  you  on  pain  of  Death 
Prefume  not  to  enquire  what  we  are, 
Or  whence  deriv'd. 

Jib,  In  all  things  we  obey  you. 
And  thankfully  we  ever  fhall  confef? 
Ourfclves  your  Creatures. 

 that  you  loere  forward,]  What  an  Abfurdity  this  fen- 

feble  Woman  is  guilty  of,  by  putting  fo  ridiculous  a  Word  as  fornfsard  into 
licr  Mouth,  the  Reader  can*t  bat  eafily  fee;  for  certainly  if  the  Ladies 
her  Companions  wtic  fornvard,  hafy,  and  inconfideratty  it  wou*d  be 
lb  far  from  being  a  Wonder  they  fhuuM  not,  that  they  were  the  more 
likely  to  take  a  rafn  Leap  into  Misfortune's  Gulph.  So  much  nonfenfi- 
cz\  Reafoning  dees  the  omiiTion  but  of  a  fmgle  Letter  lay  the  Foun- 
dation of:  But  read  as  I  did,  before  Mr.  Se^jjard  gave  me  his  Diredion 
for  fo  doing. 

 that  you  "Mere  forewarn'd. 

And  then  this  Lady  talks  like  a  Woman  of  Difcretion  and  Experience, 
the  whole  Speech  is  fenfible  and  becoming  her  Charadlcr. 
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RoJ,  You  fpeak  as  becomes  you ; 
Firft  then,  and  willingly,  deliver  up 
Thofe  Weapons  wc  could  force  from  you- 

Alb.  We  lay  'em  down  moll  gladly  at  your  Feet. 

Tib,  I  have  had  many  a  Combat  with  a  tall  Wench, 
But  never  v/as  difarm'd  before. 

Rof.  And  now  hear  Comfort, 
Your  Wants  fhall  be  fupply'd ;  and  though  it  be 
A  Debt  Women  may  challenge,  to  be  fued  to, 
Efpecially  from  fuch  they  may  command, 
We  give  up  that  Power  to  you,  and  therefore 
Freely  each  make  his  Choice. 

Fran.  Then  here  I  fix.  . 

Mor.  T>fay,  (he  is  mine :  I  ey'd  her  firft. 

Lam,  This  mine. 

Tib,  Stay, 

Good  Rafcals  ;  you're  too  forward,  Sir  Gallant, 
You  are  not  giving  order  to  a  Taylor 
For  the  Fafhion  of  a  new  Suit ; 
Nor  are  you  in  your  Warehoufe,  Mafter  Merchant, 
Stand  back,  and  give  your  betters  leave  ;  your  betters ; 
And  grumble  not,  if  you  do,  as  I  love  Meat 
I  will  fo  fwinge  the  fait  Itch  out  of  you — 
Know  Captain,  Mafter,  and  the  reft  of  us. 
That  are  Brothers,  and  good  Fellows,  we  have  been 
Too  late  by  th*  Ears,  and  yet  fmart  for  our  Follies; 
To  end  therefore  all  future  Emulation : 
If  you  pleafe 

To  truft  to  my  Ele(5lion,  you  ftiall  fay 
I  am  not  partial  to  myfelf ;  I  doubt  not 
To  give  Content  to  all. 
All.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Jib.  Then  but  obferve,  how  learned  and  difcreetly 
I  will  proceed ;  and  as  a  skilful  Dodor 
In  all  the  quirks  belonging  to  the  Game, 
Read  over  your  Complexions ;  for  you.  Captain, 
Being  firft  in  place,  and  therefore  to  be  ferv'd  firft, 
I  give  my  Judgment  thus ;  for  your  AfptcSt, 
You're  much  inclin'd  to  Melancholy,  and  that 
Tells  me  the  fuUen  Saturn  had  predominance 
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At  your  Nativity  ;  a  malignant  Planet  I 
And  if  not  qualified  by  a  Iweet  Conjundion 
Of  a  foft  and  ruddy  Wench,  born  under  Fems^  * 
It  may  prove  fatal,  therefore  to  your  Arms 
1  give  this  rofe-cheek*d  Virgin. 

Cla,  To  my  Wifli ; 
Till  now  I  never  was  happy; 

Amin,  Nor  I  curs'd. 

Ttk  Mafter, 

You're  old,  yet  love  the  Game,  that  I  perceive  too. 
And  if  not  well  fpurr'd  up,  you  may  prove  rufly  j 
Therefore  to  help  ye,  htxt^s  a,  Bradumuntat 
Or  I  am  cozen'd  in  my  Calculation. 

Cro,  A  poor  old  Man  allotted,  to  my  fhare  ! 

^ib.  Thou  v/culd'H  have  two^  nay,  rather,  \  think 
twenty; 

But  fear  not  Wench,  though  he  be  old  he's  tough. 
Look  on  his  making,  he'Ji  not  fail  I  warrant  thee. 

Rof:  A  merry  Fellow, 
And  were  not  Man  a  Creature  I  deteft 
I  could  indure  his  Company. 

Tib,  Here's  a  fair  herd  of  Does  before  me, . 
And  now  for  a  barren  one  : 
For,  though  I  like  the  fport,  I  do  not  love 
To  Father  Children  :  like  th'  Grand  Signior^ 
Thus  then  I  walk  in  my  Seraglio, 
And  view  'em  as  1  pafs,  then  draw  I  forth 
My  Handkerchief,  and  having  made  my  choice, 
I  thus  bellow  it. 

Rof,  On  me. 

Sib,  On  you  ;  and  now  my  Choice  is  made, 
To  it,  you  hungry  Rafcals. 

JIK  Excellent. 

Amin,  As  you  love  Goodnels, 
It  makes  me  fmile  i'th'  height  of  all  my  Fears. 

Cla,  What  a  ftrong  Contention  you  may  behold 
Between  my  Mother's  Mirth  and  Anger.    Tib,  Nay, 
No  coynefs,  now  be  Miftrefsof  your  Word, 
1  muft  and  will  enjoy  you.    Rof.  Be  advis'd,  Fool ; 
Alas  1  am  old  j  how  canft  thou  hope  content 

From 
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From  one  that's  fifty  ?    ^ib.  Never  talk  of  it ; 

I  have  known  good  ones  at  threefcore  and  upwards  j 

Befides  the  Weather's  hot. 

And  Men  that  have  Experience,  fear  Fevers  : 

A  temperate  Diet  is  the  only  Phyfick. 

Your  JuUpSy 

Nor  Guiacum^  Prunellos,  Camphire  Pills,  nor 
Goord'Water^  come  not  near  to  your  old  Woman  ; 
Youthful  Stomachs  are  ftilJ  craving,  though  there  be 
Nought  left  to  ftop  their  Mouths  with  ;  and  believe  me 
I. am  no  frequent  giver  of  thofe  Bounties  : 
Laugh  on,  laugh  on,  good  Gentlemen  pray  do, 
I  fhall  make  Holiday  and  fleep,  when  you 
Dig  i'th'  Mines  till  your  Hearts  a ke. 

Rof.  A  mad  Fellow. 
Well,  Sir,  Til  give  you  hearing,  and  as  I  like 
Your  Wooing,  and  Difcourfe  5 —  (29)  But  I  muft  tell 
ye,  Sir, 

That  rich  Widows  look  for  great  Sums  in  prefent. 
Or  aflurances  of  ample  Jointures. 
Tib.  That  to  me  is  eafie, 

(2^)  Biif  1  mufi  tell  ye,  Sir, 

T^hat  rich  Wido-ws  look  for  great  Sums  tn  p  efent. 

Or  ajjurances  of  ample  Jointures. 
Tib.  ^hat  to  me  is  eafie. 

For  inflantly  Til  do  it ;  ]  As  I  have  not  the  care  of  fend-. 

ing  this  Play  to  tjie  Prefs,  I  cannot,  without  tranfcribing  almoft  the 
whole,  reftore  it  to  its  Meafure,  which  1  think  recoverable,  tho'  now 
in  a  very  (hocking  Confufion.  Mr.  Sympfon,  (being  very  cautious  of 
taking  too  great  Liberties  with  the  1  ext)  feems  to  defpair  of  its  Reco- 
very. 1  will  therefore  give  one  more  Inftance,  to  Ihew  that  the  Tjanf- 
pofition  of  Words  is  the  chief  Corruption  ;  and  then  leave  it  to  him, 
whether  he  will  chufe  to  let  our  Authors  Play  appear  in  the  fame  mot- 
ley Drefs  we  found  it,  or  endeavour  to  reftore  ic  to  its  proper  Fafliion  ; 
/.  e,  not  to  modern  Verfification,  but  to  the  Meafure  which  ihe 
generality  of  our  Authors  Plays  appear  in.  The  Sir  and  T^hat,  in  the 
two  firil  Lilies  now  quoted,  feem  mifplac'd  by  the  Player;  ar^d  the 
For  in  the  lall  Line  is  taken  from  the  third,  by  an  accidental  Slip  of 
the  Printer's  Eye.    I  read, 

■  But  I  mufi  tell  you  that 

Rich  Wido°Ms  look.  Sir,  for  great  Sums  in  prefent. 
Or  for  ajjurances  of  atnple  Jointures, 
Tib.  lhat  to  m's  eafy^  infiiintlj  FIJ  in't.,,  Mr.  S^-iv^rd. 
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For  inftantly  I'll  do  it ;  hear  me  Comrades,  * 

Alh,  What  fay'ft  thou,  tihalt? 

Tib.  Why,  that  to  woo  a  Wench  with  empty  Hands 
Is  no  good  Heraldry  ;  therefore  let's  to  th'  Gold, 
And  fhare  it  equal,  'twill  fpeak  for  us  more  than 
A  thoufand  Compliments  or  Cringes,  Ditties 
Stolen  from  Petrarch^  or  Difcourfe  from  Ovid  5 
Bcifides,  'twill  beget  us  refped. 
And  if  ever  (30^  Fortune  friend  us  with  a  Barque, 
Largely  fupply's  with  all  Provifion. 

jilb.  Well  advis'd,  defer  it  not. 

T^ib.  Are  ye  all  contented  ? 
We  are. 

Tib.  Let  us  away  then,  ftraight  we  will  return. 
And  you  {hall  fee  our  Riches.  \^xeunt,']    (31)  Cla,  Since 
I  knew 

What  Wonder  and  Amazement  was,  I  ne'er 
Was  fo  tranfported.    Why  weep  ye,  gentle  Maid  ? 
There  is  no  danger  here  to  fuch  as  you  s 

Banifh 

(30)   Fortune  friend  us  nvith  a  Banquet, 

Largely  fupplys  luith  all  Pro'vijion.']  Tibalt,  who  is  here 
reckoning  up  tne  Advantages  that  Gold  would  purchafe  'em,  goes  on 
very  regularly  and  fenfibly,  till  he  comes  to  the  Conclufion  of  his 
Speech  ;  and  then  all  of  a  fudden  degenerates  into  Tautology,  if  not 
Konfenfe,  for  one  of  them  this  Paffage  abfolutely  is. 

If  ever  Fortune  friend  us  with  a  Banquet, 
Largely  fupply's  with  all  Provijion. 

That  is.  If  ever  Fortune  provides  for  us  plentifully^  uoe  fhall  he,  hy 
means  of  this  Geld,  provided  for  plentifully.  The  Reader,  I  imagine, 
is  by  this  time  very  well  fatisfy'd  that  Barque^  and  not  Banquet,  is  the 
true  Reading,  which  I  have  recovcr'd  from  the  Folio  of  1647. 

(5 1 )  Rof  Since  Ikneiv  nvhat  Wonder  and  /Imazement  was.  &c,]  This 
fcems  quite  out  o^ Charafter,  imlefs  Rofellia\\2A  fpokcit  below,  upon 
Sight  of  her  own  Treafure. .  But  I  racher  think  Clarinda  (hould  fpeak 
this  as  well  as  what  follows ;  and  it  runs  in  Meafure,  when  printed 
properly, 

Qj.  — »         Jince  I  knew 

What  Wonder  and  Amazement  was,  I  ne'er 
Was  fo  tranfported.    Why  weep  ye,  gentle  Maid  P 
If  it  is  objedled  that  the  laft  Line  has  a  Syllable  too  much,  it  mull  be 
obferved,  that  where  a  Paufe  happens  in  the  Middle  of  a  Verfe,  it  is 
common  with  our  Authors,  and  Shakefpear,  to  fling  in  a  redundant 

Syllabic ; 
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Banifti  air  Fear,  for  with  us  I  dare  promife 
You  (hall  meet  all  courteous  Entertainment.    Qro,  Wc 
Efteem  ourfelves  mod  happy  in  you.    Hip,  And  blefs 
Fortune  that  brought  you  hither. 

Cla,  Hark  in  your  Ear  ;  * 
1  love  you  as  a  Friend  already,  e'er  long 
You  fhall  call  me  by  a  nearer  Name,  1  wiHi 
Your  Brother  well ;  I  know  you  apprehend  me. 

Amin.  Ay,  to  my  Grief  I  do. 
Alas  good  Ladies,  there  is  nothing  left  me 
But  Thanks,  to  pay  ye  with.    Cla,  That's  more  than  yet 
You  ftand  ingaged  for. 

Enter  Albert,  Tibalt,  and  the  rejl  with  Treafure.  j 

Rof,  So  foon  return'd ! 

Alb,  Here  ;  fee  the  Idol  of  the  Lapidary  ! 

Tib.  Thefe  Pearls,  for  which  the  flavifh  Negro  dives 
To  th'  bottom  of  the  Sea. 

La7n,  To  get  which  th'  induftrious  Merchant  touches 
At  either  Pole.    Fran.  The  never- failing  purchafe 
Of  Lordfhips,  and  of  Honours. 

Mor,  The  World's  Miftrefs, 
That  can  give  every  thing  to  the  Pofleflbrs. 

Maft.  For  which  the  Sailors  fcorn  tempeftuous  Winds^ 
And  fpit  defiance  in  the  Sea.    Tib,  Speak,  Lady  ; 
Look  we  not  lovely  now  ? 

Rof,  Yes;  Omy  Stars! 
Be  you  for  ever  bicft  now,  that  have  brought 
To  my  revenge  thefe  Robbers ;  take  your  Arrows,  ' 
And  nail  thefe  Monfters  to  the  Earth. 

*  SylUble ;  and  it  certainly  does  not  ofFend  the  niceft  Ear,   that  is  not 
fetter'd  with  modern  Prejudices.  In  the  two  following  Lines  of  this  fame 
Speech,  a  Word  has  got  from  the  firft  Line  into  the  fecond,.  inftead  of 
Banijh  Fear,  for  nvith  us  I  dare  promife 
T m  Jhall  meet  all  courteous  Entertainment, 
The  Original  moft  certainly  ran, 

Banijh  all  Fear,  for  ivith  us  I  dare  promife 
You  Jhall  meet  courteous  Entertainment. 

Cro.  '   tf^g 

EJleem  ourfelnjes  moji  happy  in  yon. 

Hip.   —  'And  bUjs 

Fortum  that  &c.  Mr.  Se-wari. 

AH. 
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AW,  What  mean  yc,  Lady  ? 
In  what  have  we  offended  ? 

Rof.  O  fry  Daughter  ! 
And  you  Companions  with  me  in  all  Fortunes, 

Eook  on  thefe  Caskets,  and  thefe  JeWfels,  

Thcfe  were  our  own,  when  firft  we  put  to  Sei 
With  good  Sehaftian  \  and  thefe  the  Pirates 
That  not  alone  deprived  him  of  this  Treatufe, 
But  alfo  took  his  Life. 

Cro.  Part  of  my  Prefertt 
I  well  remember  was  niinc  own.    Hip,  Arid  thefe 
Were  mine  too.    Jul.  Sure  I  have  \vt)fn  thi^  JeWel. 

Rof,  Wherefore  do  ye  flay  then, 
And  not  perform  my  ftridt  Command  ? 

Jlh,  O  Heav'n! 
W^hat  cruel  Fate  puffucs  us. 

Tih.  I'm  ferv*d  well  enough. 
That  mud  be  offering  of  Jointures,  Jewels 
And  precious  Stones,  more  than  I  brought  with  me. 

Rof,  Why  fhoot  ye  not  ? 

Cla,  Hear  me  dear  Mother  ; 
And  when  the  greateft  Cruelty  is  Juftice, 
Do  not  lliew  Mercy  :  Death  to  thefe  ftarv'd  Wretches 
Is  a  Reward,  not  Puriifhment  •,  let  *em  live 
To  undergo  th*  full  weight  of  your  Difpleafure. 
And  that  they  may  have  Senfe  to  feel  the  Torments 
They  have  deferv'd,  allow  'em  fome  fmall  Pittance, 
To  linger  out  their  Tortures. 

Riof,  'Tjs  well  counfell'd. 

y///..  And  we  will  foUow't. 

jilh.  Hear  us  fpeak.  " 

Rof.  Peace,  Dogs. 
Bind  'em  faft  j  when  Fury  hath  giv'n  w^y  to  Reafon, 
I  will  determine  of  their  Sufferings, 
Which  fhall  be  horrid.    Vengeance,  though  flow-pac'd, 
At  length  o'ertakes  the  guilty  ;  and  the  Wrath 
Of  the  incenfed  Powers,  will  fall  moft  fure 
On  wicked  Men,  when  they  are  moft  fecure. 
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A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Raymond,  Sebaftian,  Nicufa,  and  Sailors. 

I  Saih  T  T  E R  E's  nothing,    Sir,   but  Poverty  and* 
\\     Hunger ; 
No  Promile  of  Inhabitahce, 

Neither  track  of  Bead,  nor  foot  of  Man  ;    we've  fearcht 
This  rocky  Defart  all,  yet  can't  difcover 
Any  Afllirance 

Here  is,  or  hath  been  fuch  Men.    2  Sail  Not  a  Reliquc 
Of  any  thing  they  wore,  nor  mark  left  by  'em,^ 
Either  to"find  Relief, 

Or  to  warn  others  from  the  like  Misfortune. 
Believe  it.  Sir,  thefe  Fellows  are  both  falfe, 
And^  to  get  a  little  Succour  in  their  Mifcry, 
Have  fram'd  this  cunning  Tale. 

Ray,  The  Ship,  1  know,  is  French^  and  own'd  by 
Pirates, 

If  not  by  Aihtrt  my  arch  Enemy. 

You  told  me  too  there  was  a  Woman  with  'em, 

A  young  and  handfome  Woman. 

Seh,  There  was  fo,  Sir. 

Ray\  And  fuch  and  fuch  young  Gallants. 

Kic.  We  told  true,  Sir, 
That  they'd  no  means  to  quit  this  Ifle.    Ray,  And  that 
Amidft  their  Mutiny,  to  fave  your  Lives, 
You  got  their  Ship. 

Seh,  All  is  mod  certain.  Sir. 

Ray.  Where  are  they  then  ?  Where  are  thefe  Men 
Or  Woman?  We  are  landed,  where  your  Faiths 
Did  afTure  us  we  could  not  mifs  their  Sights. 
For  this  good  News  we  took  ye  to  our  Mercy, 
Reliev'd  ye,  when  the  furious  Sea,  and  Famine 
Strove,  which  (hould  fir  ft  devaur  ye;   cloath'd,  and 

cherifht  ye  ; 
Us'd  ye  as  thofe  ye  fay  ye  are. 
Fair  Gentlemen,  now  keep  your  words,  and  fhew  us 
This  Company,  your  own  freq  Pities  fpoke  of, 

Thefe 
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Thefe  Men  ye  left  in  Mifery  ;  the  Woman.^ 
Men  of  thofe  noble  Breedings  you  pretend  to 
Should  fcorn  to  lye,  or  get  their  Food  with  Fallliood  \ 
Direct  us,  come. 

Seh,  Alas,  Sir,  they  arc  gone. 
But  by  what  Means,  or  Providence,  we  know  not. 

2  Sail,  Was  not  the  Captain 
A  Fellow  of  a  fiery,  yet  brave  Nature, 
A  middle  Stature,  and  of  brown  Complexion  ? 

Nic,  He  was,  Sir, 

Ray,  'Tv!2LS  Albert^ 
And  my  poor  wretched  Sifter. 

z  Sail.  'Twas  he  certain, 
I  ha'  been  at  Sea  with  him,  many  times  at  Sea. 

Ray.  Come,  fhew  us  thefe  Men  ; 
Shew  us  prefently,  and  do  not  dally  with  us. 

Seh,  We  left  *cm  here  ;   What  fliould  we  fay.  Sir  ? 
here,  in 

This  Place.  2  Sail  The  Earth  can't  fwallow  *em;  they 

have 

No  Wings,  they  can't  fly  fure.    Ray,  You  told  us  too 
Of  heaps  of  Treafure,  and  of  Sums  conceal'd. 
That  fet  their  Heart  a-fire    we  fee  no  fuch  thing. 
No  fuch  a  figH  ;  What  can  ye  fay  to  purge  ye  ? 
What  have  ye  done  v/ith  thefe  Men  ^ 

Nic.  We,  Sir? 

Ray.  You,  Sir-, 
For  certain  I  believe  ye  faw  fuch  People. 

Seh.  By  all  that's  good,  by  all  that's  pure  and  honeft. 
By  all  that's  holy  

Ray,  I  dare  n't  credit  ye ; 
Ye've  fo  abus'd  my  hope,  that  now  I  hate  ye. 

I  Sail,  Let's  put  'em  in  their  ragged  Cloaths  again. 
Captain,  for  certain  they  are  Knaves,  let's  e'ea 
Deliver  'em  to  their  old  fruitful  Farm  s 
Here  let  'cm  walk  the  Ifland. 

Seh,  If  ye  do  fo,  we  fhall  but  curfe  your  Mercies. 

Nic.  Rather  put  us  to  Sea  again. 

Ray,  Not  fo. 
Yet  this  I'll  do  ;  becaufe  ye  fay  ye're  Chriftians, 

Though 
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Though  I  hardly  credit  ic  ;  bring  in  the  Boat,  .' 
And  ail  aboard  again,  but  thefe  two  Wretches  j 
Yet  leave  'em  four  Days  iVIeat.    If  in  that  time 

CFor  I  will  fearch  all  Nooks  of  this  ftrange  Ifland) 
I  can  difcover  any  Trad  of  thefe  Men, 
Ahve  or  dead,  1*11  bear  ye  off,  and  honour  ye  5 
If  not,  yeVe  found  your  Graves :  and  To  farev^^el. 

1  ^ ,  \Exeunt, 

1    Kic.  That  Goodnefs  dwells  above,  and  knows  us  in- 

'  nocenr.  ^ 

Comfort  Qur  Lives,  and  at  his  Pleafure  quit  us. 

Seb.  Come  Coufin,  come,  old  Time  will  end  our  Story  \ 
But  no  time,  (if  we  end  well)  ends  our  Glory.  \_Exeunt. 

EnCer  Rofellia,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hippolita, 
and  Juletta. 

Rof.  Ufe  'em  with  all  th'  Aufterity  that  may  be. 
They  are  our  Slaves  ; 
Turn  all  thofe  Pities,  tender  Reludtations 
That  fhould  become  your  Sex,  into  ftern  Anger  ; 
'  And  when  ye  look  on  'em,  look  with  thofe  Eyes 
That  wept  thofe  bitter  Sorrows, 
Thofe  Cruelties  ye  fufFer'd  by  their  Rapines. 
Some  five  Days  hence  tiiat  blefled  Hour  comes 
Mofl:  happy  once  to  rne,  that  knit  this  Hand 
To  my  dear  Husband's, 

And  both  our  Hearts  in  mutual  Bands,    That  hour^ 
Ladies— 

Clci.  What  of  that  hour  ? 

Rof.  Why,  on  that  hour.  Daughter, 
And  in  the  height  of  all  our  Celebrations, 
Our  dear  Remembrances  of  that  dear  Man^ 
And  thofe  that  fuffer'd  with  him,  our  fair  Kinfmen, 
Their  Lives  fhall  fall  a  Sacfifice  to  Vengeance, 
Their  Lives  that  ruin'd  his  •,  'tis  a  full  Juftice. 
I  will  look  glorious  in  their  Bloods  ;  and  the 
Moft  noble  Spirit  of  Sehafian^ 
That  perifht  by  the  Pride  of  thefe  French  Pirates, 
Shall  fmilc  in  Heav'n,  and  blefs  the  Hand  that  kih'd  'cm. 
Look  ftridly  all  unto  your  Prifoners 
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For  he  that  makes  a  fcape  beyond  my  Vengeance, 
Or  entertains  a  hope  by  your  fair  Ufage— - 
Take  heed,  I  fay,  ihe  that  deceives  my  Truft— — 

Again  take  heed  y  her  Lire          and  that's  but 

neither 

Her  life  in  all  the  Tortures 

My  Spirit  can  put  on          yf//.  We  fhall  be  careful. 


Cla.  You're  angry  Mother,  and  ye're  old  too, 
Forgetting  what  Men  are  ;  but  \ve  lliall  temper  ye. 
How  fare  your  Prifoners,  Ladies  ?  in  what  forms 
Do  they  appear  in  their  Affliclions  ? 

JuL  Mine  fare  but  poorly  ^  for  fo  I'm  commanded  5 
'Tis  none  of  their  fault. 
^  C/^.  Of  what  fort  are  they  ? 

Jii!.  They  fay  they're  Gentlemen,  but  they  fhew  Mun- 
grels. 

Ch.  How  do  they  fuffer  ? 

Jul.  Faith  like  Boys, 
They  are  fearful  in  all  Fortunes  ;  when  I  fmile 
They  kneel,  and  beg  to  have  that  Face  continued. 
And  like  poor  Slaves,  adore  the  Ground  I  go  on. 
When  I  frown,  they  hang  their  mod  dejected  Heads, 
Like  fearful  Sheep-hounds   fnew  'em  a  cruft  of  Bread 
They'll  Saint  me  prefentiy  ;  and  skip  like  Apes 
For  a  fup  of  Wine.    I'll  whip  'eni  like  your  Hackneys, 
Saddle  'cnn,  ride  'em,  do  what  I  will  with  'em. 

Cia.  Tuihy  thefe  are  poor  things.     Have  they  Names 
like  Chrillians  ? 

Jiiiyevy  fair  Names ;  Franville^  Lamure  and  MoriJlat ; 
And  bx-ag  of  great  kindreds  too. 
They  offer  very  handfomely. 
But  that  I  am  a  Fool,  and  dare  not  venture. 
They  are  found  too  upon  my  Confcience, 
Or  very  near  upon  it.  • 

Cla.  Fy,  av/ay  Faol. 

Jul.  They  tell  me,  if  they  might  be  brought  before  you. 
They  would  reveal  things  of  ftrangc  confequence. 
Cla.  Their  bafe  poor  Fears. 
Jul.  Ay,  that  pjakes  me  hate  'em  coo  j 


Rcf.  Do  fo. 
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For  if  they  were  but  manly  to  their  Sufferance, 
Sure  I  fhould  ftrain  a  point  or  two. 

Cla,  An  hour  hence  1  will  take  a  view  of  'em, 
And  hear  their  Bufinefs.  .  Are  your  Men  thus  too  ? 

Cro,  Mine  ?  gentle  Madam,  no,  mine  were  not  caft 
In  fuch  bafe  Molds;  AfflidioiiS,  Tortures, 
Arc  Names  and  Natures  of  Delight,  to  my  Men  *, 
All  forts  of  Cruelties  they  meet  like  Pleafures. 
J  have  but  two,  the  one  they  call  Du-ponty 
l^ihaU  Du-pont ;  the  other  the  Ship-mafter. 

Cla,  Have  they  not  Lives  and  Fears  ? 

Cro,  Lives  they  have.  Madam  ; 
Bat  thofe  Lives  never  linkt  to  fuch  Companions 
As  Fears-or  Doubts  are. 

Cla,  Ufe  'em  nobly  ; 
And  where  you  find  fit  Siibje^ls  for  your  Pities^ 
Let .  it  become  ye  to  be  courteous 
My  Mother  will  not  always  be  thus  rigorous. 

Hip.  Mine  are  Sailors,  Madam, 
But  they  fleep  found,  and  feldom  trouble  me, 
Unlefs't  be  when  they  dream  fometimes  of  Fights 
And  Tempefts ;  then  they  rore  and 
Whiftle  for  Cans  of  Wine,  and  dov/n  they  fling  me ; 
And  in  that  Rage,  (^for  they  are  violent  Fellows)     [me  j 
They  play  fuch  Freaks.    If  they  have  Meat,  they  thank 
•  If  none. 

They  heartily  defire  to  be  hang'd  quickly. 

And  this  is  all  they  care.    Cla,  Look  to  'em  diligently^ 

And  where  your  Pities  tell  yc  they  deferve, 

Give  Comfort. 

Ail.  We  will.  [Exeunt, 
l_  Cla,  Come  hither,  be  not  frighted : 

Entir  Aminta. 

Think  not  ye  fteal  this  Liberty,  for  we  give  it ; 
Your  tender  Innocence  aflures  me,  Virgin, 
Ye  had  no  fhare  in  thofe  Wrongs  thefe  Men  did  us  j 
I  find  ye  are  not  hardned  in  fuch  Mifchiefs. 
Your  Brother  was  mif-led  fure,  f 
Fc-ajly  mif-led. 

I  2  j^minl 
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Ajnin.  How  much  I  fear  thefe  Pities ! 

Cla.  Certain  he  was,  fo  much  I  pity  him  ; 
And  for  your  fake,  whofe  Eyes  plead  for  him  ;  nay. 
For  his  own  fake.  Amin.  Ha !  Clci.  For  I  fee  about  hin^, 
(Women  have  fubtil  Eyes,  and  look  narrowly  \ ) 
Or  I  am  much  abus'd  ;  many  fair  Promifes  j 
Nay  beyond  thofe  too,  many  fhadow'd  Virtues. 

Jmin.  1  think  he's  good. 

Cla,  I  affure  m.yfeif  he  will  be 
And  out  of  that  Afuirance  take  this  Comfort, 
For  I  perceive  your  fear  hath  much  dejedted  ye. 
1  love  your  Brother 

Amhi.  Madam ! 

Cla,  Nay,  do  not  take  it  for  a  dream  of  favourj 
That  comfvjrts  in  the  Deep,  and  awake  vanifhes 
Indeed  1  love  him. 

Amin,  Do  ye  indeed  ? 

Cla,  You  doubt  ftiil,  'caufe  ye  fear  his  Safety  \ 
Indeed  he  is  the  fweetefl:  Man  I  e'er  faw  ; 
I  think  the  befV.    Ye  may  hear  without  Blufhes, 
And  give  thanks,  if  ye  pleafc,  for  this  my  Courtefie. 

Amin,  Madam,  1  ever  mud  ;  yet  witnefs  Heav'n, 
They  are  hard  puli'd  from  me.    Believe  me,  Madam, 
So  many  Imperfections  I  could  find, 
(Forgive  me,  Grace,  for  lying)  and  fuch  wants, 
('Tis  to  an  honed  ufe)  fuch  Poverties, 
Both  in  his  main  Proportion,  and  his  Mind  too  j 
There  are  a  hundred  handfomer  ;  (I  lye  leudly,) 
Your  noble  Ufage,  Madam,  hath  fo  bound  me  to  ye. 
That  I  mud  tell  ye  • 

Cla.  Come,  tell  your  word. 

Amin.  He  is  no  Husband  for  yc. 
I  think  ve  mean  in  that  fair  way. 

Cla,  Ye'vehitit. 

Amin,  I'm  fure 
Ye've  hit  my  Heart,  You  will  find  him  dangerous.  Madam, 
As  fickie  as  the  flying  Air,  proud,  jealous, 
Soon  glutted  in  your  Sweets,  and  foon  forgetful  5 
I  could  fay  more,  and  tell  ye  I've  a  Brother, 
Another  Brother,  that  fo  far  excells  this. 

Both 
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Both  in  the  Ornaments  of  Man,  and  making. 
Cla.  If  you 

Were  not  his  Sifler,  I  fliouid  doubt  ye  mainly  ; 

Doubt  ye  for  his  Love,  ye  deal  fo  cunningly. 

Do  not  abufe  me,  I  have  trufted  ye 

With  more  than  Life,  with  my  firft  Lovt    be  careful 

Of  me.  yf;/z/;?.*In  what  ufe.  Madam?  C/^.  In  this.  Lady ; 

Speak  to  him  for  me,  you  have  Power  upon  him  \ 

I'ell  him  I  love  him,  tell  him  I  dote  on  him  \ 

It  will  become  your  Tongue. 

Amin.  Become  my  Grave. 
O  Fortune,  O  curs'd  Fortune ! 

Cla.  Tell  him  his  Liberty, 

And  all  thofe  with  him    all  our  Wealth  and  Jewels*  «- 

Good  Sifter,  for  Til  call  ye  fo. 

Am'in.  I  fhall,  Lady, 
E'en  die,  I  hope. 

Cla.  Here's  Meat  and  Wine,  pray  take  it. 
And  there  he  lies  \  give  him  what  Liberty, 
But  ftill  conceal'd,  what  Pieafure  you  fhall  pleafe,  Sifter. 
He  ftiall  ne'er  v/ant  again.    Nay,  fee  an  you'll  take  it ! 
Why  do  you  ftudy  thus? 

Amin,  To  avoid  Mifchiefs,  if  they  e'er  fliouId  happen. 

Cla,  Go,  and  be  happy  for  me. 

Amm,  O  blind  Fortune  ! 
Yet  happy  thus  far,  I  ftiall  Jive  to  fee  him, 
In  what  ft  range  Defolation  lives  he  here  now  ? 
Sure  this  Curtain  will  reveal. 

Enter  Albert. 

Alh,  Who's  that?  ha! 
Some  gentle  Hand,  I  hope,  to  bring  me  Comfort.' 
Or  if  it  be  m v  Death,  'tis  fweetly  ftiadowed, 

Amin,  Have  ye  forgot  me.  Sir  ? 

Mb.  My  Aminta  ? 

Amin.  She,  Sir, 
That  walks  here  up  and  down  an  empty^Shadow  ; 
One,  that  for  feme  few  Hours 
But  wanders  here,  carrying  her  own  fad 'Coffin, 
Seeking  fome  defart  Place  to  lodge  her  Griefs  in» 

I  3  .  ... 
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Alh,  Sweet  Sorrow  welcome,  welcorriejioblc  Grief  j 
How  goc  you  this  fair  Liberty  to  fee  me  ? 
For  Sorrows  in  your  Shape  are  Strangers  to  me. 

Am'in,  I  come  to  counfel  ye. 

Alb,  Ye're  ftill  more  v/elcome  ; 
For  good  Friends  in  Afflictions  give  good  Counfds. 
Fray  then  proceed.  '  • 

Amin.  Pray  eat  FirH-,  ye  (hew  faint  j 
Here's  Wine  toe  to  refrcfh  ye. 

Alh,  1  thank  ye.  Dear. 

Arnin.  Drink  again. 

Alh,  Here's  to  cur  Loves         How  !  turn  and  weep  \ 

pray  pledge  it, 
This  Happinefs  we  yet  have  left,  our  Hearts 

Are  Free  Not  pledge  it?    Why  ?  

(^2)  Although  beneath  the  Ax  this  Health  were  holy. 
Why  do  ye  weep  thus } 

Amin.  I  am  come  to  woo  ye. 

Alb.  To  woo  me.  Sweet  ?  I'm  woo'd  and  won  already. 
You  know  I'm  yours.    This  pretty  way  becomes  ye. 
But  you  wculd 

Deceive  my  Sorrows ;  that  is  your  intenr. 

Amin,  \  would  I  could,  I  fhould  not  weep,  but  fmile. 
D'ye  like  your  Meat  and  Wine    Alh.  Like  it  ?  Amin.  Do 
you  like 

Your  Liberty  ?    Alh.  All  thefe  I  well  may  like. 

Alain.  Then  pray  like  her  that  fent  'em. 
Do  ye  like  Wealth,  and  moft  unequal'd  Be-auty  I 

Alh.  Peace,  Dear,  indeed  you'll  make  me  angry. 

Am:?:.  Would  1  v;ere  dead  that  ask  it, 
Then  ye  might  freely  like,  and  I  forgive  ye. 
f   Alh,  What  like,  and  who  P  Add  not  more  Milcry 
To  a  Man  that's  fruitful  in  Afflidions. 
Who  is't  you'd  have  me  like  ?  Who  fent  thefe  Comforts  ? 

Amin.  I  then  mufl  telJ. 

Alh.  Be  bold. 

Amiu,  But  be  you  temperate. 


{32)  And  though  beneath  ]    The  flight  Corruption  of  And 

ihQugb  for  Although,  Mr.  Seixard  faw  and  corfecied  widi  me. 

If 
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If  you  be  bold,  I  die.    The  young  fair  Virgin— 
(Sorrow  hath  made  me  old.)  O  hearken, 
And  wifely  hark — the  Governefs  Daughter, 
That  Srar  that  ilrikes  this  Illand  full  of  wonder. 
That  blooming  Sweetnefs.  Jib,  What  of  her?  Aniin,  She 
fent 

And. with  it— — 

It  mud  be  out—  (he  dotes  on  ye, 

And  muft  enjoy  ye,  eJfe  no  Joy  mufi.  find  ye. 

.  Jib,  And  have  you  th'  Patience  to  deliver  this  ? 

Amin.  A  Sifter  may  fay  much,  and  modefily. 

Alb,  A  Sifter  ? 

Amin.  Yes,  that  Name  undid  ye. 
Undid  us  both    had  ye  nam'd  Wife,  fii'ad  fear'd  ye. 
And  fear'd  the  Sin  ftie  foJlow'd  ;  (he  had  fhunn'd,  yea 
Her  Virgin  Modcfty  had  not  touch'd  at  ye. 
But  thinking  you  were  free,  hath  kindled  a  Fire, 
1  fear  will  hardly  be  extinguifh'd. 

Alb,  Indeed  I  play'd  the  Fool. 

Amin,  O  my  beft  Sir,  take  heed. 
Take  heed  of  Lies.  Truth,  though  it  trouble  fome  Mind?, 
Some  wicked  Minds,  that  are  both  dark  and  dangerous. 
Yet  it  preferves  itfelf,  comes  off  pure,  innocent. 
And  like  the  Sun,  though  never  fo  eclips'd, 
Muft  break  in  Glory.    O  Sir,  lye  no  more. 

Alb,  Ye've  read  me  a  fair  Ledture, 
And  put  a  Spell  upon  my  Tongue  for  feigning. 
But  how  will  you  counfel  now  ? 

Amin,  Ye  muft  ft udy  to  forget  me. 

Alb.  How? 

Amin.  Be  patient. 
Be  wife  and  patient,  it  concerns  ye  highly. 
Can  ye  lay  by  our  Loves.?  But  why  ftiould  I  doubt  it  ? 
.You  are  a  Man,  and  Men  may  fhift  Affe6lions 
'Tis  held  no  Sin.    To  come  to  the  Point, 
Ye  muft  lofe  me  *,  many  and  mighty  Reafons.- 

Alb,-  Hear  me,  Aminta  \ 
Have  you  a  Man  that  loves  you  too,  that  feeds  ye, 
That  fends  ye  Liberty  ?  Has  this  great  Governefs 
A  noble  Son  too,  young,  and  apt  to  catch  ye  ? 

I  4  Am 
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Am  I,  bccaufe  I  am  in  Bonds,  and  milerable. 

My  Health  decay 'd,  my  Youth  and  Strength  half  biafted, 

My  Fortune,  like  my  vvaicing  felr,  defpis'd  ? 

Am  I  for  this  forlaken  ?  A  new  Love  chofe. 

And  my  Affections,  like  my  Fortunes,  Wanderers? 

Take  heed  of  lying,  you  that  chid  me  for  it 

(And  fliew'd  how  deep  a  Sin  it  was,  and  dangerous.) 

Take  heed  yourleif ;  you  fwore  you  lov'd  me  dearly. 

No  few  nor  little  Oarhs  you  fwore,  Aminta^ 

T.hofe  feal'd  with  no  fmall  Faith,   I  then  alTur'd  myfclf, 

O  feek  out  no  new  ways  to  cozen  Truth. 

Amin,  I  do  not.  No,  by  Love  itfelf  I  love  thee, 
And  ever  mufl,  nor  can  all  Deaths  diffolve  it. 
Alh.  Why  do  you  urge  me  thus  then  ? 
Amin.  For  your  fafety. 
To  preferve  your  Life. 

Alh.  My  Life,  I  do  confefs,  is  hers,  fhe  gives  it> 
And  let  her  taj^e  it  back  again,  I  yield  it. 
My  Love's  entirely  thine,  none  fliail  touch  at  it ; 
None,  my  Aniinta^  none. 

Amin,  Ye've  made  me  happy. 
And  now  1  know  ye're  mine,  Fortune,  I  fcorn  thee. 
Go  to  your  rcfl,  and  I'll  fit  by  ye  ;  whilft  I 
Have  time  V\\  be  your  Mate,  and  comfort  ye. 
For  only  I  am  trufted :  You  fhali  want 
Nought,  not  a  liberty  that  I  can  fteal  ye. 

Alb.  May  we  not  celebrate  our  Loves,  Aminia  ? 
And  where  cur  Willies  cannot  meet. 

Amin.  Ycu'r.e  wanton. 
But  with  cold  Killes  I'll  allay  that  Fever; 
Look  for  no  more,  and  that  in  private  too. 
Believe  me,  I  fuall  blufn  elfe. 
Bur,  let's  confid-r,  v,'e  are  both  loft  elfe. 

Alb.  Let's  in,  and  prevent  Fate.  [^Exeunt^ 

Entcy  Grocaie,  Juletta,  Tibalt  and  Majler, 

Tib.  You  do  well 
To  air  us.  Ladies,  we  fliall  elfe  be  mudy, 
y^'nat  are  your  wife  Wills  now  ? 

CiG,  YouVe  very  crank  ftill.  • 

fib. 


T'he  Sea-Voyage.  137 

Tib.  Crank  as  a  Holy  Frier  fed  with  Hail-ftones. 
But  do  ye  bring  us  out  to  bait,  like  Bulls? 

Maft,  Or  are  you  weary  of  the  Charge  ye're  at? 
Turn  us  abroad  again,  let  us  jog.  Ladies  *, 
We're  grofs,  and  coarfe,  unfit  for  your  fweet  Pleafures. 

Tih,  Knock  off  our  Shoes, 
And  turn's  to  Grafs.    Cro.  You  are  determined 
Still  to  be  ftubborn  then?  it  well  becomes  ye. 

Tih.  An  Humour,  Lady,  that  contents  a  Prifoner. 
A  fullen  Fit  fometimes  ferves  for  a  fecond  Courfe. 

Jul.  Ye  may  as  well  be  kind,  and  gain  our  Favours ; 
Gain  Meat  and  Drink,  and  Lodging 
To  reft  your  Bones. 

Tih.  My  Bones  have  bore  me  thus  long. 
And  had  their  fhare  of  Pains  and  Recreations ; 
If  they  fail  now,  they  are  no  fair  Companions. 

Cro.  Are  ye  thus  harlh  to  all  our  Sex  ? 

Maft.  We  cannot  be  merry  without  a  Fidler, 
Pray  Itrike  up  your  Tabors,  Ladies. 

Cro.  The  Fools  defpife  us. 

Jul.  We  know  ye  now  are  very  hungry.    Tih.  Yes, 
'Tis  very  wholfom.  Ladies  j 
For  we  that  have  grofs  Bodies,  mull:  be  careful. 
Have  ye  no  piercing  Air  to  ftir  our  Stomachs  ? 
We  are  beholding  to  ye  for  our  Ordinary. 

Jul.  Why  Slaves, 
'Tis  in  our  Power  to  hang  ye.    Maft,  Very  likely 
Tis  in  our  Powers  then  to  be  hang'd,  and  fcorn  ye. 
Hanging's  as  fweet  to  us,  as  dreaming  to  you. 

Cro.  Come,  be  more  courteous. 

Jul,  Do,  and  then  ye  fliall 
Be  pleas'd,  and  have  all  Ncceffaries.    Tih.  Give  mc 
Some  Ratsbane  then. 

Cro,  And  pray,  why  Ratsbane,  Monfieur 

Tih,  We  live  like  Vermine  here,  eat  up  your  Cheefe, 
Your  iTK)uldy  Cheefe,  that  none  but  Rats  would  bite  at ; 
Therefore  'tis  juft  that  Ratsbane  lliouJd  reward  us 
We  are  unprofitable,  and  our  Ploughs  are  broken ; 
There  is  no  hope  of  Harveft  this  Year,  Ladies, 

Jul  Ye  fliall  have  all  content. 

Ma[l, 
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Maft.  (33)  Ay,  an  we'iJ  ferve  your  Ufes, 
I'd  rather  lerve  Hogs,  there  is  more  dchghc  in't ; 
Your  greedy  Appetites  are  never  fatisfted  ; 
Like  hungry  Camels  juft,  fleeping  or  waking 
You  chew  the  Cud  ftiJl. 

Cro,  By  this  Hand  we'll  flarve  ye. 

Maft.  'Tis  a  noble  Cou'rtefy.   1  had  as  lief  ye 
Should  famifli  me,  as  founder  mc  ;  to  be 
Jaded  to  Death,  's  fit  only  for  a  Hackney. 
Here  be  certain  Tarts  of  Tar  about-  me. 
And  parcels  of  Potargo  in  my  Jerkin, 
As  long  as  thefe  laft  ■ 

Jul.  Which  will  not  laft  ever. 

7th.  Then  we'll  cat  one  another  like  good  Fellows. 
A  Shoulder  of  his  for  a  Haunch  of  mine. 

Jul.  'Tis  excellent. 

^lib,  'Twill  be  as  we'll  drefs  it,  Ladies. 

Cro.  Why  fure  ye  are  not  Men  ? 
•  Maft,  Ye  had  beft  come  fearch  us, 
A  Seaman  is  feldom  without  a  fait  Eel. 

Tih.  I  am  bad  enough. 
And  in  my  Nature  a  notorious  Wenclier ; 
And  yet  ye  make  me  blufh  at  your  Immodefty. 
Tell  me,  good  Mafter,  didft  e'er  fee  fuch  things? 

Maft.  I  could  like  'em,  tho'  they  were  lewdly  giv'n. 
If  they  could  fay  no,  but  fie  on  'em,  " 
They  gape  like  Oyfters. 

Tih.  Well,  ye  may  hang,  or  ftarve  us  j 
But  your  commanding  Impudence  fhall  never 
Fear  us.  Had  ye  by  blufliing  Signs,  foft  Cunnings, 
Crept  into  us,  and  fhew'd  us  your  Neceflities ; 
We'd  met  your  Purpofes,  fupply'd  your  Wants. 

^(33)  ^^'^  nxjell  fern) e your  U/es.]  I  don't  fay  that  this  is  not 
Senle  when  fpoke  ironically  by  the  Majier,  but  I  believe  that  it  was 
originally  defign'd  for  Crocale,  as  there  appears  then  more  Humour  in 
the  ¥iajhr\  blunt  Reply.  Mr.  St^ard. 

1  can't  think  with  Mr,  Se^^ard  that  this  Line  is  at  all  mifplac'd,  'tis  a 
fevere  Sneer  upon  their  Keepers,  and  fuch  as  could  come  from  no  onev^ith 
greater  Propriety  than  him  who  fpcaks  it.  The  Difficulry  in  the  Senle 
ef  the  Line  coLfiils  in  millaking  the  meaning  of  And,  which  here  Hands 
for  If.  . 
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We  are  no  Saints  Ladies  *, 

I  love  a  good  Wench  as  I  love  my  Life, 

And  wich  my  Life  I  will  maintain  my  Love; 

But  fuch  a  fordid  Impudence  I'll  fpit  at.  • 

Let's  to  our  Dens  again.    Come,  noble  Mafter. 

You  know  our  Minds,  Ladies:  This  is  the  Faith 

In  which  we'll  die.  [Exeunt  Tibak  and  Mapr, 

Cro.  I  do  admire  'em. 

Jul,  They 

Are  noble  Fellows,  and  rhey  lhall  not  want. 

For  this.    Cro.  But  fee,  Clarinda  comes.  Farewel, 

ril  to  my  Charge.  [Exit. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Cla.  Bring  out  thofe  Prifoners  now,  and  let  me  fee  'em. 
And  hear  their  bufmefs. 

JuL  I  will.  Madam.  \^Exit, 
Cla.  I  hope  fhe  hath  prevail'd  upon  her  Brother. 
Sh'as  a  fweet  Tongue,  and  can  defcribe  the  Happinefs 
My  Love  is  ready  now  to  fling  on  him.  • 
And  fure  he  muft  be  glad,  and  certain,  wonder. 
And  blefs  the  Hour  that  brought  him  to  this  Ifland. 
1  long  to  hear  the  full  Joy  that  he  labours  with. 

E'nter  Juletta,  Morillat,  Franville,  and  Lamure. 

Mor.  Blefs  thy  Divine  Beauty. 

Fran.  Mirror,  of  Sweetnefs. 

Lam.  Ever-fpringing  Brightnefs. 

Cla.  Nay,  lland  up  Gentlemen,  and  leave  your  Flatteries, 

Mor.  She  ca^ls  us  Gentlemen,  fure  we  fiiall  have 
Some  Meat  now. 

Cla.  I  am  a  mortal  Creature,  worfliip  Heav'n, 
And  give  thefe  Attributes  to  their  Divinities. 
Methinks  ye  look  but  thin.    Mor,  Oh  we  are  flarv'd, 
Im.morcal  Beauty.    La7?i.  V*^e're  all  poor  ftarv'd  Knaves. 

Fran.  Neither  Liberty  nor  Meat,  Lady. 

Mor.  We  were  handfome  Men,  and  Gentlemen,  and 
fweet  Men, 

And  were  once  gracious  in  the  Eyes  of  Beauties; 

But  now  we  look  like  Rogues,  like  poor  ftarv'd  Rogvies. 
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Cla.  What  would  ye  do,  if  ye  were  to  die  now? 

Fran.  Alas,  we  were  prepared.   If  you  will  hang  us, 
Let's  have  a  good  Meal  or  two  to  die  with, 
To  put  us  into  heart. 

Mor.  Or  if  you'll  drown  us, 
Let  us  be  drunk  firft,  that,  we  may  die  merrily, 
And  blefs  the  Founders. 

Cla.  Ye  fhan't  die  fo  ha(lily. 
What  dare  ye  all  do  to  defer ve  my  Favour? 

Lam,  Put  us  to  any  Service. 

Fran,  Any  Bondage, 
Ijcl's  but  live. 

Mor.  We'll  get  a  world  of  Children,  for  we  know 
Ye're  unprovided  hainoufly  that  way  ; 
And  ye  (hall  beat  us  whene'er  we  offend  ye ; 
Beat  us  abundantly,  and  take  our  Meat  from's. 

Cla,  Thefe  are  weak  abjecl  things,  that  fhew  ye  poor  ones. 
What's  the  great  Service  ye  fo  oft  have  threatned, 
If  ye  might  fee  me  bur,  and  win  my  Favour  ? 

Jul.  That  bufinefs  of  Difcov'ry. 

Mor.  Oh  Pll  tell  ye  Lady. 

Lam.  And  fo  will  I. 

Frati.  And  1.    Pray  let  me  fpeak  firfl:. 

Mor.  Good,  no  Confufion. 
We  are  before  a  Lady  that  knows  Manners ; 
And  by  tne  next  Meat  I  (hall  eat  'tis  certain. 
This  little  Gentlewoman  that  was  taken  with  us* 

Cla.  Your  Captain's  Sifter,  fhe  you  mean  ?  Mor.  Ay,  ay, 
She  is  the  bufinefs  that  we'd  open  to  ye. 
You're  cozen'd  in  her. 
'  La?n.  How,  what  is't  you  would  open  ? 

Fran.  She  is  no  Sifter. 

Mor.  Good  Sirs,  how  quick  you  are. 
She  is  no  Sifter,  Madam. 

Fran.  She  is  his  » 

Mor.  Peace,  1  fay. 

Qa.  Whatislhe? 

Mor.  Faith,  fweet  Lady, 

She's  as  a  Man  would  fay,  his  

Qa,  What? 

Lam, 
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Lam,  His  Miftrefs. 

Mor,  Or,  as  fome  new  Tranflators  read,  his  — 
Clar,  Oh  me  ! 

Mor.  And  why  he  fliould  delude  yon  thus,  unlefs 

He  meant  fome  VilJany,  thefe  ten  Weeks  he  has 

Had  her  at  Sea,  for  his  own  proper  Appetite. 

Lain,  His  Cabin  Mate,  1*11  afiiire  ye. 

Cla.  No  Sifter,  fay  ye  ? 

Mor,  No  more  than  I  am  Brother  to  your  Beauty. 
I  know  not  why  he  fhould  juggle  thus. 
Cla.  Do  not  lye  to  me. 

Mor,  If  ye  find  me  lye.  Lady,  hang  me  empty. 
Cla,  How  am  I  foord  I  away  with  'em,  Juietta^ 
And  feed  .em, 

But  hark  ye,  with  fuch  Food  as  they've  giv'n  me. 
New  Mifery ! 

Fran.  Nor  Meat  nor  Thanks  for  all  this.'^  [^Exit, 

Cla.  Make  'em  more  wretched. 
Oh  I  could  burfl!  curfe  and  kill  now. 
Kill  any  thing  I  meet.    Juletta^  follow  me, 
And  call  the  reft  along. 

Jul.  We  follow,  Madam.  [ExeurJ, 

Enter  Albert  and  Aminta. 

Amin.  I  muft  be  gone  now,  clfe  fnc  may  fufpedl  me; 
How  fhall  I  anfwer  her? 
Jib,  Tell  her  diredly. 

Jmin.  That  were  too  fudden,  too  improvident; 
Fires  of  this  Nature  muft  be  put  out  cunningly, 
They  will  wafte  all  come  near  'em  elfc.  Farcwel 
Once  more.    Alb.  Farewel,  and  keep  my  Love  entire. 
Nay,  kifs  me  once  again,  methinks  we  ftiould 
Not  part.    Amin,  Oh,  Sir,  be  wife. 

Alb.  Nay,  one  Kifs  more, 

Amin.  Indeed  you're  wanton  j 
We  may  be  taken  too. 

Enter  Ciarinda,  Juletta,  Crocale  and  HippoJita. 
Cla.  Out,  thou  bafe  Woman. 
1*11  Ilioot  'em  both. 

Cro, 
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Cro.  Nay  ftay,  brave  Lady,  hold  ; 
A  fudden  Death  curs  off  a  nobler  Vengeance. 

Cla,  Am  I  made  Bawd  to  your  lafcivious  Meetings? 
Are  ye  grown  fo  wife  in  Sin  !  Shut  up  that  Villany  ^ 
And  Sirrah,  now  exped  my  utmoil  Anger. 
Let  him  there  ftarve. 

Alb,  I  at  your  Mifchiefs  mock,  [_Exitl 
#     Cla,  Tie  that  falfe  Witch 
Unto  that  Tree,  there  let  the  favage  Beafts 
Gnaw  her  SweetnefsoiF,  and  Snakes  embrace  her  Beauties  .; 
Tie  her,  and  watch  that  none  relieve  her.    Hip.  We  could 
Wifli  ye  better  Fortune,  Lady,  but  daren't  help  ye. 

Amin,  Be  your  own  Friends,  I  thank  ye. 
Now  only  my  laft  Audit,  and  my  greateft  i 
Oh  Heav'n  !  be  kind  unto  me. 
And  if  it  be  thy  Will,  prefer ve. 

Enter  Raymond. 

Ray.  Who's  this  ? 
Sure  'tis  a  Woman  ;  I  have  trod  this  Place, 
And  found  much  footing;  now  I  know  'tis  peopled* 
Ha,  let  me  fee  !  it  is  her  Face.    Oh  Heav'n ! 
Turn  this  way.  Maid. 

Amin.  Oh  Raymond^  oh  my  Brother. 

Ray.  Her  Tongue  too;  'tis  my  Sifter ;  what  rude 
Hand  ? 
Nay  kifs  me  firft,  Oh  Joy ! 

■Amin.  Fly,  fly,  dear  Brother, 
You  are  loft  elfe. 

Jul  A  Man,  a  Man,  a  new  Man.^  » 

Ray,  What  are  thefe? 

Enter  Juletta,  Crocale,  and  Clarinda: 

Cro.  An  Enemy,  an  Enemy. 

Cla.  Difpatch  him, 
Take  him  off,  fhoot  him  ftraighr. 

Ray,  \  dare  not  ufe  my  Sword,  Ladies, 
Againft  fuch  comely  Foes. 

Amin.  Oh  Brother,  Brother! 

a  a. 
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Cla.  Away  with  'em,  and  in  dark  PnTons  bind  'em. 
One  Word  reply'd  ye  die  both.  Now  brave  Mother, 
Follow  thy  noble  Anger,  and  Pll  help  thee.  [Exeunt. 


ACTV.  SCENE! 

Enter  Rofcllia,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Juletta,  and  Hippolica. 

Rof,  JAM  deaf  to  your  Intreaties ;  fhe  that  moves  me 

For  Pity  or  Compafllon  to  thefe  Pirates, 
Digs  up  her  Father's,  or  her  Brother's  Tomb, 
And  fpurns  about  their  Afhes, 
Couldd  th'ou 

Remember  what  a  Father  thou  hadft:  once,* 
'Twould  fteel  thy  Heart  againft  all  foolifh  Pity. 
By  his  Memory, 

And  the  Remembrance  of  his  dear  Embraces, 

I'm  taught,  that  in  a  noble  Caufe  Revenge  is  noble ; 

4nd  they 

Shall  fall  the  Sacrifices,  to  appeafe 

His  wandring  Ghoft,  and  my  incenfed  Fury. 

Cla,  The  new  come  Prifoner  too? 

Rof.  He  too  5  yet  that  we  may  iearn 
Whether  they  -are  the  fame,  or  near  ally'd 
To  thofe  that  forc'd  me  to  this  cruel  Courfe, 
Better  their  poor  Allowance,  and  permit  'em 
To  meet  together,  and  confer. 
Within  the  diftance  of  your  Ear ;  perhaps 
They  may  difcover  fomething  that  may  kill 
Defpair  in  me,  and  be  a  means  to  fave  'em 
From  certain  Ruin. 

Cro,  That  lhall  be  my  Charge. 

Rof.  Yet  to  prevent 
All  hope  of  Refcue,  (for  this  neiv-come  Captain 
Flath  both  a  Ship  and  Men  not  far  from  us. 
Though  ignorant  to  find  the  only  Port, 
That  can  yield  Entrance  to  our  happy  Ifland,; 
Guard  the  Place  ftrongly,  and  ere  the  next  Sun 

Ends 
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Ends  his  diurnal  Progrefs,  I  will  be 

Happy  in  my  Revenge,  or  ftt  'em  free.  \_Exeunt, 

Enter  Crocale,  Juletta,  and  Hippolita. 
A  Table  furnifb'd, 

Cro.  So,  ferve  it  plentifully,  and  lofe  not  time 
T'  enquire  the  Caufe ;  there  is  a  main  defign 
That  hangs  upon  this  Bounty.    See  the  Table 
Furnifh'd  with  Wine  too,  that  difcovers  Secrets 
Which  Tortures  cannot  open  ;  open  th'  Doors  too 
O'  th'  feveral  Prifons,  and  give  all  free  Entrance 
Into  this  Room. 

I  can  here  undifcovered  mark  all. 

Enler  Tibalt  and  Majler, 

Here's  Captain  Carelefs^  and  the  tough  Ship-mafler ; 
The  Slaves  arc  nos'd  like  Vultures, 
How  wild  they  look ! 
T'ih.  Ha! 

TheMyfteryof  this,  fome  good  Hob-goblin 
Rife  and  reveal.    Maft.  I  am  amaz'd  at  it ; 
Nor  can  I  found  th*  Intent.    Tib,  Is  not  this  Bread  > 
Subftantial  Bread,  not  painted  ? 

Maji.  But  take  heed, 
You  may  be  poifon'd. 

Tib.  \  am  fure  Pm  famifh'd  i 
And  Famine, 

As  the  wife  Man  fays,  gripes  the  Guts  as  much 
As  any  Mineral.    This  may  be  Treacle 
Sent  to  pre  ferve  me 

After  a  long  Fad ;  or  be't  Piper's  Spittle, 
I'll  run  the  hazard.    Maft,  We  are  pad  all  fear. 
Til  take  part  with  ye.    Tb.  Do  ;  and  now  i*faith, 
How  d'ye  feel  yourfelf  r  I  find  great  Eafe  in't. 
What's  here 

Wine,  an  it  be  thy  Will ;  ftrong  lufty  Wine — -  [Drinks. 
Well,  Fools  may  talk 

Mithridatc^  of  Cordials,  and  Elixirs  \ 
But  from  my  Youth  this  was  my  only  Phyfick. 
Here's  a  Colour, 

What 
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What  Lady's  Cheek,  though  cerus'd  ov*r,  comes  near  it  ? 
It  fparkles  too  ;  hangs  out  Diamonds. 
Oh  my  Sweet-heart,  how  I  will  hug  thee. 
Again,  and  again!  ' 

They  are  poor  Drunkards,  and  not  worth  thy  Favours, 
That  number  thy  moid  KilTes  in  thefe  Cryftals, 

Maft,  But  Monfieur, 
Here  are  Suckets,  and  fweet  DiOies. 

^ib.  Tufh,  Boys- Meat, 
I'm  pad  it ;  here  is  ftrong  Food  fit  for  Men  5 
Nedar,  old  Lad.    Miftrefs  of  merry  Hearts, 
Once  more  I'm  bold  with  you. 

Maft,  Take  heed,  Man,  too  much 
Will  breed  Diftemper.    Tib,  Hatt  thou  liv'd  at  Sea 
The  moft  part  of  thy  Life,  where  to  be  fober. 
While  we  have  Wine  aboard,  is  capital 
Treafon  \  and  doft  thou  preach  Sobriety  ? 

Mafl,  Prithee  forbear,  we  may  offend  in  it ; 
We  know  not 

For  whom  it  was  provided.    Tib,  I  am  fure 
For  me;  therefore /(?^'/r^,  when  I  am  full. 
Let  'em  hang  me, 
1  care  not. 

EnUr  Albert,  Aminta,  Raymond,  Lamure,  Morillat, 
and  Franville,  feverally, 

Maft.  This  has  been  his  Temper  ever. 
See,  provoking  Difhes ;  candid  EringoeSy 
And  Potatoes, 

Tib.  ril  not  touch  'em,  I  will  drink  ; 
But  not  a  Bit  on  a  March, 
ril  be  an  Eunuch  rather. 

Mafl,  Who  are  thefe  ? 

Tib,  Marry,  who  you  will ; 
I  keep  my  Text  here. 

jflb.  Raymond! 

Ray.  Albert! 

Tib.  Away,  Til  be  drunk  alone ; 
Keep  off  Rogues,  or  Til  belch  ye  into  Air  j 
Not  a  drop  here. 
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Jmin.  Dear  Brother  put  not  in  your  Eyes  fuch  Anger 
Thofe  Locks,  with  Fury  poilbn'd,  fhot  at  him, 
Reflt^d  on  me.    Brother,  look  milder,  or 
The  Cryftal  of  his  Temperance  will  turn 
Them  on  yourfelf.  ^  j^lh.  Sir,  I  have  fought  ye  long 
To  find  your  Pardon  ;  you  have  ploughed  the  Ocean, 
To  wreak  you  Vengeance  on  me,  for  the  Rape 
Of  this  fair  Virgin.    Now  our  Fortune  guides  us 
To  meet  on  fuch  hard  Terms,  that  we  need  rather 
A  mutual  Pity  of  our  prefent  State, 
Than  to  expoftulate  of  Breaches  paft. 
Which  cannot  be  made  up.    And  though  it  be 
Far  from  your  Power,  to  force  me  to  confefs 
That  I  have  done  ye  wrong,  or  fuch  Submiffion 
Failing  to  make  my  Peace,  to  vent  your  Anger, 
You  being  yourfelf  flav'd,  as  I  to  others  j 
Yet  for  your  Sifter's  fake,  her  blefled  fake. 
In  part  of  Recompence  of  what  fhe'as  fuffer'd 
For  my  rafli  Folly  ;  the  Contagion 
Of  my  black  Adfions,  catching  hold  upon 
Her  purer  Innocence,  1  crave  your  Mercy  ; 
And  wilh  however  feveral  Motives  kept  us 
From  being  Friends,  while  we  had  hope  to  live. 
Let  Death,  which  we  exped,  and  cannot  fly  from. 
End  all  Contention.    T'ib.  Drink  upon  it,  it 
Is  a  good  Motion  ;  ratify't  in  Wine, 
And  *tis  authentical.    Ray.  When  I  confider 
The  ground  of  our  long  Difference,  and  look  on 
Our  not  to  be  avoided  Miferies, 
It  doth  beget  in  me  I  know  not  how 
A  foft  religious  Tendernefs ;  which  tells  me. 
Though  we  have  many  Faults  to  anfwer  for 
Upon  our  own  Account,  our  Father's  Crimes 
Are  in  us  punifh'd.    Oh  Albert^  the  Courfc 
They  took  to  leave  us  rich,  was  fure  not  honeft, 
Nor  can  that  Friendfhip  laft,  which  Virtue  joins  not. 
When  firft  they  forc*d  th'  induftrious  Portugah 
From  their  Plantations  in  the  Happy  IJlands* 

Oro,  This  is  that  I  watch  for. 
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Ray,  And  did  omit  no  Tyranny,  which  Men, 
Inur'd  to  Spoil  and  Mifchief,  could  inflid. 
On  the  griev'd  Sufferers ;  when  by  lavvJefs  Rapine 
They  reap'd  the  Harveft,  which  their  Labours  fow'd ; 
And  not  content  to  force  'em  from  their  dwelling. 
But  laid  for  'em  at  Sea,  to  ravifli  from  'em 
The  laft  remainder  of  their  Wealth  ;  then,  then. 
After  a  long  purfuit,  each  doubting  other,  ^ 
As  guilty  of  the  Portugals  efcape. 
They  did  begin  (34)  to  quarrel,  like  ill  Men  5 
(Forgive  me  Piety,  that  I  call  'em  fo) 
No  longer  Love  or  Correfpondence  holds. 
Than  it  is  cemented  with  prey  or  profit: 
Then  did, they  turnthefe  Swords  they  oft  had  bloody 'd 
With  innocent  Gore,  upon  their  wretched  felves. 
And  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  Cruelty 
Shewn  to  Sehaflian^  and  his  Colony, 
By  being  fatal  Enemies  to  each  other. 
Thence  grew  Aminta's  Rape,  and  my  defire 
To  be  reveng'd.    And  now  obferve  the  ifTue  ; 
As  they  for  fpoil  forgot  Companion 
To  Women,  (who  fhould  ever  be  exempted 
From  the  Extremities  of  a  lawful  War) 
We  now,  young  able  Men",  are  fall'n  into 
The  Hands  of  Women  ;  that,  againfl  the  foft, 
Soft  tendernefs  familiar  to  their  Sex, 
Will  fhew  no  Mercy, 

Enter  Crocalc. 

Cro,  None,  unlefs  you  fhew  us 
Our  long  loil  Husbands. 
We  are  ihofe  Portugah  you  talk'd  of. 

Ray,  Stay, 
I  met  upon  the  Sea  in  a  tali  Ship 

(34)  quarrel^  like  In  Men  ; 

{Forgi<ve  my  Piety ^  that  1  call  \m  fo )  ]     Mr.  Seaward  con- 
curred with  me  in  not  only  pointing  out  the  Corruptions  of  thefe  two 
^  Lines,  but  likewife  in  the  Correction  of  'em  ;  and  'tis  with  no  little 
Pieafure  that  I  can  tell  him,  they  are  both  ^enfirm'd  by  the  Copy 
of  1647, 
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Two  P^rif«^^/j>,  familh'd  aliiioft  to  Death. 

Tth.  Our  Ship,  by  this  Wine, 
And  thofe  the  Rogues  that  flole  her. 
Left  us  to  tamifh  in  thefe  barren  Iflands. 

Ray,  Some  fuch  Tale  they  told  me. 
And  fomething  of  a  Woman,  which  I  find 
To  be  my  Sifter.    Cro.  Where  are  thefe  Men?    Ray.  I 
Left  'em,  fuppofing  they'd  deluded  me 
With  forg'd  Tales,  in  the  Ifland,  where  they  faid 
They  had  liv'd  many  Years,  the  wretched  Owners 
Of  a  huge  m.afs  of  Treafure.    Alb.  The  fame  Men  ' 
And  that  the  fatal  Muck  we  quarrell'd  for. 

Cro,  They  were  Portugah^  you  fay  ? 

Ray,  So  they  profcfs'd. 

Cro,  They  may  prove  fuch  Men  as  may  fave  your  Lives ; 
And  fo  much  I  am  taken  with  fair  hope. 
That  I  will  hazard  Life  to  be  refolv'd  on't : 
How  came  you  hither  ? 

Ray.  My  Ship  lies  by  the  River's  Mouth, 
That  can  convey  ye  to  thefe  wretched  Men, 
Which  you  defire  to  fee. 

Cro,  Back  to  your  Prifons, 
And  pray  for  the  Succefs ;  if  they  be  thofe 
Which  I  defire  to  find,  you're  fafe;  if  not. 
Prepare  to  die  to  Morrow  ;  for  the  World 
Cannot  redeem  ye.   Alb.  Howe'er,  we  are  arm'd 
For  either  Fortune.  \^Exit. 

Ttb.  What  muft  come  of  me  now. 
That  I  am  not  difmifs'd  ? 

Cro.  Oh  Sir,  I  purpofe 
To  have  your  Company. 

Tib.  Take  heed,  wicked  Woman, 
Pm  apt  to  Mifchief  now. 

Cro.  You  can't  be  fo 
Unkind,  to  her  that  gives  you  Liberty. 

fib.  No, 

I  fliall  be  too  kind,  that's  the  Devil  on't; 

Fve  had  ftore  of  good  W^ine  ;  and  when  I'm  drunk, 

Joan  is  a  Lady  to  me,  and  I  fhall  Jay 

About  me  like  a  Lord  ;  I  fed  ftrange  Motions 

-   -  Avoid 
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Avoid  me,  Temptation. 

Cro»  Come,  Sir,  Til  heJp  ye  in. 

Entet  Sebaftian  and  Nicufa. 

Nk.  What  may  that  be 
That  moves  upon  the  Lake  ? 

Seh.  Still  it  draws  nearer. 
And  now  I  plainly  can  difcern  it. 
It  is  the  French  Ship. 

iV/V.  And  in  it  a  Woman, 
Wno  feems  t'invitc  us  to  her.    Seh.  Still  fhi  calls 
With  Signs  of  Love  to  haften  unto  her. 
So  lovely  hope  doth  ftill  appear  j 
I  feel  nor'Age,  nor  Weaknefs. 

iV;V.  Though't  bring  Death, 
To  ifs  'tis  Comfort ;  and  deferves  a  meeting. 
Or  elfe  Fortune  tir'd  with  what  we've  fuffeied. 
And  in  it  overcome,  as  it  may  be. 
Now  fets  a  Period  to  our  Mifery.  [Exeunt. 

[Horrid  Mujick. 

Enter  feveraUy^  Raymond,  Albert,  and  Aminta. 

Ray.  What  dreadful  founds  are  thcfe  ? 

yimin.  Infernal  Mufick, 
Fit  for  a  bloody  Feaft. 

Alh,  It  feems  prepar'd 
To  kill  our  Courages,  e'er  they  divorce 
Our  Souls  and  Bodies. 

Ray.  But  they  that  fearlefs  fall. 
Deprive  them  of  their  Triumph. 

[An  Altar  frspar^d. 
Enter  Rofellia,  Clarinda,  Juletta,  Hippolita,  Qc. 
Amin,  See  the  Furies, 
n  their  full  trim  of  Cruelty. 

Rof.  'Tis  the  lad 
Duty  that  I  can  pay  to  my  dead  Lord  ; 
Set  out  the  Altar,  I  myfelf  will  be 
The  Prieft,  and  boldly  dothofe  horrid  Rites 
You  (hake  to  think  on  ;  lead  thefe  Captains  nearer, 
For  they  fball  have  the  Honour  to  fall  firft 
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To  my  Sehajlian\  Afhesj  and  now  Wretches 
As  I  am  taught  already,  that  you  are,  ' 
And  lately  by  your  free  Confcffion, 
French  Pirates,  and  the  Sons  of  thofe  I  hate. 
E'en  equal  with  the  Devil ;  hear  with  Horror 
What  'tis  invites  me  to  this  cruel  Courfe,  ' 
And  what  you  are  to  fufFer. 
No  Amazons  we,  but 

Women  of  Portugal,  that  muft  have  from  you 

Sebaftian  and  Nicufa  ;  we  are  they 

That  groan'd  beneath  your  Fathers  Wrongs.  We  are 

1  hole  wretched  Women, 

Their  Injuries  purfu'd,  and  overtook  ; 

And  from  the  fad  Remembrance  of  our  LofTes 

We  are  taught  to  be  cruel ;  when  we  were  forc'd 

From  that  fweet  Air  we  breath'd  in,  by  their  Rapine, 

And  fought  a  Place  of  being ;  as  the  Seas 

And  Winds  confpir'd  with  their  ill  Purpofes, 

To  load  us  with  Affli<5tions  in  a  Storm 

That  fell  upon  us ;  the  two  Ships  that  brought  us, 

i  o  leek  new  Fortunes  in  an  unknown  World 

Were  fever'd  ;  th'  one  bore  all  the  able  Men 

Our  Treafure  and  our  Jewels  ;  in  the  other,  ' 

We  Women  were  embark'd,  and  fell  upon. 

After  long  toffing  in  the  troubled  Main, 

This  pleafant  Ifland ;  but  in  a  few  Months, 

The  Men  that  did  conducl  us  hither,  dyU 

We  long  before  had  given  our  Husbands  loft  : 

Kemembring  what  we'd  fuffcr^d  by  French, 

We  took  a  folemn  Oath,  ne'er  to  admit 

1  he  curs'd  Society  of  Men  :  Neceffity 

Taught  us  thofe  Arts,  not  ufual  to  our  Sex 

And  the  fertile  Earth  yielding  abundance  to  us. 

We  did  refolve,  thus  fliap'd  like  Amazons 

io  end  our  Lives  ;  but  when  you  arriv'd  here. 

And  brought  as  Prefents  to  us,  our  own  JeweJs, 

Ihofe  which  were  born  in  the  other  Ship  

l^ow  can  ye  hope  to  'fcape  our  Vengeance? 

^JT'r}^^^^^^  ^^^^       Innocence ? 

^/^.  Or  that  we  never  forc'd  it  from  the  Q^nm^. 
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Ray,  Or  that  they  are  a  Remnant  of  that  Wreck^ 
And  not  far  off?    Rof.  AH  you  affirm,  I  know,  is 
But  to  win  time ;  therefore  prepare  your  Throats, 
The  World  fhall  ilor  redeem  ye  ;  and  that  your  Cries 
May  find  no  Entrance  to  our  Ears,  to  move 
Pity  in  any,  bid  Joud  Mufick  found 
Their  fatal  Knells ;  if  ye  have  Prayers  ufe  'cm 
Quickly,  to  any  Power  will  own  ye  ;  but 
Ha!  • 

Enter  Crocale,  Sebaftian,  Nicufa  and  TibalfJ 

Who  are  thefe  ?  What  Spectacles  of  Misfortune  ? 
Why  are  their  Looks  fo  full  of  Joy  and  Wonder  ? 

Cro.  Oh!  Lay  by 
Thefe  Inftruments  of  Death,  and  welcome  to 
Your  Arms,  what  you  durft  never  hope  t'imbrace  : 
This  is  Sebajiian^  this  Wicufa^  Madam, 
Preferv'd  by  Miracle:  Look  up,  dear  Sir, 
And  know  your  own  Rofellia  ;  be  not  loft 
In  Wonder  and  Amnzement  •,  or  if  Nature 
Can,  by  Inftindl,  inftrudl  you  what  it  is. 
To  be  bleffed  with  the  Name  ot  Fatner,  freely 
Enjoy'c  in  this  fair  Virgin.    Seh,  Though  my  Miferies, 
And  many  Years  of  Wants  I  have  endur'd, 
May  well  deprive  me  of  the  Memory 
Of  all  Joys  paft  ;  yet  looking  on  this  Building, 
This  ruin'd  Building  of  a  heavenly  Form 
In  my  Rofellia  ;  I  muft  remember, 
I  am  Sebaftian,  Rof,  Oh  my  Joys!  Seb,  And  here, 
I  fee  a  perfedl  Model  of  thyfclf. 
As  thou  wcrt  when  thy  Choice  firft  made  thee  mine : 
Thefe  Cheeks  and  Fronts,  though  wrinkled  now  with  Time 
Which  Art  cannot  rcftore,  had  equal  Purenefs 
Of  natural  white  and  red,  and  as  much  ravifliing  : 
Which  by  fair  Order  and  Succeflion, 
I  fee 

Defcend  on  her ;  and  may  thy  Virtues  wind 
Into  her  Form,  and  make  her  a  perfe(5l  Dower, 
No  Part  of  thy  fweet  Goodnefs  wanting  to  her. 
I  will  not  now,  Rofellia^  ask  thy  Fortunes, 
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Nor  trouble  thee  with  hearing  mine 

Thoi'e  fhali  hereafter  ferve  to  make  glad  Hours 

In  their  Relation  :  All  pad  Wrongs  forgot  \ 

I'm  glad  to  fee  you,  Gentlemen  \  but  mod. 

That  it  is  in  my  Power  to  fave  your  Lives ; 

You  fav'd  ours,  when  we  were  near  ftarv'd  at  Sea, 

And  I  defpair  not — ^  for  if  fhe  be  mine, 

Rofellia  can  deny  nothing. 
Rof,  She  does  give  up  herfclf. 

Her  Power  and  Joys,  and  all,  to  you,  to  be 

Difcharged  of  'em  as  too  burthenfomej 

Welcome  in  any  Shape. 

Seh.  (35)  Sir,  in  your  Looks, 

I  read 

Your  Suit  of  my  Clarinda  \  fhe  is  yours  ; 
And  Lady,  if 't  be  in  me  to  confirm 
Your  Hopes  in  this  brave  Gentleman,  prefume 
I  am  your  Servant. 

Alb.  We  thank  you.  Sir. 

Am'in,  Oh  happy  Hour  ! 

Alh,  O  my  dear  Aminta  j 
Now  all  our  Fears  are  ended.    Tih.  Here  I  fix  j 
She's  Mettle,  Steel  to  the  Back, 
And  will  cut  my  leaden  Dagger, 
If  not  us'd  with  Difcretion. 

Cro,  You're  ftill  no  Changeling. 

Seb,  Nay,  all  lookchearfully,  for  none  (hall  be 
Deny'd  their  lawful  Wifhes;  when  a  while 
We've  here  refrefh'd  ourfelves,  we  will  return 
T'  our  fev'ral  homes,  and  well  that  Voyage  ends. 
That  makes  of  deadly  Enemies,  faithful  Friends. 

^Exeunt  mnesi 

(35)  '^^''»  ^njour  tooh, 

J  readyour  Suit  of  myQ\zj\ndiZ\^^']  Perhaps  the  Reader  wou'd 
uifti  to  know  whom  the  old  Gentleman  means  here.  I  can  think  of  no 
one  but  Nicuja  his  Nephew.  Yet  this  is  but  a  Gaefs,  and  if  the  Reader 
imagines  any  one  of  the  Company  (y^/^^r/and  Tihalt  excepted)  defervcs 
Clarinda  better  than  her  Coufm,  let  him  rejeft  mine,  and  enjoy  his  own 
Opinion. 
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I S  Comedy  long  forgot^  by  fome  thought  dead^ 
By  us  prefe7'v'dy  once  more  doth  raife  her  Heady 
And  to  your  nolle  Cenfures  does  prejent 
Her  outward  Form^  and  inward  Ornament, 
Nor  let  this  Smell  of  Arrogance^  fvnce  ^tis  known^ 
fThe  Makers,  that  ccnfejl  it  for  their  own 
Were  this  way  skilful^  and  without  the  Crime 
Of  Flatteries  I  may  fay  may  pleafe  the  Time  j 
The  work  itfelf  too,  when  it  firft  came  for  thy 
In  the  Opinion  of  Men  of  Worth, 
Was  well  received  and  favour' dy  though  fome  rude 
And  harfh  among  th*  ignorant  Multitude, 
( Tloat  relif)  grofs  Food,  letter  than  a  DiftJ 
Tha  fs  cooked  with  Care,  and  fervid  in  to  the  Wifh  - 
Of  curious  Pallats)  wanting  Wit  and  Strength, 
Truly  to  judge,  *  condemn'' d  it  for  the  Length  j 

That 

•   condemn'' d  it  for  the  Length; 

^hat  Fault's  refortnd^  ]     in  the  Stationer's  Preface  to  the 

Edition  of  1647,  we  have  thefe  Wordf,    "  When  there  Comedies  and 
^*  tragedies  were  prefented  on  the  Stage,  the  Adors  omitted  fome 
and  Paffages  (with  ihe  Authers  Confent )  as  Occafion  led 
**  'em;  and  when  private  Friends  defired  a  Copy,   they  then  (and 

juftly  too)  tranfcribed  what  they  acled.  But  now  you  have  both 
•*  all  that  was  afted,  and  all  that  nvas  not ;  even  the  perfedl  full  Ori- 
**  ginals,  without  the  leaft  Mutilation:  So  that  were  the  Authors  liv- 

ing  (and  fure  they  can  never  die)  they  themfelves  would  challenge 

<*  neither  more  nor  lefs  then  what  is  here  publifhed  "  •  But  what  a 

glaring  Contradiflion  to  this  whole  Faffage  are  the  Words  of  the  Pro- 
logue, cited  at  the  Head  of  this  Note  ?  Was  it  not  condemn'd  for  its 
Length  by  the  ignorant  Multitude?  And  upon  reviving  of  ir,  is  it  not 
as  plain  as  Words  can  make  it,  that  it  was  mutilated  then?  What  other 
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• 

lhat  Fauh^s  reform' dy  and  now  'tis  to  he  trfd 
Before  fuch  Judges  ^ twill  not  hi  denfd 
A  free  and  noble  Hearing  5  nor  fear  /, 
But  ^  twill  deferve  to  have  free  Liberty^ 
And  give  you  Caufe  ( and  with  Content )  to  fay^ 
ftheir  Care  was  goody  that  did  revive  this  Flay, 

Senfe  can  we  put  upon  this  Paffage  ?  Tbat  Fauft^s  r^r/«V,—  Who 
the  Curcailer,  or  Cartailers  were,  is  not  poflible  now  to  be  known  :  i 
could  have  wilhed  that  he,  or  they,  who  undertook  the  Charge  of 
reforming  the  Length  of  this  Piece,  had  had  fufRcient  Wit  and  Strength 
to  have  gone  through  that  Bufinefs  neatly.  But  it  Teems  as  if  his  or  their 
Judgment  was  as  little  in  the  fhortning,  as  the  Rabble's  was  condemning 
it  for  us  Length.  Had  we  but  the  Original  Manufcript,  I  don't  doubt 
but  we  (hould  fee  a  ftrange  Difference  betwixt  that,  and  the  Play  as  ic 
now  ftands.  The  firft  Note  on  this  Performance  is  a  Specimen,  to  let 
the  Reader  fee  what  ftrange  Work  has  been  made  by  the  Reviver,  or 
Revivers,  of  this  Piece ;  and  how  little  he  or  they  thought  on  (fuppof= 
ing  they  knew  it)  that  Rule  of  Horace, 

■  V erf  ate  diu,  quid  ferre  recufent^ 
^id  ualeant  Humeri, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONM. 

M  E  N. 

Rlz^x^o,  a  young  Gentleman,  in  love  mth  Viola 
Antonio,  the  Coxcomb  Gentleman 
Mtrcury,  Fellow-Traveller  zvith  Antonio 
Uberto,  j 

SilvS  S  "^''"^  (Gentlemen,  Friends  to  Ricardo. 

Valerio,  a  Country  Gentleman. 

Curio,  Kin/man  to  Antonio. 

Juftice,  a  Jballow  one, 

Andrugio,  Father  to  Viola. 

Alexander,  Servant  to  Mercury'j  Mother 

M^xk,  the  Jufltce^s  Clerk.  ^ 

Rowland,  Servant  to  Andrugio. 

blinker, 

Conjtahle, 

Watch. 

Drawer  i 

Muficians, 

WOMEN. 

Viola,  Daughter  to  Andrugio. 

Maria,  m/e  to  Antonio. 

A  Country  fVoman^  Mother  to  Mercury 

Madge,  i  Milk-Maids. 
Dorothy,  the  Tinker's  trull. 

SCENE  England*. 
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ACTL     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola, 

R  I   C  A  R  D  O, 

E  T  US  make  ufe  of  this  ftolen  Privacy, 
And  not  lofe  time  in  Proteftation,  Miftrefs, 
For  'twere  in  me  a  kind  of  Breach  of  Faith, 
To  fay  again  I  love  you. 
FioL  Sweet,  fpeak  foftly  ; 
For  tho'  the  Venture  of  your  Love  to  me 
Meets  with  a  willing,  and  a  full  Return, 
Should  it  arrive  unto  my  Father's  Knowledge, 
This  were  our  laft  Difcourfe. 
Ric.  How  (hall  he  know  it  ? 

Viol,  His  watching  Cares  are  fuch,  for  my  Advancement, 
That  every  where  his  Eye  is  fix'd  upon  me  ; 
This  Night  that  does  afford  us  fome  fmall  Freedom, 
At  the  Requeft  and  much  Intreaty  of 
The  Miftrefs  of  the  Houfe,  was  hardly  given  me  \ 
For  I  am  never  fuffcr'd  to  ftir  out, 
gut  he  hath  Spies  upon  me  ;  yet  I  know  not 

ou  have  fo  won  on  me,  that  could  I  think 

You 
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You  would  love  faithfully  (though  to  entertain 
Another  Thought  of  you,  would  be  my  Death) 
I  fhould  adventure  on  his  utmolt  Anger. 

Ric.  Why  do  you  think  I  can  be  falfe  ? 

Viol,  No  Faith, 
You  have  an  honcft  Face,  but  if  you  fhould—— 

Ric,  Let  all  the  ftored  Vengeance  of  Heav'n's  Jufticc — 

VioL  No  more,  I  do  believe  you  j  the  Dance  ended. 
Which  this  free  Woman's  Guefts  have  vow'd  to  have 
E'er  they  depart,  1  will  make  home,  and  ftore  me 
With  all  the  Jewels,  Chains,  and  Gold  are  trufted 
Unto  my  Cuftody,  and  at  th'  next  Corner 
To  my  Father's  Houfe,  before  One,  at  the  fartheft. 
Be  ready  to  receive  me. 

Ric,  I  defire  , 
No  Bond  beyond  your  Promife,  let's  go  in  ; 
To  talk  thus  much  before  the  Door,  may  breed 
Sufpicion; 

Enter  Mercury  and  Antonio  talking. 

Viol,  Here  are  Company  too. 
Ric.  Away. 

Thofe  Powers  that  profper  true  and  honeft  Loves 
Will  blefs  our  Undertakings. 

VioL  *Tis  my  Wifh,  Sir.        {_Emint  Ric.  and  Viol. 

Mer,  Nay,  Sir,  excufe  me,  I  have  drawn  you  to 
Too  much  Expence  already  in  my  Travel  5 
And  you  have  been  too  forward  in  your  Love, 
To  make  my  Vv  ants  your  own  ;  allow  me  Manners 
Which  you  muft  grant  I  want,  fhould  I  increafe 
The  Bond  in  which  your  Courtefies  have  ty'd  nie. 
By  ftill  confuming  of  you  ;  give  me  leave 
To  take  mine  own  Ways  now,  and  I  fhall  often. 
With  Willingnefs,  come  to  vific  you,  and  thank  you. 

Ant,  By  this  Hand  I  could  be  angry,  what  do  you 
think  me  ? 

Muft  we  that  have  fo  long  time  been  as  one. 

Seen  Cities,  Countries,  Kingdoms,  and  their  Wonders ; 

Been  Bed-fellows,  and  in  our  various  Journey 

Mixt 
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Mixt  all  our  Obfervations,  part  (as  if 

We  were  two  Carriers  at  two  fevcral  Ways,  * 

And  as  the  Fore-horfe  guides,  cry  God  be  with  you) 

Without  or  Compliment,  or  Ceremony  ? 

In  Travellers,  that  know  tranfalpine  Garbs* 

Though  our  Dcfigns  are  ne'er  fo  ferious.  Friend, 

It  were  a  capital  Crime,  it  muft  not  be ; 

Nay,  what  is  more,  you  lhall  not ;  you  e'er  Jong 

Shall  fee  my  Houfe,  and  find  what  I  call  mine 

Is  wholly  at  your  Service. 

Mer.  'Tis  this  tires  me  ; 
Sir,  I  were  eafily  woo'd,  if  nothing  elfe  but 
My  Will  lay  in  the  Choice  ;  but  'tis  not  fo  ; 
My  Friends  and  Kindred,  that  have  part  of  me. 
And  fuch  on  whom  my  chiefefl  Hopes  depend, 
Juftly  expe6t  the  tender  of  my  Love 
After  my  Travel  ;  then  m'  own  Honefty 
Tell's  me  'tis  poor,  having  indifferent  Means 
To  keep  me  in  my  Quality  and  Rank, 
At  my  Return,  to  tire  another's  Bounty, 
And  let  mine  own  grow  lufty  ;  pardon  me. 

y^r^^.  I  will  not,  cannot,  to  conclude,  I  dare  not : 
Can  any  thing  conferr'd  upon  my  Friend 
Be  burthenfome  to  me  ?  For  this  Excufe 
Had  I  no  reafon  eJfe,  you  fhould  not  leave  me. 
By  a  Traveller's  Faith  you  fhould  not,  I  have  faid. 
And  then 

You  know  my  Humour,  there  is  no  contending, 

Mer.  Is  there  no  way  to  'fcape  this  Inundation  ? 
I  fhall  be  drown'd  with  Folly  if  I  go  : 
And  after  nine  Days,  Men  may  take  me  up. 
With  my  Gall  broken. 

j^nt.  Are  you  yet  refolv'd  ? 

Mer.  Wou'd  you  wou'd  fpare  me. 
By  this  Light  I  cannot. 
By  all  that  may  be  fworn  by. 

Mer.  Patience  help  me. 
And  Heaven  grant  his  Folly  be  not  catching. 
If  *t  be,  the  Town's  undone  i  I  now  would  give 
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A  reafonable  Sum  of  Gold  to  any  Sheriff, 
That  wduld  but  lay  an  Execution  on  me. 
And  free  me  from  his  Company  j  while  he 
Was  abroad. 

His  want  of  Wit  and  Language  kept  him  dumb. 
But  £alaam*s  Afs  will  fpeak  now,  without  fpurring. 
Speak,  have  I  won  you  ?  — — 

Enter  Servant  and  Muficians, 

Mer,  You*re  not  to  be  refifted. 

Ser,  Be  ready  I  intreat  you ;  the  Dance  done, 
Befides  a  liberal  Reward  1  have, 
A  Bottle  of  Sherry  in  my  Power  fhall  beget 
New  Crotchets  in  your  Heads.    Mufi,  Tufh,  fearnotus. 
We'll  do  our  Parts.  Ser.  Go  in.  j^nt,  I  know  this  Fellow. 
Belong  you  to  the  Houfe  ? 

Ser.  I  ferve  the  Miftrefs. 

Ant,  Pretty  and  fhort ;  pray  you,  Sir,  then  inform  her. 
Two  Gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honoured. 
With,  her  fair  Prefence, 

Ser.  She  fhall  know  fo  much. 
This  is  a  merry  Night  with  us,  and  forbids  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  a  Man  : 
ril  guide  you  th'  way. 

Ant,  Nay,  follow,  IVe  a  Trick  in't.  [^at/V. 

Enter  Uberto,  Silvio,  Ricardo,  Maria,  Pedro, 
Portia,  Viola,  witb  others. 

Uber*  (i)  Come,  where  is  this  Malque?  faireft,  for  our 
Chear, 

Our  Thanks  and  Service,  may  you  long  furvive 

To 

(l)  Come,  'where* s  this  Ma fqus  ?  fairej},  far  eur  Chear, 
Our  Thanks  and  Ser*vice,  may  you  long  fur u I've 
To  Joy  in  many  of  thefe  Nights. 
Mar.  /  thank  you. 

Uber.  JVe  muji  ha've  Mufick  too^  ur  elfe  you  give  us 
But  half  a  Welcome. 
Mar.  Pray  you.  Sir,  excufe  me. 

SH.  By  nq  means.  Lady.  .  r  - 

Uber, 
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To  joy  in  many  of  thefe  Nights. 
Mar,  I  thank  you. 

Uber,  We  muft  hive  Mufick  too,  or  elfe  you  give  us 
But  half  a  Welcome. 

Mar.  Pray  you,  Sir,  excufe  me. 
.  S'tl,  By  no  means,  Lady. 

Vher,  We'll  crown  our  liberal  Feafti 
With  fome  delightful  Strain  fitting  your  Love 
And  this  good  Company, 

Mar.  Since  you  enforce  it, 
I  will  not  plead  the  Excufe  of  want  of  Skilly 
Or  be,  or  nice,  or  curious ;  every  Year 
I  celebrate  my  Marriage  Night,  and  will 
*Till  I  fee  my  abfent  Husband. 

Vhr.  'Tis  fit  Freedom. 

S'lU  Ricardoy  thou  art  dull — — 

Enter  Servant, 

Rtc.  I  (hall  be  lighter. 
When  I  have  had  a  Heat. 
Mar.  Now  Sir,  the  News  ? 
Ser.  Miftrefs,  there  are  two  Gentlemen.- 
Mar.  Where? 

Ser.  Complimenting  who  fliould  firft  enter. 
Mar.  What  are  they  ? 

Ser,  Heav'n  knows,  but  for  their  ftrangencfs— — have 
you  never 

Uber.  We'IJ  cronun  our  liberal  Feaft^ 

iWith  fome  delightful  Strain  fitting  your  Lovi 

And  this  good  Company. 
Mar.  Since  you  enforce  it, 

I  nviJl  not  plead  the  Excufe  of  nuAnt  of  Skill,  ]  ^od  dedit 
principium  adveniens  ?  may  full  as  well  be  applied  to  iheCurtailer  of 
this  Comedy,  as  the  booby  Captain  of  whom  it  was  firft  fpoke.  That 
a  Mafque  was  in  the  Original  is  plain  from  the  Queftion,  lVhere'*s  this 
Mafque  ?  but  it  had  been  better  never  to  have  told  us  that,  except  it 
had  been  exhibited;  Again,  if  theywere  to  have  Mufick,  fome  delight' 
ful  Strain  ;  who  was  to  play  ?  Maria  it  feems,  for  Ihe  fays,  (he  '^Mont 
plead  the  Excufe  of  mount  of  Skill,  but  'tis  too  too  plain  fhe  docs  no 
fuch  thing.  Further,  we  have  a  little  lower  a  Dance,  but  'tis  a  Dance 
without  Mufick,  and  yet  'tis  quite  clear  the  Performers,  were  ailaally 
in  the  Houfe. 

Vo  L.  IX.  L  Seen 
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Seen  a  Cat  wafli  her  Face  ? 
Uber,  Yes. 

Ser.  Juft  fuch  a  ftir  they  keep,  if  you  but  make 
Hafte,  you  may  fee  'em  yet  before  they  enter. 

•  Enter  Antonio  and  Mercury. 

Mer.  Let  'em  be  what  they  will,  (2)  I'll  give  them  fair 
Entertain,  and  gentle  welcome. 

Jnt.  It  fhall  be  fo. 

Mer,  Then  let  it  be  your  Pleafure. 

Ant,  Let's  ftand  afide,  and  you  fhall  fee  us  have 
Fine  fport  anon.    Mer,  A  fair  Society, 
Do  you  know  thefe  Gentlewomen?  Ant,  Yes.  Mer,  What 
are  they  ? 

Ant,  The  fecond  is 
A  Neighbour's  Daughter,  her  Name's  Viola. 
There  is  my  Kinfman's  Wife,  Portia^  her  Name, 
And  a  Friend  too. 

Mer.  Let  her*— - 
What's  flie  that  leads  the  Dance  ?   i  Ser.  A  Gentlewoman. 

Mer,  I  fee  that. 

I  Ser.  Indeed? 

Mer,  What  ? 

1  Ser,  A  Gentlewoman. 

Mer,  Udsfoot,  good  Sir,  what's  flie  that  leads  the  Dance  ? 

2  Ser.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir. 
Mer,  Whatelfe.^ 

2  Ser.  My  Miftrefs,  Sir. 

Mer,  Your  Miftrefs  ?  A  Pox  on  you. 
What  a  fry  of  Fools  are  here  ?  I  fee  'tis  Treafon 
To  underftand  in  this  Houfe  : 
If  Nature  were  not  better  to  them,  than 
They  can  be  to  themfelves. 
They  would  fcant  hit  their  Mouths :  My  Miftrefs  ? 
Is  there  any  one  with  fo  much  Wit  in*s  Head, 
That  can  tell  me  at  the  firft  Sight, 

(2)  — —  I'll  keep  them  fair 

Entertain,  ]    Keep,  which  makes  Nonfenfe  of  the 

Place,  undoubtedly  came  in  by  Miilake  fro©  the  fecond  Line  above. 
The  Text  is  from  the  Folio  of  1647. 

What 
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What  Gentlewoman  that  is  that  leads  the  Dahce  ? 
Ant.  'Tis  my  Wife. 
Mer.  Hum. 

Ant,  How  doft  thou  like  Jier  ? 

Mer.  Well,  a  pretty  Gentlewoman. 

Ant.  Prithee  be  quiet/ 

Mer,  I  would  I  could : 
Hereafter  let  never  any  that's  a  Man, 
That  has  AfFedtions  in  him  and  free  PafTions, 
Receive  th'  lead  tie  from  fuch  a  Fool  as  this  is> 
That  holds  fo  fweet  a  Wife  ; 
*Tis  lamentable  to  confider  truly 
What  Right  he  robs  himfelf  of,  and  what  Wrong 
He  doth  the  Youth  of  fuch  a  Gentlewoman, 
That  knows  her  Beauty  is  no  longer  hers. 
Than  Men  will  pleafe  to  make  it  fo,  and  ufe  it. 
Neither  of  which  lies  freely  in  a  Husband : 
Oh  what  have  I  done,  what  have  I  done,  Coxcomb! 
If  I  had  never  feen,  or  never  tafted 
The  Goodncfs  of  this  Kix,  I  had  been  a  made  Man, 
But  now  to  make  him  Cuckold  is  a  Sin 
'Gainfl:  all  forgivenefs,  worfe  than  any  Murther  ; 
I  have  a  Wolf  by  th'  Ears,  and  am  bit  both  ways. 

Ant,  How  now  my  Friend,  what  are  you  thinking  of.? 

Mer.  Nothing  concerning  you,  I  muft  be  gone. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  I  will  have  no  going,  Sir. 

Mer,  Then  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  go  to  Bed, 
I'm  very  weary,  and  ill-temper'd. 

Ant.  You  (hall  go  prefently,  the  Dance  is  done. 

I  Ser,  Miftrefs,  thefe  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Mar,  My  Husband !  welcome  home,  dear  Sir. 

Mer.  She's  fair  ftill. 
Oh  that  I  were  a  Knave,  or  durft  be  one, 
For  thy  fake,  Coxcomb ; 
He  that  invented  Honefty,  undid  me. 

Ant.  I  thought  you  had  not  known  me ;  you  are  merry, 
'Tis  well  thought ; 

And  how  is't  with  thefe  worthy  Gentlemen  \ 

Uber.  andSil.  We're  glad  to  fee  you  here  again.  Ant.  Oh 
Gentlemen, 

L  2  What 
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What  ha'  you  lofl?  But  get  you  into  Travels, 

There  you  may  learn  \  can't  fay  what  hidden  Virtues. 

/     Mer,  Hidden 
From  you  i*m  fure  ;  my  Blood  boils  like  aFurnace ; 
She's  a  fair  one.    Ant.  Pray  entertain  this  Gentleman 
With  all  the  Courtefie,  fitting  m.y  moft 
Efpecial  Friend. 

Mar,  What  this  poor  Houfe  may  yield,  to  make  you 
welcome. 

Dear  Sir,  command  without  more  Compliment. 

Mer.  I  thank  you  : 
She's  wife,  and  fpeaks  well  too  ;  oh  what  a  Blefling 
Is  gone  by  me,  never  to  be  recovered !  Well, 
'Twas  an  old  Shame  the  Devil  laid  up  for  me. 
And  now  h'as  hit  me  home  ; 
If  there  be  any  ways  to  be  difhoneft. 
And  fave  myfelf  yet, —  No,  it  muft  not  be ; 

Why  fhould  I  be  a  Fool  too?  Yet  thofe  Eyes 

Would  tempt  another  Adam     how  they  call  to  me, 

And  tell  me-  S'foot,  they  fhall  not  tell  me  any  thing. 

Sir,  will  you  walk  in  ?    Ant,  How  is't,  Signior  ? 

Mer,  Crazie  a  little. 

Mar.  What  ail  you.  Sir  ? 
What's  in  my  Power,  Sir,  pray  make  ufe  of.  Mer,  'Tis  that 
Muft  do  me  good,  Ihe  does  not  mock  me  fure  ? 
And't  pleafe  you  nothing, 

My  Difeafe  is  only  wearinefs.    Uber.  Come  Gentlemen, 
W^e  will  not  keep  you  from  your  Beds  too  long. 

Eic.  I  ha'  fome  Bufinefs,  and  'tis  late,  and  you 
Far  from  your  Lodging. 

Sil,  Well.      \_Exeunt,  Manent  Ant.  Maria,  andMsx. 

Ant.  Come  my  dear  Mercury^ 
I'll  bring  you  to  your  Chamber  ;  and  then  I  am 
For  you 

Maria^  thou'rt  a  new  Wife  to  me  now. 
And  thou  (halt  find  it  e'er  I  flcep.    Mer,  And  I 
An  old  Afs  to  myfelf,  mine  own  Rod  whips  me,— — 
Good  Sir,  no  more  of  this,  'tis  tedious. 
You  are  the  beft  Guide  in  your  own  Houfe — go  Sir*— 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Mar. 

This 
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This  Fool  and  his  fair  Wife  have  made  me  frantick  ; 
From  two  fuch  Phyficks  for  the  Soul,  deliver  me.  {Exit. 

Enter  Ricardo,  Uberto,  Pedro,  and  Silvio. 

Uber,  Well,  you  mud  have  this  Wench  then  ?   Ric,  1 
hope  fo, 

I  am  much  o'th'  Bow -hand  elfe.  Fed.  Wou'd  I  were  hang'd. 
If  'tis  not  a  good  loving  little  Fool, 
That  dares  venture 

Herfelf  upon  a  Coafl:  flie  ne'er  knew  yet,  but 
Thefe  Women,  when  they're  once  thirteen,  cry 
God  fpeed  the  Plough. 

SiL  Faith  they  will  venture  further  for  their  Lading, 
Than  a  Merchant, 

And  through  as  many  Storms,  but  they'll  be  fraughted  ; 
They're  made  like  Carracks,  only  Strength  and  Stowage. 

Ric,  Come,  come,  you  talk,  you  talk.  o//.  We  do  fO)  bu; 
Tell  me,  Ricardo^  wo't  thou  marry  her  ? 

Ric,  Marry  her }  Why,  what  fliould  I  do  with  her  ? 

Ted,  Pox,  I  thought  we  Ihould  have  had  all  fhares  in  her. 
Like  lawful  Prize. 

Ric,  No  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  you  fhall  pardon  me, 
I  launch'd  her  at  my  own  Charge,  without  Partners, 
And  fo  ril  keep  her.  Uher,  What's  the  Hour  ?  i^/V.Twelve. 

Uber,  What  fhall  we  do  th'  while }  'Tis  yet  fcarcc 
Eleven. 

SiL  There  is  no  (landing  here,  is  n't  this  the  Place  ? 
Ric,  Yes. 

Ped^  And  to  go  back  unto  her  Father's  Houfe, 
May  breed  Sufpicion  :  Let  us  flipinto 
A  Tavern  for  an  Hour,  'tis  very  cold. 

Uher.  Content, 
There's  one  hard  by,  a  Quart  of  burnt  Sack  will 
Recover  us ;  I  am  as  cold  as  Chriftmas ; 
This  ftealing  Flefh 

Pth*  frofty  Weather,  may  be  fweet  i'th'  eating, 
But  fure  the  Woodmen  have  no  great  catch  of  it ; 
Shall's  go 

Ric.  Thou  art  the  ftrangeft  lover  of  a  Tavern  j 
What  fhall  we  do  there  now  ? 

L  3  Lofe 
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Lofe  the  Hour  and  ourfelves  too  ?  TJher.  Lofe  a  Pudding  ; 
What  doftthou  talk  o'th*  Hour  ;  will  one  Quart  muz  zle  usi 
Have  we  not  Ears  to  hear,  and  Tongues  to  ask 
The  Drawers,  but  we  muft  (land  here  like  Bawds 
To  watch  the  Minutes? 

(^3)  SiL  Prithee  content  thyfelf, 
We  Ihali  fcout  here,  as  though  we  went  a  haying. 
And  have  fome  mangey  Prentice,  that  can't  deep 
For  fcratching,  over-hear  us ;  come,  will  you  go  Sirs  ? 
When  your  Love  fury  is  a  little  frozen. 
You'll  come  to  us.    Kic,  Will  you  drink  but.  one  Quart 
then  ? 

P^^.  Np  niorei'faith.  5/7.  Content.  i^zV.  Why  then, 

have  with  you, 
But  let's  be  very  watchful. 

Uher.  As  watchful  as  the  Belman  ;  come.  Til  lead, 
'paufe  I  hate  good  Manners,  they're  too  tedious.  [_Exeuttt» 

Enter  Viola  with  a  Key^  and  a  little  Casket, 

FioL  The  Night  is  terrible,  and  I  enclos'd 
With  that  my  Virtue  and  myfelf  hate  mod, 
Darknefs  ;  yet  muft  1  fear,  that  which  I  wifh, 
Somr  Company  ;  and  every  ftep  I  take 
Sounds  louder  in  my  fearful  Ears  to  Night, 
Than  ever  did  the  flirill  and  facred  Bell 
That  rang  me  to  my  Prayers ;  the  Houfe  will  rife 
When  1  unlock  the  Door  5  were  it  by  Day 
I'm  bold  enough,  but  then  a  thoufand  Eyes 
Warn  me  from  going^jnight  not  Heav'n  have  made 
A  time  for  enviou^Hk  folk  to  fleep, 
\^'hilft  Lovers  metv^WTyet  the  Sun  have  fhone  ? 
Yet  I  was  bold  enough,  to  fteal  this  Key 
Out  of  my  Father's  Chamber,  and  dare  yet 
Venture  upon  mine  Enemy,  the  Night, 
Arm'd  only  with  my  Love,  to  meet  (4)  my  Friend. 
Alas  how  valiant,  and  how  fraid  at  once 

(3)  Sil.  Prithee  content  thyfelf,^  Probably  this  belongs  to  Ricardo, 
and  We  Jhall  fcout  here,  to  Silvio. 

(4)   my  Friend.]  i.  e.  f^y  Lsver,    So  Spenfer  ufcs  this  Word 

again  and  again. 

Love 
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Love  makes  a  Virgin  ?  I  will  throw. this  Key 

Back  through  a  Window  ;  I  )iave  Wealth  enough 

In  Jewels  with  me,  if  I  hold  his  Love 

I  fteal  *em  for  ;  farcwcl  my  place  of  Birth,  I 

Nc*er  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again  5 

And  if  there  be,  as  1  have  heard  Men  fay, 

Thefe  Houlhold  Gods,  I  do  befeech  them  look- 

To  this  my  Charge  ;  blefs  it  from  Thieves  and  Fire, 

And  keep,  till  happily  my  Love  I  win. 

Me  from  thy  Door,  and  hold  my  Father  in.  {EKit, 

Enter  Ricardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Silvio,  and  Drawer 
with  a  Candle, 

Ric.  No  more  for  God's  fake. 
How's  the  Night,  Boy  ?    Draw.  Faith,  Sir,  'tis  very  late* 
Uber,  Faith,  Sir,  you  lie,  is  this  your  Jack  i'th'  Clock- 
houfe  ? 

Will  you  ftrike.  Sir  ?  Give's  fome  more  Sack,  you  Varlet. 

Ric,  Nay,  if  you  love  me,  good  Uberio  go, 
I  am  monftrous  hot  with  Wine. 

Uber.  Quench  it  again  with  Love :  Gentlemen  I  will 
drink  one  Health  more,  and  then  if  my  Legs  fay  me  not 
lhamefully  nay,  I  will  go  with  you,  give  me  a  Angular 
Quart. 

Draw,  Of  what  Wine-,  Sir  ? 

Uber.  Of  Sack,  (you  that  fpeak  confufion  at  the  Bar)  of 
Sack,  I  fay,  and  every  one  his  Quart,  what  a  Devil,  let's 
be  merry. 

Draw.  You  fhall,  Sir.  [Exit,  - 

Fed.  We  will.  Sir,  and  a  dried  Tongue. 
Sil.  And  an  Olive,  Boy,  and  a  whole  Bunch  of  Fidlers ; 
my  Head  fwims  plaguily,  'uds  precious  I  fhall  beclaw'd. 

Enter  Drawer  with  four  ^arts  of  IVinc. 

Ric.  Pray  go,  I  can  drink  no  more,  think  on  your 
Promife,  'tis  Midnight,  Gentlemen. 

Uber.  O  that  it  were  dumb  Midnight  now  ;  not  a  Word 
more;  every  Man  on's  Knees,  and  betake  himfelf  to  his 
Saint ;  here's  to  your  Wench,  Signior,  ail  this,  and  then 
away. 

L  4  Ric. 
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Ric,  I  cannot  drink  it. 

Fed,  'Tis  a  Toy,  a  Toy,  away  wo't. 

Uber.  Now  dare  I  fpeak  any  thing,  to  any  Body  living  5 
come,  where's  the  Fault  ?  Off  with  it. 

Ric.  I  have  broke  my  Wind,  call  you  this  Sack  ?  — • 
I  wonder  who  made  it.  He  was  a  fure  Workman,  for  *tis 
plaguy  ftrong  work  j  Is  it  gone  round  ? 

Uber,  'Tis  at  the  laft  ;  out  of  my  way,  good  Boy,  is  the 
Moon  up  yet  ? 

Draw,  Yes,  Sir. 

Uter,  Where  is  flie,  Boy  ? 

Draw,  There,  Sir. 

Uber,  W e  (hall  have  Rain  and  Thunder,  Boy. 
Draw,  When,  Sir  ? 

Uber,  I  cannot  tell,  but  fure  we  (hall,  Boy. 
Draw.  The  Gentleman  is  Wine-wife. 
Uber,  Drawer! 
Draw.  Here,  Sir. 
Uber,  Can  you  procure? 
Draw,  What,  Sir  ? 

Uber.  A  Whore,  or  .two  or  three,  as  need  ftiall  fervc. 
Boy  ? 

Sil.  Ay,  a  good  Whore  were  worth  Mony,  Boy. 

Draw,  I  proteft  Sir,  we  are  altogether  unprovided. 

Ric,  The  more's  the  pity.  Boy  j  can  you  not  'vize  us 
where,  my  Child  ^ 

Fed.  Why  where  were  you  brought  up.  Boy 
No  inkling  of  a  Whore?  No  aim,  my  Boy  ? 

Uber,  It  cannot  fink  in  my  Head  now,  that  thou  fliould*ft 
marry,  why  fliould'ft  thou  marry,  tell  me  ? 

Ric.  I  marry  ?  FlI  be  hang'd  firft  ;  fome  more  Wine, 
Boy. 

Sil,  Is  (he  not  a  Whore  tranflated  ?  An  (he  be. 
Let's  repair  to  her. 

Ric,  I  cannot  tell,  (he  may  be  an  Offender  5 
But  Signior  Silvio^  I  (hall  fcratch  your  Head, 
Indeed  I  (hall.  Sil,  Judge  me,  I  do  but  jeft  with  thee. 
What  an  (he  were  inverted 
With  her  Heels  upward,  like  a  Traitor's  Coat  ? 
Wii^z  care  I  ?  Uber.  Hang  her,  (hall  we  fall  out  for  her  ? 

Rk: 
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I     Ric.  I  am  a  little  angry  :  but  thefe  Wenches, 
:  Did  you  not  talk  of  Wenches  ? 
SiL  Boy,  lend  me  your  Candle. 
Dr^w.  Why,  Sir  ?  SiL  To  fct  fire  to  your  rotten  Ceiling, 
You'll  keep  no  Whores,  Rogue,  no  good  Members.  Draw, 
Whores,  Sir  ? 

.  SiL  Ay,  Whores  Sir,  do  you  think  we  come  to  lie  with 
your  Hogfheads  ? 

Rk.  I  muft  beat  the  Watch, 
I  have  long'd  for  it  any  time  this  three  Weeks. 

SiL  We'll  beat  the  Town  too,  and  thou  wilt,  we're 
proof  Boy ; 
Shall  we  kill  any  Body  ? 

Ric.  No,  but  we'll  hurt  'em  dangeroufly. 

Uber.  Now  muft  I  kill  one,  I  cannot  avoid  it ; 
Boy,  eafily  afore  there  with  your  Candle  5 
Where's  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Draw,  A-bed,  Sir. 

SiL  With  whom  ? 

Draw,  With  my  Mafter. 

Vber.  You  lie  Boy,  fhe's  better  brought  up  than  to  Jye 
with  her  Husband  ;  has  he  not  caft  his  Head  yet  ^ 
Next  Year  he'll  be  a  Velvet-headed  Cuckold.  \_^Exeunt, 

Draw,  You  are  a  merty  Gentleman,  there,  Sir,  take  hold, 

Enter  Viola. 

Viol.  This  is  the  Place,  I  have  out-told  the  Clock 
For  hafte ;  he  is  not  here.    Ricardo  ?  No  : 
Now  every  Power  that  loves  and  is  belov'd, 
Keep  me  from  fhame  to  Night,  for  all  you  know 
Each  Thought  of  mine  is  innocent  and  pure. 
As  Flefh  and  Blood  can  hold :  I  cannot  back  ; 
I  threw  the  Key  within,  and  e'er  I  raife 
My  Father  up,  to  fee  his  Daughter's  Shame, 
Pll  fet  me  down,  and  tell  the  Northern  Wind, 
That  it  is  gentler  than  the  curling  Weft, 
If  it  will  blow  me  dead  ;  but  he  will  come  \ 
Pfaith  'tis  cold  ;  if  he  deceive  me  thus, 
A  Woman  will  not  eafily  truft  a  Man. 
Hark,  what's  that  ? 

Sil. 
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Sil.  [within.]  Thou^rt  over  long  at  thy  Pot^  Tom,  Tom  : 
^hou'rt  over  long  at  the  Pot,  Tom, 

Fiol.  Blefs  me!  Who's  that? 

Ped.  [within,']  -Whoo! 

Uber,  {witbin,']  There  Boys. 

VioL  Darknefs  be  thou  my  cover,  I  muft  fly. 
To  thee  I  hafte  for  help-  . 

Enter  Ricardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Drawer  with  a  Torch. 

VioL  They  have  a  Light ; 
Wind,  if  thou  loveft  a  Virgin,  bJpw  it  out. 
And  I  will  never  Ihuc  a  Window  more. 
To  keep  thee  from  mCo 

Ric,  Boy. 

Draw.  Sir. 

Ric,  Why  Boy. 

Draw.  What  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

Ric.  Why  Boy,  art  thou  drunk,  Boy  ^ 

Draw  What  would  you,  Sir? 

Ric.  Why  very  good,  where  are  we? 

Uher.  Ay,  that's  the  Point; 

Draw.  Why  Sir,  you  will  beat  your  Lodging  prefently, 
Ric.  rjl  go  to  no  Lodging,  Boy. 
Draw.  Whither  will  you  go  ^hen,  Sir  ? 
Ric,  Til  go  no  farLher. 

Draw.  For  God's  fake,  Sir,  do  not  (lay  here  all  Night. 
Ric.  No  more  I  will  not. 
Boy,  lay  me  down,  and  rowl  me  to  a  Whore. 
Uber.  And  me. 
Ped,  There  fpoke  an 

Sil,  Then  fct  your  Foot  to  my  Foot,  and  up  Tails  all. 
Viol.  That  is  Ricardo^  what  a  Nolle  they  make  ? 
It  is  ill  done  of  'cm  i  here,  Sirs,  Ricardo  ? 
Ric.  What's  that.  Boy  ? 

Draw.  'Tis  a  Wench,  Sir,  pray  Gentlemen  come  away. 
Viol.  O  my  dear  Love  I  How  doeil  thuu  ?    Ric,  Faith 
Sweet  Heart, 
Ev'n  as  thou  feeft. 

Ped.  Where's  thy  Wench  ? 
Uber.  Where's  this  Bed-worm  ? 

Fiol. 
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Vtol.  Speak  foftly  for  the  love  of  Hcav'n. 

Draw.  Miftrefs,  get 
You  gone,  and  don't  entice  the  Gentlemen, 
Now  you  fee  they're  drunk,  or 
I'll  call  the  Watch,  and  lay  you  fad  enough. 

Viol,  Alas,  what  are  you  ?  or,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Sweet  love,  where's  the  Place  ? 

Ric,  Marry,  fweet  love,  e'en  here,  lie  down,  I'll  feefe 
thee. 

VioL  Good  God !  What  mean  you  ? 
Ped.  ril  have  the  Wench. 
Uber,  If  you  can  get  her. 

SiL  No,  I'll  lie  with  the  Wench  to  Night,  and  (he 
fliall  be  yours  to  Morrow. 

Ped,  Let  go  the  Wench. 

SiL  Let  you  go  the  Wench. 

VioL  O  Gentlemen,  as  you  had  Mothers ! 

Uher.  They  had  no  Mothers ;  they're  the  Sons  of  Bitches, 

Ric,  Let  that  be  maintained. 

SiL  Marry  then. 

VioL  Oh  blefs  me  Heav'n  ! 

Uber,  How  many  is  there  on's  ? 

(5)  Ric,  About  five. 

Uber,  Why  then  let's  fight  three  to  three. 

SiL  Content.  [Draw  and  fall  down. 

Draw,  The  Watch!  tke  Watch!  the  Watch!  Where 
are  you  ?  [Exit. 

Rie.  Where  are  thefe  Cowards  ?  [Exit. 
Ped.  There's  the  Whore. 

Viol,  I  never  faw  a  drunken  Man  before. 
But  thefe  I  think  arc  fo. 

SiL  Oh! 

Ped.  I  mift  you  narrowly  there. 

VioL  My  ftatc  is  fuch,  I  know  not  how  to  think 
A  Prayer  fit  for  me,  only  I  could  move. 
That  never  Maiden  more  might  be  in  Love.  [Exit, 

(5)  Rit.  About  five. 

Ubcr.  Wfy  then  leis  fight  three  to  three,}    Irijh  this,  but  droll 
enough  in  the  Mouth  of  a  drunken  Man. 
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Enter  Drawer^  Conftahle  and  Watch. 

Watch,  Where  are  they.  Boy  ? 

Braw,  Make  no  fuch  hafte,  Sir,  they  are  no  Runners, 

Vher,  I  am  hurt,  but  that*s  all  one,  1  fliall  light  upon 

fome  of  ye.    Fedro^  thou  art  a  tall  Gentleman,  let  me  kifs 

thee. 

Watch.  My  Friend. 

IJher,  Your  Friend  ?  you  lie. 

Ric,  Stand  further  off;  the  Watch  ?  you're  full  of  Fleas. 

Confi,  Gentlemen,  either  be  quiet,  or  wc  muft  make 
you  quiet. 

Ric.  Nay, 
Good  Mr.  Conftable,  be  n't  fo  rigorous. 

Vher,  Mr.  Conftable,  lend  me  thy  Hand  of  Jufticc. 

Confi: ,  That  I  will.  Sir. 

Vher,  Fy  Mr.  Conftable,  what  golls  you  have? 
Is  Juftice 

So  blind  y'  cannot  fee  to  wafh  your  Hands  ? 
I  cry  you  Mercy,  Sir  ;  your  Gloves  are  on. 

Draw.  Now  you  are  up.  Sir,  will  you  go  to  Bed  ? 

Fed.  ril  truckle  here.  Boy,  give  m'  another  Pillow. 

Draw,  Will  you  ftand  up,  and  let  pie  lay  it  on  then  ? 

Fed.  Yes. 

Draw,  There  hold  him  two  of  ye,  now  they  are  up  ; 
Be  going,  Mr.  Conftable.  , 

Ric.  And  this  way^  and  that  way^  Tom. 
Uber.  And  here  away^  and  there  away^  Tom. 
Sil.  I'his  is  the  right  way,  the  other's  the  wrong. 
Fed.  Tb*  other's  the  wrong. 

All.  ^hou*rt  over-long  at  the  Pot,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom. 
Ric,  Lead  valiantly,  fweet  Conftable,  whoop !  ha  Boys, 
Conft.  This  Wine  hunts  in  their  Heads. 
Ric.  Give  me  thy  Bill,  for  I  will  be  the  Sergeant. 
Conft,  Look  to  him,  Sirs. 

Ric.  Keep  your  Ranks,  you  Rafcals,  keep  your  Ranks. 

[Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    II.  SCENE!. 

.  Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.'W  cannot  fleep  for  thinking  of  this  Afs's  Wife  : 

^  ril  be  gone  prefently,  there's  no  (laying  here, 
with  this  Devil  about  me.  Ho!  this  is  the  Houfe  of  Sleep, 
Ho  !  Ho,  there!  'sfoot,  the  Darknefs,  and  this  Love 
together,  will  make  me  Lunatick  ;  Ho ! 

Enter  a  Servingman  above  unready. 

Ser.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Mer.  Pray  take  the  Pains  to  rife  and  light  a  Candle. 
Ser.  Prefently. 

Mer,  Was  ever  Man  but  I  in  fuch  a  Stocks? 
Well,  thi»  fhall  be  a  warning  to  me,  and 
A  fair  one  too,  how  I  betray  myfelf 
(6)  To  fuch  a  Dunce,  by  way  of  Benefit. 

Enter  Servingman, 

Ser,  Did  you  call  ? 

Mer.  Yes,  pray  do  me  the  kindnefs,  Sir,  to  let  me  out. 
And  not  enquire  why,  for  I  mull  needs  be  gone. 

Ser,  Not  to  Night,  I  hope,  Sir. 

Mer,  Good  Sir,  to  Night,  I  would  not  have  troubled 
you  elfe,  pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Ser.  Alas,  Sir,  my  Mafter  will  be  offended. 

Mer.  That  I  have  Bufmefs  ?  no  I  warrant  ye, 

Ser.  Good  Sir,  take  your  Reft. 

Mer.  Pray  my  good  Friend  let  me  appoint  my  own  reft. 

Ser,  Yes,  Sir. 

Mer.  Then  fliew  me  the  way  out,  I'll  confider  you. 
Ser.  Good  Lord,  Sir. 

Mer.  If  I  had  not  an  excellent  temper'd  Patience, 
Now  fhould  I  break  this  Fellow's  Head, 
And  make  him  underftand  'twere  neceflary 
The  only  Plague  of  this  Houfe  is  th*  unhandfome 

(6)  To  fuch  a  Dance,  ]  The  Text,  which  was  Mr.  SeivarJ^i 

i^nd  aiy  Cprje<^ture,  is  confirmed  by  the  Copy  of  1647. 

Love 
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Love  of  Servants, 

That  never  do  their  Duty  i'th*  right  Place, 

But  when  they  (7)  mufter  before  Dinner, 

And  fweep  the  Table  with  a  wooden  Dagger, 

And  then  they're  troublefome  too,  to  all  Mens  Shoulders  % 

(8)  The  Woodcock's  fiufht  again,  now  I  lhall  have 

A  new  ftir. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant,  Who  how  now  Friend  ?  What  do  you  up  fo  late  ? 
Are  you  well  ?  Do  you  want  any  thing  ?  pray  fpcak. 

Mer,  Only  the  caufe  I  rife  for. 

Ant,  What  Knaves  are  thefe  ?  What  do  you  want  ? 
why  Sirrah  ? 

Mer,  Nothing  i'th'  World,  but  th'  Keys  to  let  me  out 
Of  Doors  5  I  muft  be  gone,  be  not  againft  it. 
For  you  cannot  ftay  me. 

Ant,  Be  gone  at  this  time  ?  that  were  a  merry  Jeft. 

Mer.  If  there  be  any  Mirth  in't,  make  you  ufe  on't, 

■  mufter  before  DiftKer, 
And  fnueep  the  Table  ^ith  a  wooden  Dagger,]   The  Difficul- 
ties in  this  Faffage  are  what  in  all  Appearance  cannot  be  got  over, 
without  a  greater  Knowledge  of  the  Cuftoms  and  Manners  of  our  Au- 
thors Times  than  I  am  Matter  of.    The  Servants  then  it  feems, 
■  mujlred  before  Dinner ^ 

And  fivept  the  Table  'with  a  wooden  Dagger, 
An  Inftrument  this  not  now  made  ufe  of,  whatever  it  might  be  then, 
for  the  Purpofe  here  mentioned.  But  what  then  becomes  of  their 
Serojants  being  troublefome  to  all  Mens  [  i.  e.  Guefts  ]  Shoulders  ? 
'Tis  not;the  Fafhion,  for  Strangers  in  a  Gentleman's  Houfe,  now-a-days 
to  fit  down  to  a  Table,  and  that  a  dirty  one  too,  before  Dinner  ;  and 
of  confequence  we  (hall  not  be  able  to  explain  their  [  Servants']  being 
troublefome  to  all  Mens  Shoulders.    Mr.  Seuuardf  who  was  not  aware  • 

of  the  firft  Difficulty,   muftering  afore  Dinner,  Sec.  propofes  only 

the  Correftion  of  that  feemingly  corrupted  Place  vjooden  Dagger, 
which  he  reads  thus  with  mc,  ^woolen  Dagger,  i.  e.  a  ujoolen  Rubber, 
which  I  think,  fuppofing  the  Place  wrong,  is  full  as  well  to  be  born 
in  our  Language  as  the  known  Phrafe  of.  Rubbing  one  down  with  aa 
Oaken  Touoel    But  probably  the  whole  (hould  run  thus, 

 they  mufter  after  Dinner, 

And  fweep  the  Table  'with  a  woolen  Dagger. 

(8)  The  Woodcock's  flefht  ]   This  Blunder  Mr.  Seaward  faw  with 

me  was  eafily  correded^  and  accordingly  I  have  made  no  fcruple  to 
amend  the  Text. 

But 
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But  I  muft  go.    Ant.  Why,  for  love's  fake  ?  Mer.  Twill 
benefit 

Your  Underftanding  nought  to  know  the  Caufc  ? 
Pray  go  to  Bed,  I'll  trouble  your  Man  only. 

Ant,  Nay,  Sir,  you  have  rais'd  more,  that  has  reafon  to 
curfe  you,  and  you  knew  all  ?  my  Wife's  up,  and  coming 
down  too. 

Mer.  Alas,  'twill  be 
A  trouble,  pray  go  up  to  her,  and  let  me 
Difturb  no  more,  it  is  unmannerly. 

Enter  Maria,  as  out  of  her  Bed. 

Ant.  She's  here  already  : 
Sweet  Heart,  how  fay  you  by  this  Gentleman  ^ 
He  would  away  at  Midnight.    Mar.  That  I  am 
Sure  he  will  not.   Mer.  Indeed  I  muft.    Mar.  Good  Sir, 
Let  not  your  homely  Entertainment  prefs  you 
To  leave  your  Bed  at  Midnight ;  if  you  want. 
What  my  Houfe  or  our  whole  town  may  afford  you. 
Make  it  your  own  fault  if  you  call  not  for  it ; 
Pray  go  to  Bed  again  ;  let  me  compel  you, 
I'm  fure  you've  no  Pow'r  to  deny  a  Woman  ; 
The  Air  is  piercing, 
And  to  a  Body  beaten  with  long  travel, 
'Twill  prove  an  ill  Phyfician. 

Mer.  If  Ihe  fpeak  longer  I  ftiall  be  a  Knave,  as 
Rank  as  e'er  fweat  for't  j  Sir,  if  you  will  fend 
Your  Wife  up  prefently,  I'll  either  (lay 
With  you,  d'ye  mark  me,  or  deliver  you 
So  jull  a  Caufe,  that  you  yourfelf  lhall  thruft 
Me  out  of  Doors,  both  fuddenly  and  willingly. 

Ant,  I'd  fain  hear  that  'faith,  pray  thee  go  up  Sweet- 
heart, 

I've  half  perfwaded  him,  befides,  he  hath 

Some  private  Bufmefs  with  me.    Mar,  Good  Night,  Sir, 

And  what  Content  you'd  have,  I  wifli  with  you.  ^Exit, 

Mer,  Could  any  Man  that  had  a  Back  ask  more  ! 
O  me !  O  me  !    Ant.  Now  deal  diredly  with  me  : 
Why  fhoiild  you  go  ? 

Mer.  If  you  be  wife  do  not  enquire  the  Caufe, 

'Twill 
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*Twill  trouble  you.    Ant,  Why  ?  prithee  why  ?  Mer.  'Y 

faith 

I  would  not  have  you  know  it,  let  me  go, 
*Twill  be  far  better  for  you.    Ant,  Who  is  that. 
That  knocks  there  ?  is  it  not  at  the  Street  Door  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir.    Ant,  Who's  there,  cannot  you  fpeak? 

Viol,  [within.']  A  poor 
Diftreffed  Maid,  for  God's  'fake  let  me  in. 

Mer.  Pray  let  her  in,  Sir,  and  me  out  together, 
*Tis  but  one  labour, 

•Tis  Pity  fhe  (hould  (land  i'th*  Street,  it  feems 
She  knows  you. 

Ant.  There  fhe  fhall  (land  for  me  ;  you're  ignorant, 
This  is  a  common  Cuftom  of  the  Rogues 
That  lie  about  the  loofe  Parts  of  the  City. 

Mer.  As  how  ?  Ant,  To  knock  at  Doors  in  dead  of 
Night, 

And  ufe  fome  feigned  Voice  to  raife  Compaffion, 
And  when  the  Doors  are  open  in  they  rufti. 
And  cut  the  Throats  of  all,  and  take  the  Booty ; 
We  cannot  be  too  careful. 

Viol,  [within.^  As  ever  you  had  Pity  let  me  in, 
I  am  undone  elfe. 

Ant,  Who  are  you? 

Fiol,  My  Name  is  Viola^  a  Gentlewoman 
That  ill  Chance  hath  diftrefs'd,  you  know  my  Father. 

Mer,  Alas  of  God !  we'll  let  her  in,  'tis  one  of 
The  Gentlewomen  that  were  here  i'th'  Evening, 
I  know  her  by  her  Name,  poor  Soul,  Ihe's  cold 
I  warrant  her,  let  her  have  my  warm  Bed, 
And  I  will  take  her  Fortune ;  come,  pray  come. 

Ant,  It  is  not  Fiola,  that's  certain. 
She  went  home  to  her  Father's,  I  am  fure. 

Fiol,  Will  not  you  be  fo  good  to  let  me  in  ? 

Ant,  ril  be  fo  good  to  have  you  whipt  away,  if 
You  (lay  a  little  longer  :  She  is  gone 
I  warrant  her  ;  now  let  me  know  your  Caufe, 
For  I  will  hear't,  and  not  repent  the  knowing. 

Mer.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I'll  tell  you; 
I  love  your  Wife  extreamly.    Ant,  Very  well. 

Mer, 
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Mer.  And  fo  well  that  I  dare  not  (lay. 
Ant.  Why  ? 

Mer,  For  wronging  you    I  know  I'm  Fle(h  and  Blood, 
And  you  have  done  me  Friendlhips  infinite 
And  often. 

That  muft  require  me  honeft,  and  a  true  Man, 
And  I  will  be  fo,  or  FJl  break  my  Heart. 

Ant.  Why,  you  may  ftay  for  all  this  yer,  methinks. 

Mer.  No,  though  I  wou*d  be  good,  I  am  no  Saint, 
Nor  is  it  fafe  to  try  me  ;  I  deal  plainly. 

Ant.  Come,  I  dare  try  you,  do  the  befl  you  can. 

Mer.  You  fhall  not ;  " 
When  I  am  right  again,  I'll  come  and  fee  you, 
Till  when,  I'll  ufe  all  Countries,  and  all  Means, 
But  I  will  lofe  this  Folly,  'tis  a  Devil. 

Ant.  Is  there  no  way  to  ftay  you  ?    Mer.  No, 
Unlefs  you'll  have  me  fuch  a  Villain  to  you, 
As  all  Men  fliall  fpit  at  me. 

Ant.  Does  (he  know  you  love  her  ? 

Mer.  No,  I  hope  not,  that  were  a  Recompence 
Fit  for  a  Rogue  to  render  her. 

Ant.  If  ever  any  had  a  faithful  Friend, 
I  am  that  Man  and  I  may  glory  in't ; 
This,  this  is  he,  that  ip/^,  he  that  paftes 
All  Chriftendom  for  Goodnefs  \ 
He  fhall  not  overgo  me  in  his  Friendfhip, 
'Twere  recreant  and  bafe,  and  Til  be  hang'd  firft, 
I  am  refolved,  go  thy  ways,  (9)  a  W^ife 
Shall  never  part  us    I've  confider'd,  and 
I  find  her  nought  to  fuch  a  Friend  as  thou  art ; 
I'll  fpeak  a  bold  word,  take  your  time  and  woe  fcer. 
You've  overcome  me  clearly. 

And  do  what's  fitting  with  her  you  conceive  me  i 

I  am  glad  at  Heart  you  love  her,  by  this  Light ; 
Ne'er  ftare  upon  m.e,  for  I  will  not  fiy  from't, 
]f  y'had  fpoke  fooner,  fure  you  had  been  ferv*d  ; 
Sir,  you're  not  ev'ry  Man,  now  to  your  Task, 

(9)  aV/ife 

Will  ne-jtr  ]    The  Edition  of  1647  S'^^s  the  Text. 
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1  give  you  free  leave. 

And  the  Sin's  mine  if  there  be  any  in  it. 

Mer,  He  will  be  hang'd  before  he  makes  this  good  ; 
He  cannot  be  fo  innocent  a  Coxcomb, 
He  can  tell  ten  fure. 

If  I  had  never  known  you  as  I  have  done, 
I  might  be  one,  as  others  perhaps  fooner, 
But  now  it  is  impofTible,  there's  tO(> 
Much  Good  between  us. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  art  e  en  the  beft  Man — 
1  can  fay  no  more,  I  am  fo  overjoy'd  ; 
You  mull  ftay  this  Night,  and  in  the  Morning  go 
As  early  as  you  pleafe,  I  have  a  Toy  for  you. 

Mer,  I  thought  this  Pill  would  make  you  fick. 

Ant,  But  where  you  mean  to  be  I  muft  have  notice. 
And  it  mufl:  be  hard  by  too  ;  do  you  mark  me  ? 

Mer,  Why,  what's  the  matter  } 

Ant,  There  is  a  thing  in  hand. 

Mer.  Why  ?  what  thing  ? 

Ant,  A  found  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you  be  not 

Peevifli.  We  two  will  be  you'Jd  little  think  it  \ 

As  famous  for  our  Friend fliip 

Mer.  How  ? 

Ant.  If  Heav'n  pleafe, 
As  ever  Damon  was,  and  Pytheas  % 
Or  Pylades^  and  Oreftes,  or  any  two 
That  ever  were ;  do  you  conceive  me  yet  ? 

Mer.  No,  by  my  troth.  Sir ;  he'll  not  help  me 
fure  ? 

Ant,  You  ihall  anon  ;  and  for  our  Names,  I  think 
They  fliall  live  after  us,  and  be  remcmber'd 
While  there's  a  Story  ;  or  I'll  lofe  my  aim. 

Mer.  What  a  Vengeance  ails  he  ?  How  do  you  ^ 

Ant,  Yes  faith,  we  two  will  be  fuch  Friends,  as  the 
World  fhall  ring  of. 

Mer,  And  why's  all  this  ? 

Ant.  You  fhall  enjoy  my  Wife. 

Mer.  Away,  away.    Ant.  The  Wonder  mufl:  begin 
So  I  have  call  it,  'twill  be  fcurvy  elfe. 
You  fhall  not  ftir  a  Foot  in't ;  pray  be  quiet 
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'Till  I  have  made  it  perfcd:. 

Mer,  What  fliall  a  Man  do  with  this  wretched  Fellow  ? 
There  is  no  Mercy  to  be  ufed  towards  him, 
He  is  not  capable  of  any  Pity, 
He  will  (10)  in  fpight  of  courfe  be  a  Cuckold, 
And  who  can  help  it  ? 

Muft  it  begin  fo  needs,  Sir  ?-  Think  again. 

Ant,  Yes  marry  muft  it, 
And  I  myfelf  will  woe  this  Woman  for  you  ; 
Do  you  perceive  it  now  ?  ha  ? 

Mer,  Yes,  now  I  have  a  little  fight  i'th'  matter  s 

0  that  thy  Head  fhould  be  fo  monftrous, 
That  all  thy  Servants  Hats  may  hang  upon't  I 
But  do  you  mean  to  do  this  ? 

Ant,  Yes  certain,  I  will  woe  her,  and  for  you. 
Strive  not  againft  it,  'tis  the  Overthrow 
Of  the  bed  Plot  that  ever  was  then.    Mer,  Nay, 

1  will  affure  you,  Sir,  I'll  do  no  harm. 
You  have  too  much  abojut  you  of  your  own. 

Ant,  Have  you  thought  of  a  Place  yet  ? 
Mer,  A  Place  ? 
Ant,  Ay, 

A  Place  where  you  will  bide ;  prithee  no  more  of 
This  Modefty,  'tis  fooliOi, 

(10)  in  fpight  (t/" courfe  ]  Both  the  vSenfeand  Meifurefecm 

corrupted  by  the  Word  Courfe,  The  Conjtdlare  I  fhall  propofe  fecmis 
probable,  but  I  am  not  To  fully  fatisfy'd  wich  it  as  not  to  wilh  to  fee  a 
better.    I  read, 

H«  ijotll  in  flight  ef  Courtefy  he  a  Cuckold. 
The  Word  will  bear  twa  Senfes,  both  fuitable  to  the  Context ;  either 
In  fpight  of  my  Courtefy  or  Ci'uility  to  him^  or  In  fpight  of  the 
Courtefy  of  Natiorts,  which  has  every  where  rendered  a  wilful  Cuckold 
contemptible.  Shakefpeary  and  our  Authors,  often  ufe  the  Word  in 
this  latter  Senfe,  Mr.  Seivard, 

What  Mr.  Senuard  has  proposM  in  his  Note  is  very  ingenious  but 
not  neceffary,  the  Place  being  certainly  right  as  it  ftands.  C^ar/?  here 
means  the  fame  as  Fortune  or  Fate^  and  to  do  a  thing  in  fpight  cf 
either  is  a  very  common  Exprefiion.    Thus  in  the  Play  of  CromnueU^ 
( falfly  attributed  to  Shake fpear)  the  Author  has  thefe  Words  j 
■      in  this  admiring  World 
Ihis  is  but  Courfe,  'which  in  the  Namt  of  FztC 
.  Is  feen  as  often  as  it  nubirls  about, 
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And  we  were  not  determined  to  be 

Abfolute  Friends  indeed,  'twere  tolerable. 

Mer,  I  have  thought,  and  you  foon  (hall  hear  from  n 
Ant,  Why,  this  will  gain  me  everlafting  Glory  j 

I  have  the  better  of  him,  that's  my  Comfort, 

Good  Night.  {Exit, 
Mer.  Good  Night; 

Well  go  thy  ways,  thou  art  the  tidieft  Wittall 

This  Day  I  think  above  Ground, 

And  yet  thy  End  for  all  this  mud  be  motly.  {Ey^it, 

Enter  a  Tinker  with  a  Cord^  and  Dorothy. 

Tink,  'Tis  bitter  cold  ;  a  Plague  upon  thefe  Rogues, 
How  wary  they  are  grown  : 
Not  a  Door  open  now,  but  double  barr'd ; 
Not  a  Window, 

But  up  with  a  cafe  of  Wood  like  a  Spice-box, 

And  their  Locks  unpickable  ; 

The  very  Smiths  that  were  (i  i)  half  Venturers, 

Drink  penitent,  finglc  Ale, 

This  is  the  Iron  Age,  the  Ballad  fings  of ; 

Well,  I  fliall  meet  with-fomeof  your  loofe  Linnen  yet, 

Good  Fellows  muft  not  ftarve  ;  here's  he  (hall  fhew 

You  God-a-mighty's  Dog-bolts,  if  this  hold. 

Dor.  Faith  thou  art  but  too  merciful,  that's  thy  Fault, 
Thou  art  as  fweet  a  Thief,  that  Sin  excepted. 
As  ever  fufier'd,  that  is  a  proud  Word, 
And  I'll  maintain  it. 

Tin.  Come,  prithee 
Let  us  fhog  off,  and  (12)  bowze  an  Hour  or  two. 
There's  Ale  will  make  a  Cat  fpeak  at  the  Harrow  ; 
We  fhall  get  nothing  now,  without  we  batter, 
'Tis  grown  too  near 

(\\)  >S>fl^  Ventures,]    By  the  want  of  a  Syllable,  what 

Work  is  here  made?  The  Hammers,  ^c.  are  put  for  iht  Smiths  ^  and 
the  Merchandife  for  the  Merchant.  But  the  Folio  of  1647  fets  all  to 
rights,  by  reading,  as  I  have  alter'd,  the  prefent  Text — Venturers. 

(12)  — — Browze  an  Hour  or  two,"]  The  Text  is  from  Mr.  Theo- 
hald\  Margin.  I  conjedlured  we  fhould  read  Rottfe^  i.  e.  Caroufe, 
but  it  is  a  Matter  of  no  great  Moment. 

<-u.'  Morning, 
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Morning,  the  Rogues  fleep  fober,  and  are  watchful. 

Dor.  We  want  a  Boy  extreamly  for  this  Fundion, 
Kept  under  for  a  Year,  with  Milk,  and  Knot-grafs; 
In  my  time  1  have  feen  a  Boy  do  wonders ; 
Robin  the  red  Tinker  had  a  Boy, 
•God  reft  his  Soul,  he  fuffer'd  this  time  four  Years, 
For  two  Spoons, -and  a  Pewter  Candleltick  i 
That  fweet  Man  had  a  Boy, 

As  Pm  a  Curftend  Whore,  would  have  run  through 
A  Cat-hole  he  would 

Have  boulted  fuch  a  piece  of  Linnen  in  an  Evening  .  » 

Tin.  Weil,  we  will  have  a  Boy  ;  prithee  let's  go, 
I  am  vengeance  cold  I  tell  thee.    Dor.  I'll  be  hang'd 
Before  [  ftir  without  fome  purchafe,  by  thefe 
Ten  Bones,  I'll  turn  She-ape,  and  untile  a  Houfe, 
But  I  will  have  it ;  it  may  be  I  have 
A  humour  to  be  hang'd,  1  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Viola. 

Tin.  Peace,  you  flead  Whore,  thou  haft  a  Mouth  like 
a  Blood-hound,  here  comes  a  Night- fhade. 

Dor,  A  Gentlewoman- Whore  *, 
By  this  Darknefs  I  will  cafe  her  to  the  Skin. 

Tin.  Peace,  I  fay. 

Viol.  What  Fear  have  I  endur'd  this  difmal  Night  ^ 
And  what  Difgrace,  if  I  were  feen  and  known  ? 
In  which  this  Darknefs  only  is  my  Friend, 
That  only  has  undone  me  •,  ^^ithbufand  Curfcs 
Light  on  my  eafie,  foolifh,  ehildilh  Love, 
That  durft  fo  lightly  lay  a  Confidence 
Upon  a  Man,  io  many  being  falfe 
My  wearinefs,  and  weeping,  makes  me  fleepy, 
I  muft  lie  down.    ^in.  What's  this  ?  A  Prayer,  or 
A  Homily,  or  a  Ballad  of  good  Counfel } 
She  has  a  Gown,  I  am  fure. 

Dor.  Knock  out  her  Brains,  and  then  (he'll  never  bite. 

Tin.  Yes,  I  will  knock  her,  but  not  yet :  You !  Woman ! 

VioL  For  God's  fake  what  are  you  ? 

Tin.  One  of  the  Grooms  of  your  Wardrobe,  come, 
come, 

M  3  Uncafc, 
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Uncafe,  uncafe ;  by'r  Lady  a  good  Kerfey. 

[^kl.  Pray  do  not  hurt  me,  Sir.    Dor,  (13)  Let's  have 
no  Pity, 

For  if  you  do,  here's  that  fhall  cut  your  Whiftle. 

Viol.  Alas,  what  would  you  have  ?  1  am  as  miferable 
As  you  can  make  me  any  way. 

Dor,  Thatlhali  be  try'd. 

VioL  Here,  take  my  Gown,  if  that  will  do  you  Pleafure. 
"tin.  Yes  marry  will 't,  look  in  the  Pockets  D^//, 
There  may  be  Birds.    Dor,  They're  flown,  a  pox  go 
with  them, 

I'll  have  this  Hat,  and  this  Ruff  too,  I  like  it, 
Now  will  I  fiourifli  like  a  Lady  brave, 
V  faith,  Boy. 

VioL  You  are  fo  gentle  People  to  my  feeming. 
That  by  my  truth  I  could  live  with  you.  T^in,  Could  you  Ic?? 
A  pretty  young  round  Wench,  well  Blooded,  I 
(14J  Am  for  her.    Dor,  But  by  this,  I  am  not,  cool 
Your  Codpiece,  Rogue,  or  I  will  clap  a  Spell  on't. 
Shall  take  your  Edge  off  with  a  very  Vengeance. 

T!in,  Peace,  Horle-flefli,  Peace,  I'll  caft  off  my  Amazon, 
Sh'as  walk'd  too  long,  and  is  indeed  notorious. 
She'll  fight  and  fcould,  and  drink  like  one  o'th'  Worthies. 

Dor,  Udsprecious 
You  young  contagious  Whore,  muft  you  be  ticeing  ? 
And,  is  your  Flefh  fo  rank.  Sir,  two  may  live  upon't  ? 
I'm  glad  to  hear  your  Cortall's  grown  fo  lufty  5 
Hs  was  dry  founder'd  t'other  Day,  wehee 
My  pamper'd  Jade  of  Afial 

VioL  Good  Woman  do  not  hurt  me,  I  am  forry 
That  I  have  given  any  caufe  of  Anger. 

{13)  Lei's  have  no  Pity,']   i.  e.  no  crying  out  for  Pity. 

{\/^'  Am  for  her^  Thieves.]  Thie'ves  has  Itolen  into  the  Text  here 
very  unaccountably.  If  the  Speech  is,  or  is  not  curtailM,  as  I  can't 
promife,  yet  there  is  no  reafon  for  ^hie'ves  ftanding  here,  as  there  is 
nothing  to  which  it  can  probably  refer.  There  are  but  two  ways  I 
know  of  that  we  can  rid  the  Text  of  it ;  the  firft  is  by  expunging  it 
as  I  have  done,  and  the  fecond  by  fuppofing  that  it  is  a  Corruption  of 
ihi},  and  fituatein  a  wrong  Place,  and  that  the  Paffa^c  once  run  thus, 
J  pretty  young  round  Wench  ivell  blooded ^  ti  i-, 
Tm  for  her    <  » 

Don 
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Dor,  Either  bind  her 
Quickly,  and  come  away,  or  by  this  Steel 
I'll  telJ,  although  I  trufs  for  Company  ; 
Now  could  I  eat  her  broil'd,  or  any  way. 
Without  Vinegar ; 

I  mufl  have  her  Nofe.  Viol,  By  any  thing  you  love  befi-. 
Good  Sir,  good  Woman —  Tin.  Why  her  Nofe,  Dorothy? 

Dor.  If  I  have  it  not,  and  prefently  warm,  I  lofe  that 
I  go  withal. 

Tin,  Wou'd  the  Devil 
Had  that  thou  goeft  withal,  and  thee  together. 
For  fure  he  got  thy  Whelps  if  thou  haft  any ; 
(15)  He's  thy  dear  Dad,  Whore  ! 
Put  up  your  Cut-purfe  ;  an  1  take  my  Switch  up, 
*TwiIl  be  a  black  time  with  you,  (heath  your  Bung,  Whore. 

Dor.  Will  you  bind  her  ? 
We  fhall  ftand  here  a  prating,  and  be  hang'd  both. 
lin.  Come,  I  muft  bind  you,  not  a  Word,  no  crying. 
Viol.  Do  what  you  will,  indeed  I  will  not  cry. 
Tin,  Hurt  her  not,  if  thou  doft,  by  Ale  and  Beer, 
ril  clout  thy  old  bald  Brain-pan  with  a  piece 
Of  Brafs,  you  Bitch  incarnate. 

{Exeunt  Tinker  and  Dorothy. 
Viol,  O  Heav'n,  to  what  am  I  refer v'd  !  that  knew  not 
Through  all  my  childifh  Hours  and  Adions, 
More  Sin,  than  poor  Imagination, 
And  too  much,  loving  of  a  faithlefs  Man, 
For  which  I'm  paid  ;  and  fo,  that  not  the  Day 
That  now  is  rifing  to  proteifl  the  harmlefs. 
And  give  the  innocent  a  Sandluary 
From  Thieves  and  Spoilers,  can  deliver  mc 
From  Shame,  at  leaft  Sufpicion— • 

Enter  Valerio. 

Vol,  Sirrah,  lead  down  the  Horfes  eafily, 
Pll  walk  a-foot  till  1  be  down  the  Hill, 
*ris  very  early. 


(15)  She's  thy  dear  Dad,  ]    Common  Senfc,  as  Mr,  Siivard 

faw  too,  calls  out  for  a  Change  of  She's  into  He's» 

M  4  I 


184'  7/?^  Coxcomb. 

^  lhall  reach  home  betimes.    How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Viol,  Night,  that  was  ever  Friend  to  Lovers,  ycc 
Has  rais'd  fome  weary  Soul,  thac  hates  his  Bed, 
To  come  and  fee  me  blufh,  and  then  Jaugh  at  me. 

VaL  H'ad  a  rude  Heart  that  did  this. 

Viol.  Gentle  Sir, 
If  you  have  that  which  honed  Men  call  Pity, 
And  be  as  far  from  evil  as  you  fhew  \ 
Help  a  pocr  Maid,  that  this  Night  by  bad  Fortune 
Has  been  thus  us'd  by  Robbers. 

Val.  A  Pox  upon  his  Hsart  that  would  not  help  thee  j 
This  Thief  was  half  a  Lawyer  by  his  Bands. 
How  iong  have  you  been  tied  here  ?    Viol,  Alas,  this 
Hour*,  and  wich  Cold  and  Fear  am  almoft  perifh'd. 

Val.  Where  were  the  Watch  the  while  ?   Good  fober 
Gentlemen, 

They  were  like  careful  Members  of  the  City, 
(16)  Drawing  in  diligent  Ale,  and  Tinging  Catches, 
While  Mr.  Conflable  contriv'd  the  Tolh: 
Thefe  Fellows  fhould  be  more  feverely  punifh'd 
Than  wandring  Gipfies,  that  each  Statute  whips; 
For  if  they'd  every  one  two  Eyes  apiece  more. 
Three  Pots  would  put  them  out.    VioL  I  cannot  tell, 
I  round  no  Chriftian  to  give  me  Succour. 

p'^aL  When  they  take  a  Thief, 
I'll  rake  Ofier.d  again  ;  the  Whorefons 
Drink  Opium  in  their  Ale,  and  then  they  fleep 
Like  Tops  ;  as  for  their  Bills,  they  only  ferve 
To  reach  down  Bacon  to  make  Rafhers  on  •, 
Now  let  me  know  to  whom  Pve  done  this  Courtefie, 
That  I  may  thank  my  early  rifing  for  it. 

Viol.  Sir,  all  I  am,  you  fee. 

Val.  You  have  a  Name  Pm  fure,  and  a  Kindred, 
A  Father,  Friend,  or  fomething  that  muft  own  youj 

(16)  Dramming  in  diligent  Jle,  ]    If  the  Reader  will  take  ihii 

Epithet  in  an  Ironical  Seiife,  I  need  not  endeavour  af:er  an  Alteration 
but  if  net,  perhaps  we  Ihould  read, 

^   Dra-iJciTig  indiligent  Ale  ■ 

Or 

Draivh£  in  indiligent  ^le  > 

^  She' 
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She's  a 

Handfome  young  Wench  j  what  Rogues  were  thefe  to 
rob  her  ? 

VioL  Sir,  you  fee  all  I  dare  reveal,  and  as 
You  are- a  Gentleman  prcfs  me  no  further  ; 
For  there  begins  a  Grief,  whofe  Bittertiefs 
Will  break  a  ftronger  Heart  than  1  have  in  me. 
And  'twiil'but  make  you  heavy  with  the  hearing; 
For  your  own  Goodnefs  fake  defire  it  not. 

P'aL  If  you  would  not  have  me  enquire  of  that. 
How  do  you  Jive  then  ?    VloL  How  I've  liv'd,  is  ftill  , 
One  Queftion,  which  muft  not  be  refolv'd— — 
How  1  defire  to  lire,  is  in  your  liking, 
So  worthy  an  Opinion  I  have  of  you. 

Val.  Is  in  my  liking  ?  How,  I  pray  thee    Tell  me, 
'Faith  I'll  do  y*  any  good  lies  in  my  Power ; 
She  has  an  Eye  would  raife  a  Bed-rid  Man  ; 
Come,  leave  your  Fear,  and  tell  me,  that*s  a  good  Wench. 

VioL  Sir,  I  would  ferve — VaL  Who  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 
Don't  weep 

'And  tell  me.    Fiol.  Faith,  Sir,  even  fome  good  Woman, 
And  fuch  a  Wife,  if  you  be  married, 
1  do  imagine  yours. 
Fal,  Alas  ! 

Thou'rt  young  and  tender.  Jet  me  fee  thy  Hand, 
This  was  ne'er  made  to  wafh,  or  wind  up  Water, 
Beat  Cloaths,  or  rub  a  Floor  ; 
By  this  Light,  for  one  ufe  that  (hall  be  namelefs, 
*Tis  the  beft  wanton  Hand  that  e'er  1  Jookt  on. 

Viol.  Dare  you  accept  me.  Sir,  my  Heart  is  honeft ; 
Among  your  virtuous  charitable  Deeds, 
This  will  not  be  the  Jeaft. 

Fal.  Thou  canfl:  in  a  Chamber? 

Fid.  In  a  Chamber,  Sir  ? 

F al.  I  mean,  wait  there  upOn  a  Gentlewoman. 
How  quick  (he  is,  I  like  that  mainly  too  ; 
I'll  have  her,  though  I  keep  her  with  main  ftrength 
Like  a  befieg'd  Town,  for  I  know  I  fhall 
Have  th'  Enemy  afore  rne  in  a  Week. 

Viol  Sir,  I  can  fow  too,  and  make  pretty  Laces, 

Drefs 
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Drefs  a  Head  handfome,  teach  young  Gentlewomen, 
For  in  all  thefe  1  have  a  little  Knowledge. 

Val.  'Tis  well,  no  doubt  I  fhail  encreafe  that  Knowledge. 
1  like  her  better  ftill,  how  fhe  provokes  me  j 
Pretty  young  Maid»  you  fhall  . 
Serve  a  good  Gentlewoman,  though  I  fay't. 
That  will  not  be  unwilling  you  fliould  pleafe  me. 
Nor  I  forgetful  if  you  do.    VioL  I  am 
The  happier.    VaL  My  Man  fhall  make  fome  Ihift 
To  carry  you  behind  him  ;  can  you  ride  well  ? 

Fiol  Bur  Pli  hold  faft  for  catching  of  a  fall. 

VaL  That's  the  next  way  to  pull  another  on  you. 
I'll  work  her  as  I  go,  I  know  (he's  Wax,  now. 
Now  at  this  time  could  I  beget  a  Worthy 
Upon  this  Wench.    VioL  Sir,  for  this  Gentlenefs, 
May  Heav'n  requite  you  tenfold.     VaL  'Tis  a  good 
Wench, 

However  others  ufe  thee,  be  afTur'd 

I'll  be  a  loving  Mafter  to  thee  ;  come.  \Extunt. 

Enter  Antonio  like  an  Irifli  Footman^  Viith  a  Letter, 

Ant.  I  hope  I'm  wild  enough  for  being  known, 
I've  writ  a  Letter  here,  and  in  it  have 
Abus'd  myfelf  mod  bitterly,  yet  all 
My  Fear  is,  not  enough. 
For  that  mufl  do  it,  that  muft  lay  it  on  ; 
I'll  win  her  out  o'th*  Flint,  'twill  be  more  famous  ; 
Now  for  my  Language. 

Enter  Sermngman, 

Ser.  Now,  Sir,  who'd  you  fpcak  with  ? 

Ant.  Where  be  thy  Maftres  Man  ?  I'd  fpeak  with  her, 
I  have  a  Letter.    Ser.  Cannot  I  deliver  it  ? 

Ant.  No,  by  my  trot,  and  fait,  canft  thou  not  Man. 

Ser.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  call  her  to  you,  pray  fliake  your  Ears 
without  a  little.  [Exit  Servingman. 

Ant.  Cran  a  Cree  do  it  quickly  ;  *  this  Rebel  Tongue 
flicks  in  my  Teeth  worfe  than  a  tough  Hen,  fure  it  was 

♦  Vide  No:e  26  in  Page  197.  . 

ne'er 
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ne'er  known  at  Bahel^  for  they  fold  no  Apples,  and  this 
was  nfiade  for  certain  at  the  firft  planting  of  Orchards, 
*tis  fo  crabbed. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Servingman, 

Mar,  What's  he  wou'd  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ser.  A  Killkenny  Ring,  there  he  (lands,  Madam. 

Mar,  What  would  you  have  with  me.  Friend  ? 

Ant,  He  has  a  Letter  for  other  Women,  wilt  thou 

read  it?. 
Mar,  From  whence  ? 
Ant.  De  Crofle  Creed  from  my  Matter. 
Md^'  Who  is  your  Mafter  ? 
Ant,  I  pray  do  you  look. 
Mar,  Do  you  know  this  Fellow  ? 
Str,  No, 

Madam,  not  I,  more  than  an  Irijh  Footman  ; 
Stand  further  Friend,  I  do  not  like  your  Rope-runners, 
What  Stalion  Rogues  are  thefe,  (17)  to  wear  fuchTrowfcrs, 
The  very  Cotton  may  commit  Adultery. 

Mar,  I  can't  find  whofe  Hand  this  fhould  be.  Til  read, 
^0  the  Beauteous  Wife  of  Don  Antonio  : 

Sure  this  is  Ibme  blind  Scribe   well  now,  what 

follows  ? 

Ant,  Pray  God  it  take,  for  I  have  giv'n  her  that  • 
Will  ftir  her  Confcience,  how  it  works  with  her  \ 
Hope,  if  it  be  thy  Will,  let  the  Flefh  have  it. 

Mar,  This  is 
The  moft  abhor'd,  intolerable  Knavery, 
That  Slave  e'er  entercain'd,  fure  there  is  more 
Than  thine  own  Head  in 
This  Villany,  it  goes  like  pradis'd  Mifchief ; 
Difabled  in  his  Body  ?  O  good  God  ! 

(ly)   to  nvear /uch  DowfetSf 

Tf>e  very  Cotton  ]    The  Senfe  of  this  Word  can  in  na 

Shape  tally  with  the  Context  here.    Donifets  fhould  without  all  Scru- 
ple be  wrote  Troiv/en  or  TroJ/irs  ;  and  thus  the  next  Page  Maria  in 
a  Sneer  fays  to  him, 
Tou  Rogue, 

Tou  Enemy  t9  all^  hut  little  Breeches, 

As 
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As  I  live  he  lyes  moft  fearfully,  and  bafely. 

Ha  I  I  fhould  know  that  Jewel,  'tis  my  Husband, 

Come  hither.  Sirrah,  are  you  an  Iriflj  Man  ? 

Ant,  Sweet  Woman  a  Cree  I  am  an  Irijh  iVTan. 

Mar,  Now  I  know*t  perfeftly  ;  is  this  your  Trick,. Sir  ? 
I'll  trick  you  for  it ;  how  long-have  you  ferv'd 
This  Gentleman  ?    Ant,  Pleafe  thee  a  little  Day, 

0  my  Mac  Dermond  put  me  to  my  Maftree  j  'tis  done  I 

know. 

Mar.  Faith  he  fpeaks  as  well 
As  if  he  had  been  loufy  for  the  Language 
A  Year  or  two  \  well,  Sir,  you  had  been  better 
Have  kept  in  your  own  Shape  as  I  will  ufe  you ; 
What  have  I  done  that  fhould  deferve  this  'l>ial  ? 

1  never  made  him  Cuckold,  to  my  Knowledge. 
Sirrah  come  hither. 

Ant.  Now  will  flie  fend  fome  Jewel,  or  fome  Letter, 
I  know  her  Mind  as  well ;  i  fhall  be  famous. 
Mar,  Take  this  IriJh  Bawd  here. 
Ant,  How  ? 

Mar.  And  kick  him  till  his  Breeches  and  Breech  be  of 
one  Colour,  a  bright  blue  both. 

Ant,  I  may  be  well  fwing'd  thus,  for  I  dare  not  reveal 
myfelf,  I  hope  fhe  does  not  mean  it  ;  [_Serv ant  kicks  bim.] 
O  hone  !  O  hone!   O  St.  Patrick!  O  a  Cree  !  O  fweec  . 
Woman ! 

Mar.  Now  turn  him, 
And  kick  him  o'  t'other  fide,  that's  well. 

Ant.  O  good  waiting  Man,  1  befeech  thee  good  wait- 
ing Man-  a  Pox  fire  your  Legs. 

Mar.  You  Rogue, 
You  Enemy  to  all,  but  little  Breeches, 
How  dareft  you  come  to  me  with  fuch  a  Letter  ? 
.  Ant.  Prithee 

Pity  th'  poor  IriJh  Man  ;  all  this  makes  for  me. 
If  I  win  her  yet,  I'm  ftill  more  glorious. 

Mar,  N  Av  could  I  weep  at  what  I've  done,  but  I'll 
Harden  my  Heart  again  j  go  Jfhut  him  up, 
Until  my  Husband  comes  home  ;  yet  thus  much 
E'er  yc  go.  Sirrah  Thatch'd  Head,  would'ft  not  thou 

Be 
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Be  whipt,  and  think  it  Juftice  ? 

Well  Jquavil^  Barrel,  (i8)  I'll  bounce  you. 

Jnl.  I  pray,  do  I  befeech  you,  be  not  angry. 

Mar,  O  you  hobby-headed  Rafcal,  ril  have  you  flead, 
and  TroITers  made  of  thy  Skin  to  tumble  in  *,  go  away 
with  him,  let  him  fee  no  Sun,  'till  my  Husband  come 
home :  Sir,  I  lhall  meet  with  you  for  your  Knavery,  I 
fear  it  not. 

y^nl.  Wilt  thou  not  let  me  go  ?  I  do  not  like  this. 
Mar.  Away  with  him. 

Scr.  Come,  I'll  lead  you  in  by  your  Jack-a-lent  Hair, 
go  quietly,  or  I'll  make  your  Crupper  crack. 

Mar.  And  do  you  hear  me.  Sirrah  ?  when  youVedonCj 
Make  my  Coach  ready. 

Ser.  Yes,  yes  forfooth.  [_Exii  Servingman  with  Antonio. 

Mar,  Lock  him  up  fafe  enough, 
I'll  to  this  Gentleman,  and  know  the  reafon 
Of  all  this  Bufinefs,  for  I  do  fufped  it  ; 
If  h'as.  laid  this  Plot,  I'll  ring  him  fuch  a  Peal, 
Shall  make  his  Ears  deaf  for  a  Month  at  leaft.  [Exit. 

Enter  Ricardo. 

Ric,  Am  I  not  mad  ^  Can  this  weak  temper'd  Head, 
That  will  be  mad  with  Drink,  endure  the  Wrong 
That  I  have  done  a  Virgin,  and  my  Love  ? 
Be  mad,  for  fo  thou  oughteft,  or  I  will  beat 
The  Walls  and  Trees  down  with  thee,  and  will  let 
Either  thy  Memory  out,  or  Madnefs  in  j 
But  fure  I  never  lov'd  fair  Viola^ 
.1  never  lov'd  my  Father,  nor  my  Mother, 
Or  any  thing  but  Drink  j  had  I  had  Love, 
Nay,  ( 1 9)  had  1  known  fo  much  of  Charity 

As 

(ig)    Injjill  bounce  you. 

Ant.  I  pray  you  doy  I  befeech  you  be  not  angry  ^   I  pray  you, 
do  what  ?  Bounce  me,  fays  the  Coxcomb  Jntonio  :  but  as  big  Coxcomb 
as  he  is,  he  means  no  fuch  thing.    Read  and  point  with  the  firft  Folio. 
■      rll  bounce  you. 
Ant.  Ifrayy  do  I  befeech  you,  be  not  angry. 
And  the  Place  is  right. 

(19)   had  1  knoiAin  fo  much  Char ity\  The  Omiflion  of  a  Par- 
ticle here  hurts  the  Senfe,  as  well  as  the  Meafure  :  To  know  fo  much 

Charity, 
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"As  would  have  fav'd  an  Infant  from  the  Fire, 
I  had  been  naked,  raving  in  the  Street, 
With  half  a  Face,  galhing  myfelf  with  Knives, 
Two  Hours  e'er  this  time. 

Enter  Pedro,  Silvio,  and  Uberto. 

TeL  Good  Morrow,  Sir,    Ric,  Good  Morrow,  Gen- 
tlemen, 

Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?  I  have  my  Wits. 

Ted,  So  have  I  too,  but  they're  unfettled  ones  ; 
Would  I'd  fome  Porridge. 

Ric.  The  Tavern  Boy  was  here  this  Morning  with  me. 
And  told  me,  that  there  was  a  Gentlewoman, 
Which  he  took  for  a  Whore,  that  hun^  on  me  : 
"  For  whom  we  quarrel'd,  and  I  know  not  what; 

Ted.  r  faith  nor  I.  JJher,  I  have  a  glimmering 
Of  fome  fuch  thing.    Ric,  Was  it  you,  Silvio^ 
That  made  me  drink  fo  much?  'twas  you  or  Pedro. 

Ted,  I  know  not  who. 

SiL  We  are  all  apt  enough. 

Rxc,  But  I  will  lay  the  Fault  on  none  but  me. 
That  I  would  be  fo  entreated  ;  come,  come  Silvio^ 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?  Come,  Gentlemen, 
Why  do  you  (lay,  let's  never  leave  off  now, 
Whilft  we  have  Wine,  and  Throats;  V\\  pradifeif. 
Till  I  have  made  it  my  beft  quality  j 
For  what  is  beft  for  me  to  do  but  that? 
ForHeav'n  fake  come  and  drink  ;  when  I  am  nam'd. 
Men  fhall  make  anfwer.  Which  Ricardo  mean  you? 
The  excellent  Drinker  ?  I  will  have  it  fo  5 
Will  you  go  drink  ?  . 

Sil.  We  drunk  too  much  too  lately. 

Ric,  Why  there  is  then  the  lefs  behind  to  drink^ 
Let's  end  it  all  ;  difpatch  that,  we'll  fend  abroad. 
And  purchafe  all  the  Wine  the  World  can  yield. 
And  drink  it  off,  then  take  the  Fruits  o*th*  Earth, 

Charity^  is  to  polTefs  lb  much  Charity  ;  but  to  kno'w  fit  much  of 
Charity,  is  to  hear  or  read  fo  much  of  it,  as  that  it  is  a  Duty  to 
lave  an  Infant  from  the  Fire  ;  which  is  a  ftronger  Exclufion  of  him- 
felf  to  all  Pretence  of  Charity.  Mr.iie-vjarJ. 

Diftil 
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Diftil  the  Juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off ; 

We'll  catch  the  Rain  before  it  fall  to  Ground, 

And  drink  off  that,  (20)  that  never  more  may  grow; 

We'll  fet  our  Mouths  to  Springs,  and  drink  them  off. 

And  all  this  while  we'll  never  think  of  thofe 

That  love  us  beft,  more  than  we  did  lafl:  Night. 

We  will  not  give  unto  the  Poor  a  Drop 

Of  all  this  Drink,  but  when  we  fee  them  weep, 

We'll  run  to  them,  and  drink  their  Tears  off  too. 

We'll  never  leave  whilft  there  is  heat,  or  moifture. 

In  this  large  Globe,  but  fuck  it  cold  and  dry. 

Till  we  have  made  it  Elemental  Earth, 

Merely  by  drinking.  .  Ped,  Is  it  flattery 

To  tell  you,  you  are  mad  ?    Ric,  If  it  be  falfe. 

There's  no  fuch  way  to  bind  me  to  a  Man  *, 

He  that  will  have  me  lay  my  Goods  and  Lands, 

My  Life  down  for  him,  need  no  more,  but  fay, 

Ricardo  thou  art  mad,  and  then  all  thefe 

Are  at  his  Service  ;  then  he  pleafes  me. 

And  makes  me  think  that  I  had  Virtue  in  me. 

That  I  had  Love  and  Tendernefs  of  Heart ; 

That  though  I  have  committed  fuch  a  Fault, 

As  never  Creature  did,  yet  running  mad. 

As  honeft  Men  (hould  do  for  fuch  a  Crime, 

1  have  expreil  fome  Worth,  though  it  be  late ; 

But  I  alas  have  none  of  thefe  in  me. 

But  keep  my  Wits  ftill  like  a  frozen  Man, 

That  had  no  Fire  within  him.    SiL  Nay,  good  Ricard$ 

Leave  this  wild  Talk,  and  fend  a  Letter  to  her, 

I  will  deliver  it.    Ric.  'Tis  to  no  purpofe 

Perhaps  Ihe's  loft  laft  Night,  or  if  fhe  is 

Got  home  again,  (he's  now  fo  ftridly  look'd  to. 

The  Wind  can  fcarce  come  to  her  ;  or  admit 

She  were  herfclf,  if  fhe  would  hear  from  me. 

From  me  unworthy,  that  have  us'd  her  thus. 

She  were  fo  foolifh,  that  fhe  were  no  more 

Tobebelov'd. 

(20)   that  never  more  may  grocw  ;  ]    i.  e.  that  nothing  mere 

may  e'ver  grow.    The  ExprefTion  is  ftrong,  but  not  very  clear. 

Mr.  Seivard. 

Enter 
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Enter  Andrugio,  mid  Servant  with  a  Night-gown, 

Ser.  Sir,  we  have  found  this  Night-gown  fhe  took 
with  her. 

Ric,  Where  ?  where  ?  fpeak  quickly.   Ser.  Searching 
in  the  Suburbs, 
We  found  a  Tinker  and  his  Whore  that  had 
It  in  a  Tap-houfc,  whom  we  apprehended. 
And  they  confefl:  they  dole  it  from  her. 

Ric,  And  murthered  her  ? 

SiL  What  ail  you  Man  ?    Ric,  Why  all  this  doth  not 
make 

Me  mad.    Sil.  It  does,  you  would  not  offer  this  elfe  ; 

Good  Pedro  look  to*s  Swcrd.    Ser,  They  do  deny 

The  killing  of  her,  but  fwore  they 

Left  her  i'th'  Fields,  ty'd  to  a 'Tree,  next  thofc 

Suburbs  that  are  without  our  Lady's  Gate, 

Near  Day,  and  by  the  Road,  fo  that  fomc  Paflenger 

Muft  needs  unty  her  quickly. 

jind.  -The  Will  of  Heav'n  be  done:  Sir,  I  will  only 
Intreat  you  this,  that  as  you  were  the  greateft 
Occafion  of  her  Lofs,  that  you'll  be  pleafed 
To  urge  your  Friends,  and 
Be  yourfelf  earned  i'th'  Search  of  her ; 
If  Ihe  be  found,  Ihe  is  yours,  if  fhe  pleafc  ; 
I  myfclfonly 
Will  fee  thefe  People 
Better  examined,  and  after  follow 

Some  way  in  fearch.  God  keep  you  Gentlemen.  \^Exit. 
Sil.  Alas,  good  Man  ! 

Ric.  What  think  you  now  of  me  ?  I  think  this  Lump 
Is  nothing/out  a  Piece  of  Phlegm  congeal'd 
Without  a  Soul  ;  for  where  there's  fo  much  Spirit 
As  would  but  warm  a  Fiea,  thofe  Faults  of  mine 
Would  make  it  glow,  and  flame  in  this  dull  Heart, 
And  run  like  molten  Gold  through  every  Sin, 
Till.it  could  burfi:  thefe  Walls,  and  fly  away. 
Shall  I  intreat  you  all"  to  take  your  Horfes, 
And  fearch  this  Innocent  ? 

Fed,  With  all  our  Hearts. 

Rlc. 
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Ric.  Do  not  divide  yourfelves  till  you  come  there. 
Where  they  fay  fhe  was  ty*d  5  I'll  follow  too. 
But  never  to  return  till  (lie  be  found. 
Give  Qie  my  Sword,  good  Pedro^  1  will  do 
No  harm,  believe  me,  with  it,  lam  now  ■ 
Far  better  temper'd  5  if  I  were  not  fo, 
1  have  enow  befides,  God  keep  you  all. 
And  fend  us  good  Succefs.  [Exeunt o 


ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mercury,  and  Servant, 

Mer.  T  Tl  7  H  O  is  it  ?  can  you  tell  ?  Ser.  By  my  Troth, 

W  Sir, 
I  know  not,  but  it  is  a  Gentlewoman. 

(21)  Mer..  A  Gentlewoman  ?  Til  lay  my  Life,  yofi 
Puppy  h'as  fent  his  Wife  to  me  %  if  he  have,  fling  up  the 
Bed. 

Ser,  Here  fhe  is,  Sir. 

Enter  Maria  with  a  Letter, 

Mer.  I'm  glad  I  found  you,  Sir ;  there,  take  your 
Letter, 

And  keep  it  till  you  have  another  Friend  to  wrong,] 

•Tis  too  malicious  falfe  to  make  me  Sin  ; 

You  have  provokM  me  to  be  that  I  love  not, 

A  Talker,  and  you  (hall 

Hear  me.    Why  fliould  you  dare  t'imagine  me 

So  light  a  Houfewife,  that  from  four  hours  Knowledge 

You  might  prefume  to  offer  to  my  Credit 

This  rude  and  rufhan  Tryal  ?  I  am  fure 

1  never  courted  you,  nor  gave  you  Tokens, 

(21)  Mer.  J  Gentleman,  ]  There  is  neither  Senfe  nor  Hu- 
mour in  thi>  Aniwer,  and  our  Authors  rauft  undoubtedly  have  wrote 
it,  G  entleiAjomai^ 
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That  might  (22)  concern  Aflbrance    you're  a  Fool. 

Mer,  1  cannot  blame  you,  now  I  fee  this  Letter, 
Though  you  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  muft  not  j 
Ur.kls  you'll  make  me  guilty  of  a  Wrong, 
My  worft  Affedions  hate  

Mar,  Did  not  you  fend  it  ?    Mer.  No,  upon  my  Faith, 
And  which  is  more,  I  underhand  it  not ; 
The  Hand  is  as  far  from  my  Knowledge,  as 
The  Malice.    Mar,  This  is  ftrangc.  Mer.  It  is  fo,  and 
Had  been  much  ftranger,  and  indeed  more  hateful. 
Had  I,  that  have  receiv'd"  fuch  Courtefies, 
And  owe  fo  many  Thanks,  done  this  bafe  Office. 

Mar.  Your  Name  is  at  it.    Mer,  Yes,  but  not  my 
Nature, 

And  1  (ball  hate  my  Nameworfe  (^23)  than  the  matter. 
For  this  bafe  broking  j  you  are  wife  and  virtuous. 
Remove  this  Fault  from  me  ; 
For  on  the  love  1  bear  to  Truth  and  Goodnefs, 
This  Letter  dare  not  name  me  for  the  Author. 

.  Mar,  Now  I  perceive  my  Husband's  Knavery  ; 
(24)  If  my  Man  can  but  find  where  he  has  been, 
I  will  go  with  this  Gendeman  whatever 
Comes  on't ;  and  as  I  mean  to  carry  it, 
Both  he  and  the  World  (hall  think  it  fit,  and  thank  me  for  it. 

Mer.  I  muft  confefs  I  loved  you  at  firft, 
Howe'er  this  made  me  leave  your  Houfe  unmannerly, 
That  might  provoke  me  to  do  fomething  ill. 
Both  to  your  Honour  and  my  Faith,  and  not 
To  w^riie  this  Letter,  which  I  hold  fo  truly 
Wicked,  that  I  won't  think  on't. 

Mar.  I  do  believe  y',  and  fince  I  fee  you\-e  free, 

(22)   -concern  JJTuraTice  ]    Tho'  the  Sen fe  of  this  Place  be 

not  hard  to  find  out,  yet  I  am  afraid  the  ExprelTica  is  not  very  jufti- 
£able  ;  as  the  Word  Toksns  occurs  in  the  Line  above,  I  once  thought 
we  ihould  read,  corjign,  or  contain  Jjjurance 

(23)   than  the  manner,]    Manner  is  certainly,  as  Mr.  Sfward 

faw  with  me,  a  Corruption,  and  the  true  Reading,  which  he  con- 
curr'd  in,  Matter,  i.  e.  the  Subfiance  or  Contents  of  the  Letter  10 
which  his  Name  was  fubfcribed. 

(24)  7/^ any  Man  ]    My  I  hare  changed  for  anj^  from  th« 

Copy  of  1647. 

My 
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My  Words  were  not  meant  to  you  ;  but  this  is  not 
The  half  of  my  Afflidion.    Mer.  It  is  pity 
You  fhould  know  more  Vexation  ;  may  1 
Enquire  ? 

Mar,  Faith,  Sir,  I  fear  I've  loft  my  Husband. 
Mer.  Your  Husband  ?  it  can't  be  :  I  pity  her, 
How  flie  is  vext  ? 

Enter  Servant, 

Mar,  How  now  ?  What  News  ?  nay  fpeak. 
For  we  muft  know.    Ser,  Faith  I  have  found  at  length. 
By  chance,  where  he  has  been.    Mar,  Where?  ^er.  In  a 

blind  ^ 
Out-houfe  i'th'  Suburbs,  pray  God  all  be  well  with  him. 

Mar,  Why? 

Ser,  There  are  his  Cloaths,  but,  what's  become  of  him, 
(25)  I  cannot  yet  enquire.    Mar,  I'm  glad  of  this; 
Sure  they  have  murther'd  him,  what  fiiall  I  do.^ 

Mer.  Be  not  fo  grieved,  before  you  know  the  Truth, 
YouVe  time  enough  to  weep,  this  is  the  fudden'ft 

Mifchief-  Did  you  not  bring  an  Officer 

To  fearch  there,  where  you  fay  you  found  his  Cloaths  ? 

Ser,  Yes,  and  we  fearcht  it,  and  charg'd  th'  Fellow 
with  him ; 

But  he,  like  a  Rogue,  a  (lubborn  Rogue,  made  anfwer. 
He  knew  not  where  he  was ;  he  had  been  there. 
But  where  he  was  now,  'faith  he  could  not  tell : 
I  tell  you  true,  I  fear  him. 

Mar,  Are  all  my  Hopes  and  Longings  to  enjoy  him, 
After  this  three  Years  travel,  come  to  this? 

Ser,  It  is  the  rankeft  Houfe  in  all  the  City, 
The  moft  curs'd  roguy  Bawdy-houfe.    Hell  fire  it ! 

Mer,  This  is  the  worft  I  heard  yet  *,  will  you  go  home  ? 
ril  bear  you  Company,  and  give  you  the 
Beft  help  I  may :  this  being  here  will  wrong  you. 

Mar,  As  you're  a  Gentleman,  and  as  you  lov'd 
Your  dead  Friend,  let  me  not  go  home, 
That  will  but  heap  one  Sorrow  on  another. 


(25)  I  cannot  yet  enquire, — Enquire  means  here  find  out, 

N  2  Me?, 
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Mer,  Why  propofeany  thing  and  I'll  perfornri't; 
I  am  at  my  Wits  end  too.    Ser,  So  am  I, 

0  my  dear  Mafter ! 

Nkr.  Peace,  ycu  great  Fool.    Mar,  Then  good  Sir, 
carry  me 

To  fome  rctir'd  Place,  far  from  the  fight  of 
This  unhappy  City, 

Whither  you  will  indeed,  fo  it  be  far  enough. 
Mer,  it  r  might  counlel  you, 

1  think  'twere  better  to  go  home,  and  try 
Whan  may  be  done  yet,  he  may  be  at  home 
Afore  you,  who  can  tell?    Mar,  O  no,  I  know 
H.'s  dead,  I  know  he's  qgurther'd  *,  tell  me  not 

Of  going  home,  you  murther  me  too.    Mer,  Well, 

Si:icc  that  it  pleads  ou  to  have  it  fo, 

I  will  no  more  perfwade  you  to  go  home. 

Pi]  be  your  Guide  into  the  Country,  as 

Your  Grief  doth  command  me, 

I  Ivive  a  Mother  dwelling  from  this  Place 

About  Ibmc  twenty  Miles  \  the  Houfe  though  homely. 

Yet  abie  to  fhcw  fomething  like  a  Welcome ; 

thither  Pi  I  fee  you  fafe  with  all  your  Sorrows. 

Mar,  With  all  the  fpeed  that  may  be  thought  upon  ; 
I  have  a  Coach  here  ready,  good  Sir,  quickly  ; 
Pll  fit  ynu,  my  fine  Husband.    Mcr,  'T  lliall  be  fcj 
If  this  Fellow  be  dead, 
I  lee  no  band  of  any  other  Man, 
To  tie  me  from  my  Will, 
And  1  will  follow  her  with  fuch  careful  Service, 
That  fhe  fliall  either  be  my  Love,  or  W  ife. 
Will  you  walk  in  ? 

Mar.  1  thank  you.  Sir,  but  one  Word  with  my  Man, 
And  I  am  ready  ;  keep  the  Irijh  Fellow 
Safe,  as  you  love  your  Life,  for  he  I  fear 
Has  a  deep  Hand  in  this ;  then  fearch  again. 
And  get  out  Warrants  for  that  naughty  Man, 
That  keeps  th'  bad  Houfe,  that  he  may  anfwer  ft. 
If  you  find  the  Body,  give't  due  Burial ; 
Farewcl.    You  fliali  hear  from  me^  keep  all  fafe. 


The  Coxcomh. 

Ser,  O  my  fvveet  Mafter !  ' 

Antonio  knocking  ivithin. 

Ant.  Man-a-cree, 
The  DeviJ  take  thee,  wilt  thou  kill  me  here  ? 
I  I  pritiiee  now  let  me  go  fcek  my  Matter, 
I  Ihall  be  very  cheel  elfe. 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser,  Do  you  hear,  Man-a-cree,  I'll  cree  your  Coxcomb, 
and  you  keep  not  ftill,  down  you  Rogue. 

Ant.  Good  fvveet  fadl  Serving-man,  let  me  out  I  befeech 
de,  and  by  my  trot  I  will  give  dye  Worfhip  two  Shillings 
in  good  argor,  to  buy  dye  Worfhip  Pipins. 

Ser.  This  Rogue  thinks  all  the  Worth  of  Man  confiUs 
In  Pipins  ;  by  this  Light 
(26)  ril  beat  Rebellion  out  of  you  for  ever. 

Ant,  Wilt  thou  not  h^ar  me  Man  ? 
I5  fet }  I'll  give  thee  all  I  have  about  me. 

Ser.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  fo  I  (27)  may  have  picking 
work. 

Ant,  Here  is  five  Shillings  Man.  Ser.  Here  is  a  Cudgel, 
A  very  good  one. 

Enter  two  Servingmen, 

2  Ser.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Where  is  the  IriJJman.    1  Ser.  There,  a  wyth  take  him, 
He  makes  more  Noife  alone  there,  than  ten  Lawyers 
Can  do  (28)  with  double  Fees,  and  a  fcurvy  Cafe. 

(26}  rU  heat  'Rcheilion  out  of  you  for  e'ver]  A  fecond  Slur  this  upon 
the  Rebellious  Iri/^;.  And  'tis  more  than  probable  that  our  Aut.iors, 
had  they  liv'd  in  thefe  cur  Days,  would  have  had  a  lick  or  two  a-  our 
Neighbours  the  Scotco,  who  have  lately  dabbled  in  the  fame  Puddle, 
and  have  lafh'd  them  as  feverely  now,  as  they  did  the  Irifb  then. 

(27)    may  hwve  picking  wor/J.]    Meaning  he  v/as  loufy. 

{28)   nuith  doable,  and  a  /rz/r^y  Cafe.]    Mr.  Se^-ward  prc- 

pos'd  reading  doubtful,  or  double  and  ycur<vy,  i  e,  dmbly  fcur-vv. 
I  only  fuppuie  a  Word  has  been  drop:  here  by  chance,  and  that  the 
whole  ran  once, 

 double  Fees,  and  a  fcur-uy  Caufe 

/.  e.  doub'y  p'-id  to  plead  a  fcurvy  Caufe. 

N  g  2  Ser. 
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2  Ser,  Let  him  out,  I  muft  talk  with  him. 

Enter^  Antonio. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  me  fome  Drink,  O  hone?  I  am 
very  dry  Man. 

2  Ser,  You  fhall  have  that  ihall  quench  your  Thirft, 
my  Friend. 

Ant,  Fate  doft  thou  mean  Man  ? 

2  Ser,  Even  a  good  tough  Haker. 

Ant.  A  Halter    O  hone ! 

2  Ser.  Sirrah,  you  are  a  mifchievous  Rogue,  that's  the 
Truth. 

Ant.  No,  fet  I  am  not. 

1  Ser.  Shall  I  knock  out  his  Brains  ?  I  have  kili'd  Dogs 
have  been  worth  three  of  him  for  all  Ufes. 

2  Ser.  Sirrah,  the  Truth  on'c  is,  you  muft  with  me  to 
a  Juftice.    O  Roger ^  Roger. 

1  Ser.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  William  ? 

2  Ser.  Heavy  News, heavy  News  5  God  com- 

fort us. 

I  Ser.  What  is't  Man  ? 

Ant.  What's  the  matter  now?  I  am 
Ev'n  weary  of  this  way,  would  I  were  out  on'c, 

I  Ser.  My  Mafter  fure 
Is  murther'd,  Roger^  and  this  curfed  Rogue, 
I  fear,  has  had  a  hand  in't.    Ant.  No,  fet  not. 

1  Ser.  Stand  away,  # 

I'll  kick  it  out  of  him :  come.  Sirrah,  mount, 

1*11  make  you  dance,  you  Rafcal  kill  my  Mafter  ? 

If 

Thy  Breech  were  Cannon  proof,  having  this  good 
Caufe  on  my  fide,  I  would  encounter  it ; 
Hold  fair,  Shamrccke. 

Ant.  Why  how  now.  Sirs,  you  will,  not  murther  me 
indeed  ? 

;2  Ser.  Blefs  us,  Roger  I 

Ant.  Nay,  I  am  no  Spirit. 

2  Ser.  How  do  you,  Sir  ?  this  is  my  very  Mafter. 
Ant.  Why  wtll  .enough  yet,   but  you  have  a  heavy 

Foot  of  your  own  \  Where's  my  Wife  ? 

I  Ser. 
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I  ^er.  Alas  poor  forrowful  Gentlewoman, 
She  thinks  you're  dead,  and  has  given  o'er  Houfe- keeping. 

Ant.  Whither  is  fhe  gone  then  ? 

I  Ser,  Into  the  Country  with  the  Gentleman, 
Your  Friend,  Sir, 

To  fee  if  flie  can  wear  her  Sorrows  out  there ; 

She  weeps  and  takes  on  too         Ant,  This  falls  out  pat ; 

I  fhall  be  everlading  for  a  Name  : 
Do  you  hear  ?  upon  your  Lives  and  Faiths  to  me. 
Not  one  word  I  am  Jiving, 
But  let  the  fame  Report,  that  I  am  murther'd. 
Still  pafs  along  ;  I'm  made  for  ever. 
I  Ser.  Why,  Sir  ? 

Ant,  I  have  a  Caufe,  Sir,  that's  enough  for  you  \ 
Well,  if  I  be  not  famous,  1  am  wrong'd  much 
For  any  thing  I  know  I  will  not  trouble  him 
This  Week  at  leaft,  no,  let  them  take  their  way 
One  of  another. 

1  Ser,  Sir,  Will  you  be  dill  an  Irijhmanl 
Ant,  Yes,  a  while. 

2  Ser,  But  your  Worfhip  will  be  beaten  no  mere  ? 
Ant,  No,  I  thank  you  Williajn. 

I  Ser,  In  truth,  Sir,  if  it  mufl:  be  fo,  I'll  do  it  better 
than  a  Stranger. 

Ant,  Go,  you're  Knaves  both,  but  I  forgive  you  :  I 
Am  a  1  mo  ft:  mad  with  the  Apprehenfion 
Of  what  1  fhall  be  \  not  a  W^ord  I  charge  you.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerio,  md  Viola. 

VaL  Come,  pretty  Soul,  we  now  arc  near  our  home, 
And  whilft:  our  Horfes  arc  walktdown  the  Hill, 
Let  thou  and  I  walk  here  over  this  Clofe, 
The  Foot- way  is  more  pleafant ;  *tis  a  Time, 
My  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away. 
For  every  living  thing  is  full  of  Love  ; 
Art  not  thou  fo  too  ?  ha  ? 

Viol.  Nay,  there  are  living  things  empty  of  Love, 
Or  1  had  not  been  here ;  but  for  myfelf, 
Alas,  I  have  too  much.    Val,  It  cannot  be, 
That  fo  much  Beauty,  fo  much  Youth  and  G/acf, 

N  4  Should 
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Should  have  too  much  of  Love.    Viol.  Pray  what  is 
Love  ? 

For  I  am  full  of  that  I  do  not  know. 

Val.  Why,  Love  fair  Maid  is  an  extream  Defire, 
That's  not  to  be  examin'd,  but  fulhll'd  ; 
To  ask  the  reafon  why  thou  art  in  Love, 
Or  what  might  be  the  nobleft  end  in  Love, 
Would  overthrow  that  Ijndly  rifmg  warmth. 
That  many  times  Aides  gently  o'er  the  Heart ;  [be 
'Twould  make  thee  grave  and  (laid,  thy  Thoughts  would 
Like  a  thrice  married  Widow,  lull  of  Ends, 
-And  void  of  all  CompafTion  j  and  to  fright  thee 
from  fuch  Enquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  frefli,  and  fweer. 
And  but  fixteen,  the  knowing  what  Love  is, 
Would  make  thee  fix  and  forty. 

Viol.  Would  it  would  make  me  nothing    I  have  heard 
Scholars  affirm,  the  World's  upheld  by  Love, 
But  1  believe.  Women  m/aintain  all  this. 
For  there's  no  Love  in  Men. 

Vd.  Yes,  in  fome  Men, 

Viol.  I  know  them  nor. 

Val.  Why,  there  is  Love  in  m>e. 

Viol.  There's  Charity  I'm  fure  towards  me.    VuL  And 
Love, 

Which  1  will  now  exprefs  ;  my  pretty  Maid, 

I  dare  not  bring  thee  home,  my  Wite  is  foul. 

And  therefore  envious,  fhe  is  very  old, 

And  therefore  jealous ;  thou  art  fair  and  young, 

A  Subjedl  fit  for  her  unlucky  Vices 

To  work  upon,  fhe  never  will  endure  thee. 

/^r-/,  She  may  endure, 
If  flie  be  ought  but  Devil,  all  the  Friendfhip 
That  I  will  hold  with  you  ;  can  fhe  endure 
J  (hould  be  thankful  to  you?  May  I  pray 
For  you  and  her  ?  will  fhe  be  brought  to  thiiik, 
That  ail  the  honefl  Induflry  i  have. 
Defer ves  brov/n  Bread  ?  If  this  may  be  endur'd 
She'll  pick  a  quarrel  with  a  fieeping -Child, 
E'er  fne  fall  out  with  me. 

Val. 
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Veil  But  truft  mc,  (he  does  hate  all  handfomenefs. 
Viol  How  fell  you  then  in  Love  with  fuch  a  Creature  ? 
VaL  I  never  lov'd  her. 
Viol,  And  yet  married  her  ? 

VaL  She  was  a  rich  one.    VioL  And  you  fwore,  I  war- 
rant you. 

She  was  a  fair  one  then  too.    VaL  Or  believe  me, 
I  think  I  had.  not  had  her.    VioL  Are  you  Men 
All  fuch  ?  Wou'd  you  wou*d  wall  us  in  a  Place, 
Where  all  we  Women  that  are  innocent 
Might  live  together. 

'VaL  Do  not  weep  at  this ; 
Although  1  dare  not  for  fome  weighty  Reafon 
Difpleafe  my  Wife,  yet  Til  not  forget  thee. 

V'ioL  What  will  you  do  with  mc? 

VaL  Thou  (halt  be  plac'd 
At  my  Man's  Houfe,  and  have  fuch  Food  and  Raiment 
As  can  be  bought  wirh  Mony  :   Thefe  white  Hand^ 
Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  fhalJ  play, 
As  thou  fay 'ft  they  were  wont,  teaching  the  Strings 
To  move  in  order,  or  what  elfe  thou  wilt. 

VioL  I  thank  you,  Sir  \  but  pray  you  cloath  me  poorly, 
And  let  my  Labour  get  me  means  to  live. 

VaL  But  fair  one,  you  I  know  do  fo  much  hate 
A  foul  Ingratitude,  you  will  not  look 
I  fhould  do  this  for  nothing.    VioL  I  will  work 
As  much  out  as  1  can,  and  take  as  little,  and 
That  you  fhall  have  as  dueiy  paid  to  you 
As  ever  Servant  did.    VaL  But  give  me  now 
A  trial  of  it,  that  I  may  believe  : 
We  are  alone,  (hew  me  how  thou  wilt  kifs 
And  hug  me  hard,  when  [  have  ftol'n  away 
From  my  too  clamorous  Wife  that  watches  me. 
To  fpend  a  bleffed  Hour  or  two  with  thee. 

VioL  Is  this  the  Love  you  mean  ?  You  would  have  that 
Is  not  in  me  to  give,  you  would  have  Luft. 

VaL  Not  todifTemble,  or  to  mince  the  Word, 
'Tis  Luft  I  wifh  indeed.    VioL  And  by  my  Troth 
I  have  it  not ;  for  Heav'n's  fake  ufe  me  kindly. 
Though  I  be  good,  and  fliew  perhaps  a  Monfter, 

As 
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As  this  World  goes.   VaL  I  do  but  fpeak  to  thee. 

Thy  Anfwers  are  thy  own  5  I  compel  none. 

But  if  you  refufe  this  motion, 

Thou  art  not  then  for  me  *,  alas  good  Soul, 

What  profit  can  thy  Work  bring  to  me?    VioL  But 

I  fear  5  pray  go,  for  Lufl:  they  fay,  will  grow 

Outragious,  being  deny*d  ;  I  give  you  thanks 

For  all  your  Courtefics,  and  there's  a  Jewel 

That's  worth  the  taking,  that  I  did  preferve 

Safe  from  the  Robbers  ;  pray  you  leave  me  here 

Juft  as  you  found  me,  a  poor  Innocent, 

And  Heav'n  will  blefs  you  for  it.    VaL  Pretty  Maid,  * 

I  am  no  Robber,  nor  no  Raviflier, 

1  pray  thee  keep  thy  Jewel,  I  have  done 

No  wrong  to  thee  ;  though  thou  beeft  virtuous. 

And  in  extremity,  I  do  not  know 

That  I  am  bound  to  keep  thee.    Viol,  No,  Sir,  but 

For  God's  fake,  if  you  know  an  honeft  Man 

In  all  thefe  Countries,  give  me  fome  directions 

To  find  him  out.    VaL  More  honeft  than  myfelf ; 

Good  footh  I  do  not  know  ;  I  would  have  lain 

*With  thee,  with  thy  confent,  and  who  would  not 

In  all  thefe  Farts,  is  paft  my  Memory 

I'm  forry  for  thee,  farewel  gentle  Maid, 

God  keep  thee  fafe.  \Ex'itJ\  VioL  I  thank  you  Sir,  and  you. 

Woman,  they  fay,  was  only  made  of  Man. 

Methinks  'tis  ftrange  they  fhould  be  fo  unlike  j 

It  may  be  all  the  beft  was  cut  away 

To  make  the  Woman,  and  the  naught  was  left 

Behind  with  him.  I'll  fit  me  down  and  weep. 

All  things  have  caft  me  from  'em  but  the  Earth  ; 

The  Evening  comes,  and  every  little  Flower 

Drops  now,  as  well  as  I. 

j£nkr  Nan  arid  Madge,  two  Milk-maids  with  Pails^ 
as  from  milking. 

Nan.  Good  Madge, 
Let's  reft  a  little,  by  my  Troth  I'm  weary. 
This  new  Pail  is  a  plaguy  heavy  one, 

Would 
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Would  Tom  were  hang'd  for  chufing  it,  *tis  the  unto- 
ward'ft 

Fool  in  a  Country. 

Madge.  With  ail  my  Heart,  and  I  thank  you  too,  JV^«, 
VioU  What  true  (29)  contented  Happinefs  dwells  here. 

More  than  in  Cities  ?  Wou'd  to  God  my  Father 

Had  liv'd  like  one  of  thefe,  and  bred  me  up 

To  milk,  and  do  as  they  do  ;  methinks  *tis 

A  Life  that  I  wou'd  chufe,  if  I  were  now 

To  tell  my  time  again,  above  a  Prince's  ; 

Maids, 

Give  a  poor  Wench  one  draught  of  Milk,  for  Charity, 
That  Wearincfs  and  Hunger  have  nigh  famifli'd. 

'Nan.  If  rd  but  one  Cow's  Milk  in  all  the  World, 
You  fhould  have  fome  on't ;  there,  drink  more,  the  Cheefc 
Shall  pay  for  it ;  alas  poor  Heart,  fhe's  dry. 

Madge,  Do  you  dwell  hereabouts? 

VioL  No,  would  I  did. 

Nan.  Madge^  if  flie  does  not  look  like  my  Coufin  Sue 
o'th'  Moor-lane^  as  one  thing  can  look  like  another  

Madge.  Nay,  Sue  has  a  hazle  Eye,  I  know  Sue  well, 
and  by  your  leave,  not  fo  trim  a  Body  neither,  this  is  a  feat 
bodied  thing  1  tell  you. 

Nan.  She  laces  clofe  by  the  Mafs  I  warrant  you,  and 
fo  does  Sue  too. 

Viol.  I  thank  you  for  your  Gentienefs,  fair  Maids. 

Nan.  Drink  again,  pray  thee. 

Viol.  I'm  fatisfied,  and  Heav'n  reward  ye  for*t ; 
Yet  thus  far  I  will  compel  you  to  accept 
Thefe. trifles.  Toys  only  t'exprefs  my  thanks. 
For  greater  worth  Tm  fure  they  have  not  in  them  ; 
Indeed  you  fhall,  I  found  them  as  I  came. 

Nan.  Madge^  look  you  here,  Madge! 

Madge.  Nay,  I  have  as  fine  a  one  as  you,  mine's  all 
Gold,  and  painted,  and  a  precious  Stone  in'c ;  1  warrant 
it  CO  ft  a  Crown,  Wench. 

(29)  —  contented  Happinefs  ■  ]  As  the  greateft  Ingredient 
in  Happinefs  is  Content,  tne  calling  Happinefs  contented  is  only  a  low 
Tautology.    I  would  chufe  to  read,  — — •  Content  and  Happinejs. 

Nan* 
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Nan,  But  mine  is  the  moft  fumptuous  one,  that  e'er  I 
faw. 

i  ioL  One  Favour  you  muft  do  me  more,  for  you 
Are  well  acquainted  here. 

Nan.  Indeed  we'll  do  you  any  kindnefs,  Sifter. 

Viol.  Only  to  fend  me  to  fome  hone  ft  Place, 
Where  1  may  find  a  Service. 

Nan.  Uds  me,  our  Borothy  went  away  but  laft  Week, 
and  I  know  my  Miftrefs  wanes  a  Maid,  and  why  may  fhe 
not  be  plac'd  there  ?  This  is  a  likely  Wench,  I  tell  you 
truly,  and  a  good  Wench  I  warrant  her. 

Madge.  And  'tis  a  hard  cafe  if  we  that  have  ferv'd 
four  Years  apiece,  cannot  bring  in  one  Servant,  we  will  pre- 
fer her  j  hark  you  Sifter,  pray  what's  your  Name  ? 

Viol.  Melvia. 

Nan.  A  feat  Name  i'faith,  and  can  you  milk  a  Cow  ? 
And  make  a  merry-bufti?  That's  nothing. 
Viol.  I  fliall  learn  quickly. 

Nan.  And  drefs  a  Houfe  with  Flowers  ?  And  ferve  a 
Pig? 

This  you  muft  do,  for  we  deal  in  the  Dairy, 
And  make  a  Bed  or  two  ?    Viol.  I  hope  I  (hall. 

Nan.  But  be  fure  to  keep  the  Men  our,  they  will  mar 
all  that  ycu  make  elfe,  I  know  that  by  mylelf ;  for  I  ha-^'c 
been  fo  touz'd  among  'em  in  my  Days  ;  come  you  ihall 
e'en  home  with  us,  and  be  our  Fellow,  our  Houh  is  fo 
honeft,  and  we  ferve  a  very  good  Woman,  and  a  Gentle- 
woman, and  we  live  as  mernly,  and  dance  o'  good  Days 
after  Even-fong  :  Our  Wake  ftiall  be  on  Sufiday  ;  do  you 
know  what  a  Wake  is  ?  We  have  mighty  cheer  then,  and 
fuch  a  Coil,  'twould  blefs  ye  ;  you  muft  not  be  bafhful, 
you'll  fpoil  all. 

Aladge.  Let's  home  for  God's  fake,  my  Miftrefs  thinks 
by  this  rime  we  are  loft  ;  come,  we'll  have  a  care  of  you  I 
warrant  you  5  but  you  muft  tell  my  Miftrefs  where  you 
were  born,  and  every  thing  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the 
ftranizeft  things  you  can  devife,  for  fhe  loves  thofe  ex- 
treamly,  'tis  no  matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no,  ftie's 
noi  fo  fciupulous ;  you  muft  be  our  Sifter,  and  love  us 
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befl:,  and  tell  us  every  thing,  and  when  cold  Weather 
comes,  we'll  lie  together  ;  will  you  do  this  ? 
VioL  Yes. 

Nan,  Then  home  again  o'  God's  Name,  can  you  go 

apace  ? 

VioL  I  warrant  you.  ,  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E  L 

(^o)  Enter  Pedro,  and  Silvio,  feverally. 

Fed,  T  T  O  W  now,  any  good  News  yet  ? 
X  JL  Faith  not  any  yet. 

Ted.  This  comes  o'  tipling  5  would  t'were  Treafon 
and't  pleafe  God,  to  drink  more  than  three  Draughts  ac 
a  Meal. 

SiL  When  did  you  fee  Ricardo  ? 

Fed,  I  croft  him  twice  to  Day. 

SH.  You  have  heard  of  a  young  Wench  (31)  that  was 

feen  laft  Night. 
Fed,  Yes. 

Sil.  Has  Ricardo  heard  of  this  ?    Fed.  Yes,  and  I  think 
He's  ridden  after ;  farewel,  I  will  have 
Another  round.    SiL  If  you  hear  any  thing. 
Pray  fpare  no  Horfe-flefli,  I  will  do  the  like. 

Fed.  Do.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ricardo,  and  Valerio. 

Ric.  Sir,  I  did  think  'twas  you  by  all  Defcriptions. 

VaL  'Tis  fo, 
I  took  her  up  indeed,  the  manner  how 
You've  heard  already,  and  what  (he'ad  about  her, 

(30)  Enter  Pedro,  and  Vherto,  feverally.]  The  Diflbnance between 
the  Perfons  in  the  Stage  Direftion,  and  thole  in  the  Text,  is  too  glar- 
ing to  be  overlook'd. 

(31)  — ^  that  nx;as  feen  laft.'\    The  Folio  of  1647  has  it  right, 

_  laji  Night, 

(As 
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(As  Jewels,  Gold,  and  other  trifling  things :  ) 
And  what  my  end  was,  which  becaufe  fhe  flighted, 
I  left  her  there  i'th'  Fields. 

Ric,  Left  her  i'th'  Fields  ?  Could  any  but  a  Rogue, 
That  had  defpis'd  Humanity  and  Goodnefs, 
Heav'n's  Law  and  Credit,  and  had  fet  himfelf 
To  lofe  his  noblefl:  Part,  and  be  a  Beaft, 
Have  left  fo  innocent  unmatched  a  Virtue 
To  the  rude  Mercy  of  a  Wildernefs  ? 

Vali  Sir,  if  you  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  my  Houfi, 
I  do  not  ufe  to  have  fuch  Language  given 
Within  my  Doors  to  me  ;  as  for  your  Wench, 
You  may  go  feek  her  with  more  Patience, 
She's  tame  enough,  I  warrant  you. 

Ric.  Pray  forgive  me, 
( I  do  confefs  my  much  forgetfulnefs  ) 
And  weigh  my  Words  no  farther,  1  befeech  you. 
Than  a  meer  Madnefs ;  for  fuch  a  Grief  has  feiz'd  mc 
So  ftrong  and  deadly,  as  a  Punifliment, 
And  a  juft  one  too, 

(32^  That  'tis  a  greater  Wonder  I  am  living. 
Than  any  thing  I  utter  ;  yet  let  me  tell  you 
Thus  much,  it  was  a  Fault  for  leaving  her 
So  in  the  Fields.    Val,  Sir,  I  will  think  fo  now. 
And  credit  me,  you  have  fo  wrought  me  with 
Your  Grief,  that  I  do  both  forgive  and  pity  you  : 
And  if  you'll  plcafe  to  take  a  Bed  this  Night  here. 
To  Morrow  I  will  bring  you  where  I  left  her. 

Ric.  I  thank  you,  no  \  fliall  I  be  fo  unworthy 
To  think  upon  a  Bed,  or  Eafe,  or  Comfort, 
And  have  my  Heart  ftray  from  me,  God  knows  where. 
Cold  and  forfaken,  deftitute  of  Friends, 
And  all  good  Comforts  elfe,  unlefs  fome  Tree 
W^hofe  fpeechlefs  Charity  muft  better  ours. 
With  which  the  bitter  Eafl:  Winds  made  their  fport 
And  fung  through  hourly,  hath  invited  her 

(32)  ^hat  "'tis  a  general  Wonder-^'\  This  general  greatly  dlflurbs 
the  Scnfe,  and  ufurps  a  Place  it  has  no  Right  to.  Greater  occurred  to 
me  a:  firll  Reading,  and  the  Edition  of  1647  confirmed  me  in  it. 

To 
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(3  3)  To  keep  off  half  a  Day  ?  Shall  flie  be  thus. 

And  1  draw  in  foft  Slumbers  ?  God  forbid. 

No,  Night  and  bitter  Coldnefs,  1  provoke  thee. 

And  all  the  Dews  that  hang  upon  thy  Locks, 

Showers,  Hails,  Snows,  Frofts,  and  two-edged  Winds 

(34)  that  pine 
The  Maiden  BlolToms,  I  provoke  you  all, 
And  dare  expofe  this  Body  to  your  fliarpnefs. 
Till  I  be  made  a  Land-mark.    J^al.  Will  you  flay  theft 
And  eat  with  me  ? 

Ric.  You're  angry  with  me  now,  I  know  you're  angr^. 
You  would  not  bid  me  eat  elfe ;  my  poor  Miftrefs, 
For  ought  1  know  thou'rt  famiih'd,  for  what  elfe 
Can  the  Fields  yield  thee,  and  the  (lubborn  Seafon, 
That  yet  holds  in  the  Fruit  ?  Good  gentle  Sir, 
Think't  not  ill  Manners  in  me  for  denying 
Your  offer'd  Meat,  for  fure  I  cannot  eat 
While  I  do  think  fhe  wants.    Well,  Pm  a  Rafcal, 
A  Villain,  Slave,  that  only  was  begotten 
To  murther  Women,  and  of  them  the  bcft, 

Fal.  This  is  a  ftrange  AfRidlion.    Jf  you  will 
Accept  no  greater  Courtefie,  yet  drink.  Sir. 

JRic.  Now  I  am  fure  you  hate  me,  and  you  know 

(33)  To  keep  off  half  a  Day?  ]     »Tis  Pity  this  fine  Paffage 

{hould  be  clog'd  with  the  leaft  Obfcurity.  But  what  is  half  a  Day 
here  ?  The  twelve  Hours  of  the  Night  ?  Or  may  Day  here  fignify 
the  open  Air^  as  the  Miners  ufe  it  in  Derhyjhire.  When  the  Ore  is 
brought  from  under  Ground,  they  fay,  //V  brought  to  Day,  If  this 
laft  may  be  allow*d,  the  Sentiment  is  extremely  juft.  To  keep  of 
9nly  half  the  Inclemency  ef  the  Air, 

(34)  '  that  prime 

The  Maiden  Bloffomsy  ]    Here  we  have  another  DifR- 

culty  to  encounter,  which  I  am  afraid  is  not  capable  of  being  ex- 
plained into  Scnfe,  and  therefore  muft  be  cured  another  way.  To 
prime  Blojfomsy  i.  c.  to  nipy  or  make  them  ^wither,  is,  I  fancy,  an 
Exprefion  for  which  there  can  be  found  no  Authority,  and  fo  the  lefs 
likely  to  have  any  Claim  for  a  Place  here.    There  are  two  Ways  of 

making  this  PaiTage  fenfe  ;   the  firft  is  by  reading  thus,   that 

prune  ^c.  which  Mr.  Senxiard  concurr'd  with  me  in  ;  the  other,  and 
%^hich  1  like  better,  is  this ; 

 that  pine 

The  Maiden  Blojfoms^—^ 

What^ 
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What  kind  of  Man  I  am,  as  indeed  'tis  fit 
That  every  Man  fliould  know  me  to  avoid  mc?. 
If  you  have  Peace  within  you,  Sir,  or  Goodnefs, 
Name  that  ablior'd  Word  Drink  no  more  unto  mCj 
You  had  fafer  ftrike  me. 
I  pray  you  do  not,  if  you  Jove  me  do  not. 

VaL  Sir,  I  mean  no  ilJ  by't. 

Ric.  It  may  be  fo, 
Nor  let  me  fee  none,  Sir,  if  you  love  Heav*n  j 
You  know  not  what  Olfence  it  is  unto  me. 
Nor  do  not  good  now  ask  me  why  :  I  warn 
You  once  again.  Jet  no  Man  elfe  fpeak  of  it  j 
I  fear  your  Servants  will  be  pratir.g  to  me. 

Val.  Why  Sir,  what  ail  you  ? 

Rtc.  I  hate  Drink,  there's  the  end  on't ; 
(35)  And  that  Man  that  drinks  with  Meat  is  damn'd. 
Without  an  Age  of  Prayers  and  Repentance  5 
And  there's  a  hazard  too  5  good  Sir,  no  more  : 
If  you  wiJl  do  me  a  free  Courtefie, 
That  I  fhall  know  for  one,  go  talve  your  Horfe, 
And  bring  me  to  the  Place  whereat  you  left  her. 

VaL  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I  will ; 
But  1  wiJl  wifli.  Sir,  you  had  ftaid  to  Night  ; 
Upon  my  Credit  you  fhalJ  fee  no  Drinlc. 

Rk,  Be  gone,  the  hearing  of  it  makes  me  giddy* 
Sir,  wiJI  you  be  intreated  to  forbear  it, 
I  fhall  be  mad  eJfe. 

Val  I  pray  no  more  of  that,  I'm  quiet,  I'll 
But  walk  in,  and  away  ftraight,    Ric,  Now  I  thank  you, 

(35)  And  that  Man  that  drinks  with  Meat  is  damn'd,']  This  is 
carrying  his  Abhorrence  of  Drink  far  indeed.  The  Mifchief  he  had 
done  by  the  Abufe  of  Liquor,  may  be  look'd  upon  as  a  Palliative  for 
his  rafh  ( not  to  call  it  extravagant)  Anathema  here  ;  the*  at  the  fame 
time,  I  cannot  help  thinking  the  Compliment  to  his  Miftrcfs  is  pufh'd 
too  far,  by  the  Prohibition  of  Drink  even  at  our  Vidluals.  Indeed,  I 
fufpedl  our  Poets  never  defigned  Ricardo  to  fay  any  fuch  thing,  but 
only  to  interdidl  Mankind  who  fliould  be  guilty  of  drinking  a  drop  of 
Liquor  unlefs  at  Meal  times ;  and  as  the  Line  is  deficient  by  a  Syllable, 
why  may  we  not  preferve  the  Sentiment,  and  reilore  the  Mcalure,  by 
reading  thus ; 

And  that  Man  that  drinks  without  Meat  is  damned. 

But 
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But  what  you  do,  do  in  a  twinkling,  Sir. 

Val,  As  Toon  as  may  be.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  MotJ^r^  Viola,  and  two  Milk-maids, 

Moth.  Is  this  the  Wench  ?  you*vc  brought  fomc 
Catch,  I  warrant. 

How  daringly  fhe  looks  upon  the  matter  ? 

Madge.  Yes  forfooth,  this  is  the  Maiden. 

Moth.  Come  hither,  wou'd  you  ferve  ? 
f  VioL  If  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  accept  my  Service, 
I  hope  I  lliall  do  fomething  that        like  you. 
Though  it  be  but  Truth,  and  often  praying  for  you. 

Moth.  You  are  very  curious  of  your  Hand  methinks. 
You  preferve  it  fo  with  Gloves,  pray  let  me  fee  it ; 
I  marry,  here's  a  Hand  of  March-pane,  Wenches, 
This  pretty  Palm  never  knew  Sorrow  yet ; 
How  foft  it  is  I  warrant  you,  and  fupple : 
Upon  my  Word,  'tis  fitter  for  a  Focket 
{36;  To  filch  withal  than  work  •,  I  fear  me  little  o  ie. 
You  are  no  better  than  you  fhould  be  ;  go  to. 

Viol.  My  Confcience  yet  is  but  one  Wirnefs  to  mc. 
And  that  Heav'n  knows,  is  of  mine  Innocences 
'Tis  true,  I  muft  confefs  with  fhame  enough. 
The  time  that  I  have  led,  yet  never  taught  me 
What  'twas  to  break  a  Sleep,  or  to  be  weary. 

Moth.  You  can  fay  well ; 
If  you  be  mine,  Wench,  you  mud  do  well  too. 
For  Words  are  but  flow  Workers,  yet  fo  mucti 
Hope  I  have  of  you,  that  I'll  take  you,  fo 
You  will  be  diligent,  and  do  your  Duty  ; 
How  now? 

Enter  Alexander.  ^ 

Jkiu  Ther€  is  a  Mefienger  come  from  your  Son, 
That  brings  you  word  he  is  returned  from  Travel, 

(36)  To  flch  rjjithal  than  to  tvork  withal ;  }  So  rcads  the  Copy 

of  171 1.    That  of  1647, 

To  filch  nvithal  than  to  I'jork  ;  -  ■ 
By  the  retrenching  of  rwo  little  irconfidernbie  Words,  I  have  aHilIed 
the  Meafure  here,  and  not  injurM  the  Senfe. 

Vol.  IX.  O  And 
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And  will  be  here  this  Night. 

Moth.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  ir,  thou  art  ever 
A  bringcr  of  good  Tidings,  there,  drink  that; 
In  troth  thou'ft  much  contented  me  :  My  Son  ? 
Lord  how  thou  haft  pleas'd  me!  fhall  I  fee  my  Son 
Yet  e*er  I  die  ?  take  care  my  Houfe  be  handfome. 
And  the  new  Stools  fet  out,  and  Boughs  and  Ruihes, 
And  Flow'rs  for  th'  Window,  and  the  Turkey  Carpet, 
And  the  great  parcel  Salt,  Nan,  with  the  Cruets  i 
And  prithee,  Alexander,  go  to  th'  Cook, 
And  bid  him  fpare  for  nought,  my  Son's  come  home  ; 
Who's  come  with  him  ? 

Alex.  I  hear  of  none  yet,  but  a  Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  A  Gentlewoman  ?  what  Gentlewoman  ? 

Alex.  I  know  not,  but  fuch  a  one  there  is,  he  fays. 

Mvth.  Pray  God  he  have  not  cafi:  away  himfelf 
Upon  fome  Snout-fair  Piece,  I  do  not  like  it. 

Alex.  No,  my  young  Mafler  fiire  has  more  difcretion. 

Moth.  Well,  be  it  how  it  will,  he  lliall  be  welcome. 
Sirs  to  your  Tasks,  and  fhew  this  little  Novice 
How  to  beftir  herfelf.  Til  fort  out  things.  [Exit. 

Madge.  W^e  will  forfooth,  I  can  tell  you,  my  Miftrefs 
is  a  ftirring  Woman. 

Nan.  Lord  hew  fhe'll  talk  fometimes.^  'tis  the  maddefl: 
Cricket-  

I'iol.  Methinks  flie  talks  well. 
And  fhews  a  great  deal  of  good  Houfewivery  ; 
Pray  let  me  deck  the  Chambers,  ("hall  I  ?    Nan,  Yes, 
You  fhall,  but  do  nor  fcorn  to  be  advis'd. 
Sifter,  for  there  belongs  to  that  more  than 
You  are  aware  on  •,  why 
jShould  you  fo  fondly  venture  on  the  ftrowing  ? 
There's  mighty  matters  in  them  Pli  ailure  you, 
And  in  the  fpreading  of  a  Bough-pot,  you 
May  mifs,  if  you  were  ten  Years  older,  if 
You  take  not  an  efpecial  care  before  you. 

Viol.  I  wiiJ  Jearn  willingly,  if  that  be  all. 

Nan.  Sirrah  J  v/here  is'c  they  fay  my  young  Mafter 
fiath  been  ? 

Madge* 
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Madge.  Faith  I  know  not,  beyond  the  Sea,  where  they 
are  born  without  Nofes. 

(37)  Nan.  Blefs  us  !  without  Nofes !  how  do  they  do 
for  Handkerchiefs? 

Madge.  So  Richard  fays,  and  Sirrah,  their  Feet  (lands 
in  their  Foreheads. 

Nan.  That's  fine  by  my  Troth,  thefe  Men  have  pefli- 
.  lent  running  Heads  then  ;  do  they  fpeak  as  we  do  ? 

Madge,  No,  they  never  fpeak. 

Nan.  Are  they  curfend  ^ 

Madge,  No,  they  call  them  Infidels,  I  know  not  what 
they  are. 

Nan.  Sirrah,  we  (hall  have  fine  courting  now  my 
young  Mafter  is  come  home,  were  you  never  courted. 
Sifter  ? 

FioL  Alas,  I  know  it  not. 

Madge.  What  is  that  courting.  Sirrah     Nan.  I  can 
tell,  for 

I  was-  once  courted  in  the  matted  Chamber  ; 
You  know  the  Party,  Madge^  faith  he  courted  finely. 
Madge.  Pray  thee  what  is*t 

Nan.  Faith,  nought,  but  he  was  fomewhat  figent  with 
me  faith  'tis  fine  Sporr,  this  courting. 

Alex,  [within.']  Where  be  the  Maids  there  ? 

Madge.  We  fhall  be  hang'd  anon,  away  good  Wenches, 
And  have  a  care  you  dight  things  handfomely, 
I  will  look  over  you.  [Exeunl, 

Enter  Mercury  md  Maria. 

Met.  If  your  Sorrow 
Will  give  you  fo  far  leave,  pray  think  yourfelf 
Mofl  welcome  to  this  Plaice,  for  fo  upon 
My  Life  you  are,  and  for  your  own  fair  fake, 
Take  truce  awhile  with  thefe  immoderate  Mournings. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  fnall  do  what  I  may  ; 
Pray  lead  me  to  a  Chamber. 

(37)  Nan.  Blefs  us  I  ]    The  Copy  of  1647  reads, 

Jeffe  blefs  us!  

which  19  a  flight  Corruption  of  J  ejus  or  J^fu- 
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Enter  Mother  and  Alexander. 

Mer.  Prefoitly, 
Before  your  Bicfllng,  Mother,  I  increat  ye 
To  know  this  Gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  welconie. 
The  virtuous  Wife  of  him  that  was  myfelf 
In  all  my  Travels.  ^Kneels, 

Moth,  Indeed  fhe  is  mod  welcome,  fo  are  you  Son. 
Now  all  my  BltfTing  on  thee,  thou  haft  made  me 
young{:r  by  twenty  Years,  than  I  was  yefterday : 
Will  you  walk  in?  what  ails  this  Gentlewoman 
Alas,  1  fear  fhe  is  not  wdl,  good  Gentlewoman. 

Mer,  You  fear  right. 

Moth,  Sh'as  fafted  over  long  ; 
You  fhall  have  Supper  prefently  o*th'  Board. 

Mer.  She  will  not  eat,  I  can  aflure  you.  Mother  ; 
For  God's  fake  let  your  Maid  conduit  her  up 
Into  fome  fair  becoming  Chamber,  fit  for 
A  Woman  of  her  Being,  as  foon  as  may  be, 
I  know  fhe's  very  ill,  and  wou'd  have  Reft. 

Moth,  There  is  one  ready  for  her,  the  blue  Chamber. 

Mer.  'Tis  well,  Tli  lead  you  to  your  Chamber 'Door, 
And  there  I'll  leave  you  to  your  quiet,  Miftrefs. 

Mar.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  good  reft  to  every  one. 
You'll  fee  me  once  again  to  Night,  I  hope. 

Mer.  When  you  fhall  pleafe,  Til  wait  upon  you,  Lady. 

Moth,  Where  are  thefe  Maids  ?  attend  upon  the  Gen- 
tlewoman, 

And  fee  ftie  want  no  good  thing  in  the  Houfe  : 
Goodnight  with  all  my  Heart  forfooth.  Good  Lord, 
How  you  are  grown  I  is  he  not,  Alexander  ? 

Alex.  Yes  truly,  he's  fhot  up  finely,  God  be  thanked. 

Mer.  An  ill  Weed,  Mother,  will  do  fo. 

Alex.  You  fay  true.  Sir,  an  ill  Weed  grows  apace. 

Mer.  Alexander  the  fliarp,  you  take  very  quickly. 

Moth.  Nay,  I  can  tell  you,  Alexander  will  do  it ; 
Po  you  read  Madcap  ftill?  Alex.  Sometimes,  forfooth. 

Moth.  Bqt  y'  faith  Son,  what  Countries  have  you  tra- 
veled ^ 

M:r,  Why  many,  Mother,  as  ili^y  lay  before  me, 
-  As 
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As  France^  Spain^  Italy  and  Germany^ 
And  other  Provinces,  that  I  am  fure 
You  are  not  bettcr'd  by,  when  you  hear  of  them^ 

Moth.  And  can  you  thefc  Tongues  perfefliy  ?  Mer,  Of 
fome 

A  little,  Mother.    Moth.  Pray,  Son,  fpout  fome  French^ 
Mer.  You  underftand  it  nor,  and  to  your  Ears  'twill 

Go  like  an  unfhod  Cart  upon  the  Stones, 

Only  a  rough  unhandfome  Sound 

Moth.  I  would  fain  hear  fome  French, 

Alex.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  fome  French  to  my  Miftrefs. 

Mer.  At  your  intreaty,  Alexander^\'^\\\  who  fliall  T 

fpeak  to  ? 

Alex.    If  your  Worfhip  will  do  me  the  favour,  Sir, 
to  me. 

Mer.  Monfieur  Poltron^  Coci^^  Couillon^  haifez  mon  Cu, 

Alex.  Ouiy  Monfieur. 

Moth.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  fine  indeed  ; 
God's  bleffing  on  thy  Heart  Son,  by  my  troth 
Thou  art  grown 

A  proper  Gentleman  5  cullen  and  pullen. 

Good  God  what  aukward  Words  they  ufe  beyond  Seas? 

Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Alex.  Did  not  I  anfvvcr  right  ? 

Mer,  Yes,  Alexander.^  if  you'd  done  fo  too. 
But,  good  Mother,  I  am  very  hungry,  and  have  rid  far 
to  Day,  and  am  fading. 

Moth,  You  fhall  have  your  Supper  prefently,  my 
fweet  Son.  ' 

Mer.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe,  which  once  ended, 
ril  go  and  vifit  yon  fick  Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  Come  then.  \Exeunt» 

Enter  Antonio  like  a  Pojl^  with  a-  Letter. 

Ant.  I  have 
Rid  like  a  Fury,  to  make  up  this  work. 
And  I  will  do  it  bravely,  e'er  I  leave  it ; 
This  18  the  Houfe  I  am  fure. 


EnUr 
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Enter  Alexander. 

Alex,  Who  would  you  fpeak  with, Sir?    Ant,  Marry 
Sir,  I  would 
Speak  with  a  Gentlewoman  came  this  Night 
Late  here  from  the  City  ; 
I  have  fome  Letters  of  Importance  to  her  ; 
I  am  a  Poft,  Sir,  and  would  be  difpatch'd 
In  hafte.    Ale:<.  Sir,  cannot  I  deliver  'em  ? 
For  the  truth  is,  fhe*s  ill,  and  in  her  Chamber. 

Ant.  Pray  pardon  me,  I  mud  needs  fpeak  with  her. 
My  Bufmefs  is  fo  weighty. 

Alex,  I'll  tell  her  fo,  and  bring  you  prefent  word. 

{Exit, 

Ant.  Pray  do  fo,  and  I'lJ  attend  here  ; 
Pray  God  the  Grief  of  my  imagined  Death 
Spoil  not  what  I  intend,  I  hope  it  will  not. 

Re-enter  Alexander. 

Alex,  Though  fhe  be  very  ill,  and  defires  no  trouble. 
Yet  if  your  Bufinefs  be  fo  urgent,  you  may 
Come  up  and  fpeal^  with  her.  Ant,  I  thank  you  Sir, 
I  follow  you.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar*  What  fliould  this  Fellow  be 
Tth'  Name  of  Heaven,  that  comes  with  fuch  pod  Bufinefs  ? 
Surely  my  Husband  hath  reveal'd  himfelf. 
And  in  this  hafte  fent  after  me. 
Are  you  the  Poft,  my  Friend 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant,  Yes,  forfooth,  Miftrefs. 

Mar,  What  good  News  haft  thou  brought  me,  gentle 
Poft  .? 

For  I  have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 

Ant,  I  would  you  had  lefs,  Miftrefs,  I  could  wifti  it 
Befhrew  my  Heart  fhe  moves  me  cruelly. 

Mar,  Have  I  found  you  once  more,  Jugkr  ? 
WMl  Jewel,  thoa  haft  only  Virtue  in  thee. 

Of 
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What  Ears  has  this  Afs  to  betray  him  with  ? 
Well,  what's  your  Bufinefs  then  ? 

Ant,  Pve  brought  a  Letter  from  your  Servant,  Miftrefs, 
In  haftc.    Mar.  Fray  give  it  me,  1  hope  the  beft  (liil. 

Ant,  This  is  the  upfliot,  and  I  know  Pve  hit  it  \ 
W^ell  if  the  Spirits  of  the  dead  do  walk, 
i  flull  hear  more  of  this  one  hundred  Years  hence. 

Maria  reads  the  Letter* 
By  any  means  you  muji  have  [fecial  care^ 
For  now  the  City  is  pojpfi  for  certain^ 
My  Majler  is  made  away  with^  which  for  ought 
I  know  is  truth  indeed ; 

Good  Mifirefs  leave  your  Grief,  and  fee  your  Danger^ 

And  let  that  wife  and  noble  Gentleman 

With  whom  you  are,  he  your  right  hand  in  all  things. 

Ant,  Now  do  I  know  I  have  the  better  on't ; 
By  th'  languifhing  of  her  Eye  at  this  near  inftant, 
'Tis  Itill  fimming  in  her  Blood, 
In  coining  fomewhat  to  turn  Mercury ^ 
I  know  it.    Mar,  He's  my  Husband,  and  *tis  reafonable 
He  fhould  command  in  all  things ;  fmce  he  will  be 
An  Afs  again  ft  the  Hair,  at  his  own  Peril 
Be  it ;  i'th'  Morning  you  fhall  have  a  Pacquet, 
Till  when  I  muft  intreat  you  ftay,  you  fliafl 
Not  lofe  by  it.    Ant,  1  do  not  doubt  it,  Miftrefs  ; 
PlI  leave  you  to  your  reft,  and  v/aic  your  pleafure. 

Mar,  Do,  and  feek  out  the  Gentleman  of  the  Houfe, 
Bid  him  come  to  me  prefently. 

Ant.  Who,  Mr.  Mercmy  ? 

Mar.  Do  you  know  him,  Poft  ? 

Ant,  Only  by  fight,  forfooth  5  now  I  remember 
Your  Servant  will'd  me 
To  let  yoa  know  he  is  the  only  Man, 
You  and  your  Fortunes  now're  to  reft  upon. 

Mer.  Prithee  no  more,  I  know  all  this  already. 

Ant.  PlI  take  my  leave  now,  I  am  made  forever.  [Exit, 

Mer,  Good  Night, 
1  am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  Youth.  [Exit^ 


Enter 
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Enter  Mother^  heating  Viola,  and  Alexander  vj'ith 
a  broken  Glafs. 

Moth,  rjl  make  thee  have  more  care. 

Viol.  Good  Miftrefs  pardon  me. 

Adoth.  Thou'k  ne*er  be  g6od  I  warrant  thee,  can  your 
fine  Fingers  hold  no  fafter  ? 

VioL  indeed  it  was  again  ft  my  Will. 

Moth.  Alexander,  let's  fee  the  Glafs ;  as  I  am  a  true 
kirfcme  Woman,  .it  is  one  of  the  chryftal  Glafles  my 
Coufin  fent  me,  and  the  Baggage  hath  broke  it  where  it 
cannot  be  mended  ;  Alexander,  can  Humphry  mend  this, 
think  you  } 

Alex.  No  truly,  this  will  ne'er  be  mended.    VioL  Truly 
I  meant  to  wafh  it  but  for  th'  Gentlewoman 
That's  Tick  above,  and  fhaking  out  the  Water, 
Kncckt  it  againft  the  Pail  fide.    Moth.  Did  you  fo? 
Be  fure  Til  ftop  it,  'twill  make  a  good  gap  in  your  Quar- 
ter's Wages,  1  can  tell  you. 

Fid.  1  pray  forgive  me. 
And  let  me  ha\  e  no  Wages  this  firft  Quarter. 

Aloth.  Go  whimling,  and  fetch  two  or  three  grating 
Loaves  out  of  the  Kitchin,  to  make  Ginger-bread  of:  'tis 
fuch  an  untoward  thing  !  \^Exit  Viola. 

Alex.  She's  fomewhat  fimple  indeed,  fhe  knew  not 
what  a  (38)  Kimnel  was,  (lie  wants  good  Nurture 
mightily. 

Moih.  My  Son  tells  me,  Alexander., 
That  this  young  Widow  means  to  lojourn  here. 
She  ofters  largely  for  her  Board,  I  may 
Offer  her  good  cheer  ^  prithee  make  a  ftep 
Pth'  Morning  down  to  th*  Parfonage  for  fome  Pigeons. 
What  are  you  mad  there?  Ha  !  What  Noife  is  that  ? 
Are  you  at  Bowls  within  ?  Why  do  you  whine  ? 

Enter  Viola  n'eeping. 

Viol.  I  have  done  another  ^ulr,  I  befeech  you  fweet 
Millrefs  forgive  me. 

Moth,  What's  the  matter 

r38)  K-jnuell    Qi  KsnliK,  is  a  PovvderiDg  tub. 

VicL 
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y'tol.  As  I  was  reaching  for  the  Bread  that  lay 
Upon  the  Shelf,  I  have  thrown  down  the  mincM  Meat, 
That  iTiould  have  made  the  Pies  to  Morrow,  Moth.  Get 
thee 

Out  of  my  Houfe,  thou  filthy  deftroying  Harlot,  thou, 
FiJ  not  keep  thee  an  Hour  longer. 

Viol.  Good  Miftrefs,  beat  me  rather  for  my  Fault, 
As  much  as  it  deferves  5  I  do  not  know 
Whither  to  go. 

Moth,  No,  I  warrant  thee,  out  of  my  Doors  f 

Viol.  Indeed  Fil  mend,  I  pray  fpeak  you  for  me. 

Alex,  If  thou  hadft  hurl'd  down  any  thing  but  th* 
Pie-meat, 

I  would  have  fpoke  for  thee,  but  now  I  cannot 
Find  in  my  Heart. 

Moth.  Art  thou  here  yet  ?  I  think  I  mufl:  have  an  Of- 
ficer to  thruft  thee  out  of  my.  Doors,  mufl:  I  ? 

VioL  Why,  you  may  flop  this  in  my  Wages  too. 
For  God's  fake  do  ;  Pil        myfelf  this  Year, 
And  let  me  ftay.    Moth,  Thou't  fpoil  ten  times  as  much  j 
Pil  cudgel  thee  out  of  my  Doors. 

Viol.  I  am  afiur'd  you  arc  more  merciful. 
Than  thus  to  beat  me  and  difcharge  m.e  too. 

Moth.  Doft  thou  difpute  with  me  ?  Alexander ^  carry 
(39)  the  prating  Hilding  forth. 

Viol.  Good  Miftrefs  hear  me  ;  I  have  here  a  Jewel 
My  Mother  left  me,  and  'tis  fomething  worth. 
Receive  it  j  and  when  all  my  Faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of  that,  then  turn  me  forth. 
Till  then  I  pray  you  keep  me. 

Moth.  What  Giggombob  have  we  here  ?  pray  God 
you  have  not  pilfred  this  fomewherej  th'art  fuch  a  pu- 
ling ^hing,  wipe  your  Eyes,  and  rife,  go  your  ways  ; 
Alexander bid  the  Cook  mince  fome  more  Meatj  come, 
and  get  you  to  Bed  quickly,  that  you  may  up  bctimc 
i'th'  Morning  a  milking,  or  you  and  I  fhall  fall  out 
worfe  yet. 

[Exeunt  Mother  and  Alex. 


(39)  prating  Hilding  ]   i.  c,  bafe  Baggage,  Slut. 

FicL 


21 3  Coxcomb. 


Viol,  She  has  hurt  my  Arm  j 
I. am  afraid  (he's  a  very  angry  Woman, 
But  blels  him  Heav'n  that  did  me  the  mod  wrong ; 
I  am  afraid  Antony^  Wife  fhould  fee  me,  fhe  will  know  me. 

Moth,  {within^  Mehia. 

Viol,  Pm  coming ;  Ihe's  not  angry  again  I  hope. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.  Now  what  am  I  the  better  for  enjoying 
This  Woman  that  I  lov'd  fo  ?  all  I  find, 
That  I  before  imagined  to  be  happy, 
Now  I  have  done  it,  turns  to  nothing  elfe 
But  a  poor,  pitied,  and  a  bafe  Repentance. 
Udsfoot,  I  am  monftrous  angry  with  myfelf : 
Why  fhould  a  Man,  that  has  Difcourfe  and  Reafon, 
And  knows  how  near  he  lofes  all  in  thefe  things. 
Covet  to  have  his  Wifhes  fttisfied  ; 
Which  when  they  are,  are  nothing  but  the  fhame. 
I  do  begin  to  loath  this  Woman  ftrangely. 
And  I  think  juftly  too,  that  durfl:  adventure. 
Flinging  away  her  Modefty,  to  take 
A  Stranger  to  her  Bed,  her  Husband's  Body 
Being  fcarce  cold  in  the  Earth,  for  her  content. 
It  was  no  more  to  take  my  Senfes  with. 
Than  if  1  had  an  idle  Dream  in  Sleep : 
Yet  I  have  made  her  Promifcs,  which  grieves  me, 
And  1  mufi:  keep  'em  too    1  think  fhe  hunts  me  j 
The  Devil  cannot  keep  thefe  Women  off. 
When  they  are  (40)  flefh'd  once. 

Enter  Maria  in  Night  Attire, 

Mar,  To  Bed  for  God's  fake,  Sir,  why  flay  you 
Here  ?  Some  are  up  i'th'  Houfe,  I  heard  the  Wife, 
Good  dear  Sweet-heart  to  Bed. 

Mer.  Why.  I  am  going:  Why  do  you  follow  me  ? 
You  would  not  have  it  known  I  hope  ;  pray  get  you 

(40)   fletched  o»ce.  ]    Thflyd  is  the  true  Leftion,  and  was 

cafily  changM  into  Jletch'd.  Mr.  Senjjard  and  Mr.  7heobald^  bo:h 
concurr*d  in  the  fame  Coriedion. 

Back 
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Back  to  your  Chamber,  the  Door's  hard  by  5  for  mc 
Let  me  alone  I  warrant  you  j  this  *tis 
To  threlh  well,  I  have  got  a  Cuftomer. 
Will  you  go  to  Bed  ? 

Mar,  Will  you  ? 

Mer,  Yes,  I  am  going. 

Mar.   Then  remember  your  Promife  you  made  to^ 
marry  me. 

Mer.  I  will  ;  but  it  is  your  fault,  that  it  came 
To  this  pinch  now,  that  it  muft  need  remembrance  : 
For  out  of  Honefty  I  ofFer'd  you 
To  marry  y'  firft ;  why  did  you  flack  that  Offer  ? 

Mar,  Alas  I  told  you  th'  inconvenience  of  ir. 
And  what  a  wrong  it  would  appear  to  th'  World, 
If  I  had  married  you  in  fuch  Poft-hafte 
After  his  Death :  Befide,  the  foolifli  People 
Wou'd  have  been  bold  t'  have  thought  we'd  Iain  together 
In  his  Life-time,  and  like  enough  imagined 
We  two  had  murther'd  him. 

Mer,  I  love  her  Tongue  yet  j 
If  I  were  a  Saint, 

(41)  A  gilded  Saint,  and  fuch  a  thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  and  feelingly 
Unto  my  Holinefs,  I  cannot  tell. 
But  I  fear  fhrewdly  I  fhould  do  Something 
That  would  quite  fcratch  me  out  o'th'  Kalendar ; 
And  if  I  ftay  here  longer  talking  with  her. 
Though  I  am  mad  at  what  1  have  done  already. 
Yet  I  fhall 

Forget  myfelf  again  \  I  feel  the  Devil 

(41)  A  gilded  Saint,  ]    When  an  Expreffion  has  any  thing  of 

Indecency  in  it,  'tis  a  fort  oi  Mortification  to  reftore  it;  but  the  Word 
here  is  undoubtedly  gelded.  Mr.  Seaward. 

I  cannot  fubfcribe  to  Mr.  Seward's  Alteration,  as  thinking  the 
Text  uncorrupted  :  For  if  he  were  caftrated  he  might  be  alive,  and  if 
alire,  then  no  Name  could  he  challenge  in  the  Calendar,  Saintfhip 
and  Red  Letters  bemg  things  that  arrive  long  after  Death.  The 
Meaning  only  feems  to  be,  that  his  Image  fo  much  honoured  (for  the 
Miracles  thought  to  be  performed  by  his  means)  as  to  be  gilt ;  I  fay, 
the  Image  itfeJf  would  do  fomething  that  would  quite  unfaint  him! 
and  caufe  his  Name  to  be  eras'd  out  of  the  Calendar. 

Ready 
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Ready  to  hold  my  Stirrup ;  pray  to  Bed, 
Good  Night.    IVife,  Tnis  Kifs,  and  then  good  Night 
fweet  Love, 

And  Peace  go  with  thee  ;  thou  hafl:  prov'd  thyfelf 

Th'  honefteft  Man  that  ever  was  entic'd 

To  that  fweet  Sin  as  People  pleafe  to  calJ  it. 

Of  lying  with  another's  Wife  j  and  I, 

I  think  the  honefteft  Woman  without  bluftiing. 

That  ever 

Lay  with  another  Man.    I  fent  my  Husband 
Into  the  Cellar,  Poft,  fearing,  and  juftly, 
He  (hould  have  known  him,  which  1  did  not  purpofe 
Till  I  had  had  my  end. 

Well,  now  this  Plot  is  perfeft,  let  him  brag  on't. 


A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Juftlce  and  Curio  with  a  Paper. 

T)  Irlady,  Sir,  you  have  rid  hard,  that  you  have, 
J3  They  that  have  Bufinefs,  muft  do  fo, 

I  take  It. 

Juft,  You  fay  true,  pray  when  fet  you  out,  my  Friend 
Cur,  About  ten  a  Clock,  and  I  have  rid  all  Night. 
Jujl,  By  th'  Mafs  you're  tough  indeed,  I've  feen  the 
Days 

I  would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudeft  of  them. 

And  fling  dirt  in  their  Faces,  and  I've  done't  with 

(42)  This  foolifh  Body,  Sir,  many  a  time  ; 

But  what  can  always  laft  ?  'Tis  done,  'tis  done  now.  Sir, 

Age,  Care,  and  Office,  bring  us  to  our  Footcloaths, 

The  more  the  pity.    Cur.  I  believe  that.  Sir, 

But  will  it  pleafe  you  pray  to  read  the  Bufinefs  ^ 

Juft.  My  Friend,  I  can  read,  and  I  can  tell  you  when. 

(42)  Tljis  fooUJh  Boy,  ]    As  Boy  has  nothing  to  which  it  can 

be  referM,  I  conjedlar'd  we  (hould  read  Bcdyy  and  Mr.  Theobald,!  found, 
tiad  wrote  the  fame  in  hie  Margin. 

Cur. 
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Cur.  Would  I  could  too,  Sir,  for  my  haflc  requires  it. 
Jujl.  Whence  comes  it,  do  you  fay  ? 
Cur.  Sir,  from  the  City. 

Jufi,  Oh,  from  the  City,  'tis  a  reverend  Place  

Cur,  And  his  Juftice  be  as  fhort  as  his  Memory,  a 
Dudgeon  Dagger  will  ferve  him  to  mow  down  Sin  withal ; 
what  clod- pole  CommifTioner  is  this  ? 

Jufl,  And  by  my  Faith,  governed  by  worthy  Members. 
Difcrectand  upright.    Cur,  Sir,  they're  beholding  to  you. 
You've  given  fome  of  them  a  Commendation, 
They  were  not  worthy  of  this  twenty  Years. 

Jufl.  Go  to,  go  to,  you  have  a  merry  meaning, 
I've  tound  you  Sir,  i'faith,  you  are  a  Wag, 
Away,  away,  fie  now  Til  read  your  Letter. 

Cur.  Pray  do  Sir  •,  what  a  Mifery  it  is 
To  have  an  urgent  Bufinefs  wait  the  Juftice 
Of  fuch  an  old  Tuff-taffata  that  knows  not. 
Nor  can  be  brought  to  underftand  more  Senfe, 
Than  how  to  rcftorc  fuppreft  Ale-houfes, 
And  have  his  Man  compound  fmall  Trefpafles, 
For  ten  Groats.    Juji.  Sir,  it  feems  here  your 
Bufinefs  is  of  a  deeper  Circumftance 
Than  I  conceiv'd  it  for  ;  what  do  you  mean.  Sir? 
Cur,  'Tis  for  mine  own  eafe.  Til  afTure  your  Worlliip. 
Juft.  It  (hall  not  be  i'faith  Friend  j  here  I  have  it, 

That  one  Antonio  a  Gentleman  

I  take  it  fo.  Yes,  it  is  fo,  a  Gentleman 

Is  lately  thought  to  have  been  made  away. 

And  by  my  Faith,  upon  a  (43)  parlous  Ground  too. 

If  you  conlider  •,  well,  there's  Knavery  in't, 

I  fee  that  without  Spedacles. 

Cur,  Sure  this  Fellow  deals  in  Revelation,  he's  fo  hid- 
den J  go  thy  ways,  thou  wil  (44)  ftick  a  Bench,  fpit  as 

(43)  pearls  Ground  too,']  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Senvarci 
agree  vviih  me  in  rejeding  pearls,  and  fubftiiucirg  parlous,  which  is  a 
Corruption  of  perilous, 

(44)  fiick  a  Bench  Spit  ]    A  Bench  Spit  is  an  Inflru- 

ir.ent  our  Rtadcr  would  be  hard  put  too  to  come  at.  The  Meliora- 
tion of  the  Text;  by  fo  fmall  thing  as  an  additional  Comm.a,  will, 
J  hope,  recommend  itfdf  to  the  header,  without  any  further  Elu^ 
cidatiop. 

formally, 
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formally,  and  (hew  thy  Agot,  and  hatch'd  Chain,  as  well 
as  the  beft  of  them. 

Jufl.  And  now  I  have  confider'd,  I  believe  it. 

Cur.  What,  Sir? 

Juft,  That  he  was  murthered. 

QiY,  Did  you  know  him  ? 
No. 

Cur,  Nor  how  it  is  fuppos'd  ? 
^iift.  No,  nor  I  care  not  two-pence,  thofe  are  Toys, 
And  yet 

I  verily  believe  that  he  was  murthered. 

As  fure  as  I  believe  thou  art  a  Man, 

I  never  fail'd  in  thefe  things  yet, 

Beware  a  Man  that's  beaten  to  thefe  matters. 

Experience  is  a  certain  conceal'd 

Thing  that  fails  not:  Pray  let  me  ask  you  one  thing. 

Why  do  you  come  to  me  ?  Cur.  Bccaufe  the  Letter  is 

Addreft  to  you,  being  the  nearefl:  Juftice. 

Jufl.  The  neareft  ?  Is  that  all?  Cur,  I  think  it  be,  Sir, 
I  would  be  loth  that  you  fhould  be  the  wifeft. 

Jujt,  WeJl,  Sir,  as  'tis,  I  will  endeavour  in  it ; 
Yet  if 't  had  come  to  me  by  Name,  1  know  not. 
But  I  think  it 

Had  been  as  foon  difpatch'd  as  by  another. 

And  with  as  round  a  VVifdom, 

Ay,  and  as  happily,  but  that's  all  one  ; 

I've  born  this  Place  this  thirty  Years,  and  upwards. 

And  with  fufficient  Credit,  and  they  may 

When  they  pleafe  know  me  better  j  to  the  neareft  ? 

Well.  Cur,  Sir,  'tis  not  my  Fault,  for  had  I  known 

You  fooner. —  

JuL  I  thank  you  Sir,  I  know  it.    Cur.  Pll  be  fworn 
You  fhould  have  plaid,  for  any  Bufinefs  now. 

Juft,  And  further,  they  have  fpecify'd  unto  me. 
His  Wife's  fufpedcd  forely  in  this  matter. 
As  a  main  Caufe.    Cur..  I  think  Ihe  be,  Sir,  for 
No  other  Caufe  can  be  yet  found. 

Juft.  And  one  Mercury  &  Traveller,  with  whom 
They  fay  diredlly  (he  is  run  away. 
And  as  they  think  this  way.    Cur,  I  knew  all  this 

Before. 
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Before.    Juft,  Well  Sir,  this  Mercury  I  know, 
And's  Breeding,  he's  a  Neighbour's  Child  hard  by  ; 
You  have  been  happy.  Sir,  in  coming  hither. 

Cur.  Then  you  know  where  to  have  him,  Sir?  Juft,  I 
do.  Sir, 

He  dwells  near  me.    Cur.  I  doubt  your  Worfhipdwells 
Near  a  Knave  then. 

Juft.  I  think  fo,  pray  put  on  :  But  'tis  a  Wonder 
To  fee  how  gracekfs  People  are  now  given. 
And  how  bafe  Virtue  is  accounted  with  them 
That  fhould  be  all  in  all,  as  fays  a  wife  Man. 
I  tell  you  Sir,  and't's  true,  that  there  have  been 
Such  Murthcrs,  and  of  late  Days,  as  'twould  make 
Your  very  Heart  bleed  in  you  ;  and  fome  of  them. 
As  I  fhall  be  enabled,  I  will  tell  you. 
It  fell  out  of  late  Days.    Cur,  It  may  be  fo. 
But  will  it  pleafe  you  to  proceed  in  this  ? 

Juft,  An  honed  Weaver,  and  as  good  a  Workman 
As  e'er  fliot  Shuttle,  and  as  clofe. 
But  ev'ry  Man  muft  die ;  this  honed  Weaver 
Being  a  little  mellow  in  his  Ale, 
That  was  the  Evidence  verbatim^  Sir, 
God  blefs  the  Mark,  fprung  his  Neck  jud  in  this  Place  ; 
Well,  Jarvis^  thou  hadd  Wrongs,  and  if  I  Jive 
Some  of  the  bed  diall  fweat  for'r.    Then  a  Wench 

Cur,  But,  Sir,  you  have  forgot  my  Bufinefs. 

Juji.  A  fober  pretty  Maid  about  feventeen 
They  fay,  and  certainly,  howe'er  'tis  fhuffled. 
She  burd  herfclf,  and  fondly,  if  it  be  fo. 
With  Furmety  at  a  Churching,  but  I  think 
The  Devil  had  another  Agent  in't; 
Either  of  which,  if  I  can  catch,  fhall  dretch  for't. 

Cur,  'Tis  a  mad  Judice  that  will  hang  the  Devil ; 
But  I  would  you  would  be  fhort  in  this,  before 
.  That  other  Notice  can  be  given.    Jufl,  Sir, 
I'll  do  difcreetly  what  is  fitting  ;  what 
jintonio  ?    Ant,  [whhin.~\  Your  Worflilp. 

Juft.    Put  your  bed  Coat  on,  and  let  Mark  your  Fellow 
Go  to  the  Condablc,  and  bid  him  aid  me 
With  all  the  fpecd  he  can,  and  all  the  Power, 

And 
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And  provide  Pen  ahd  Ink  to 
Take  their  Confefiions,  and  my  long  Sword  : 
.  I  cannot  tell  what  Danger  we  niay  meet  with  ;  ' 
You'lJ  go  with  us  ?    Car.  Yes,  what  elfc  ? 
I  came  to  that  end  to  accule  both  Parties.  . 

Juji,  May  I  crave  what  you  are  ? 

Cur.  Faith,  Sir,  one 
That  to  be  known  would  profit  you  nought;  more 
Than  a  near  Kinfman  of  the  dead  Antonio's. 

Jufi.  'Tis  well,  Tm  forry  for  my  Neighbour,  truly 
That  he  had  no  more  grace,  *twiJl  kill  his  Mother  j 
She  is  a  good  old  Woman,  will  you  walk  in  ? 
I  will  but  put  my  Cloak  on,  and  my  Chain  off. 
And  a  clean  Band,  and  have  my  Shoes  blackt  over. 
And  (hift  my  Jerkin,  and  we'll  to  our  Bufinefs, 
And  you  (hall  fee  how  I  can  bolt  thefe  matters. 

Cur,  As  foon  as't  pleafc  you,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Valerio,  and  Ricardd. 

Val.  This  is  the  Place    here  did  I  leave  the  Maid 
Alone  laft  Night,  drying  her  tender  Eyes, 
Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yet  defirous 
To  have  mc  gone. 

Ric.  How  rude  are  all  we  Men, 
That  take  the  Name  of  Civil  toourfelves! 
If  (he  had  fet  her  Foot  upon  an  Earth 
Where  People  live  thar  we  call  barbarous  ; 
Though  they  had  had  no  Houfe  to  bring  her  to, 
They  would  have  fpoil'd  the  Glory  that  the  Spring 
Has  deckt  the  Trees  in,"  and  with  willing  Hands 
Have  torn  their  Branches  down,  and  every  Man 
Would  have  become  a  Builder  for  her  fake, 
What  time  left  you  her  here?    FaL  I  left  her,  when 
The  Sun  had  fo  much  to  his  fet,  as  he 
Is  now  got  from  his  Place  of  rife.    Ric.  So  near 
The  Night  fhe  could  not  wander  far  ;  fair  Viola  I 

FaL  It  is  in  vain  to  call,  fhe  fought  a  Houfe 
Without  all  quefl-ion. 

Ric,  Peace,  fair  Fioh 
Fair  Viclal  Wlio  would  have  left  her  here 

On 
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On  fuch  a  Ground  ?  (45)  If  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her. 
You  might  have  found  where  there  no  Echoes  were 
To  take  her  Name,  and  carry  it  about, 
When  her  true  Lover  came  to  mourn  for  her. 
Till  all  the  neighbouring  Valleys  and  the  Hills, 

Refounded  Fzola  And  fuch  a  Place 

You  fhould  have  chofe  (46)  You  pity  us 

Becaufe  the  Dew  a  little  wets  our  Feet, 
Unworthy  far  to  feek  her,  in  the  wet. 
And  what  becomes  of  her  ?  where  wandred  Hie, 
With  two  Showers  raining  on  her,  from  her  Eyes 

^^-^    /f  you  had  meant  to  lofe  her^ 

You  Plight  hat'e  found  there  were  no  Echoes  here 

^0  take  her  Name^  and  carry  it  about y 

When  her  true  Louver  came  to  mourn  for  her,  ( 

Till  nil  the  neighbouring  Falleys  and  the  Hills ^ 

Refounded  Viola,  ■ 

And  fuch  a  Place 

Ton  Jhould  hanje  chofe  ]    The  Reafonlng  here  is  vaftly 

abfurd,  becauie  it  tends  to  a  Conclufion  diredlly  contrary  to  whaC 
Ricardo  defigned  ;  for  this  was  no  Place  where  there  were  no  Echoes 
to  refound  Fiolah  Name,  but  quite  the  rcverfe,  as  is  plain  from  his 
repeating  her  Name  fo  often  till  the  Hills  and  Valleys  ret'urn'd  it  to 
him  again.  The  Paffage  however,  I  think,  with  a  little  Alteiation, 
may  be  perfeftly  rellored  to  good  Scnfe,  by  reading  thus  j 

 If  ycu  had  meant  to  lofe  ker^ 

You  might  haise  found  where  there  no  Echoes  were 

To  take  her  Name^  and  carry  it  about, 

When  her  true  Lo'ver  catne  to  mourn  for  her^ 

Till  all  the  neighbouring  Falleys  a^d  toe  Hills, 

Refouv.ded  Viola         And  fuch  a  Place 

You  Jhould  hanje  choje  — — — — 
(46)    You  piiy  us  becaufe 

The  Deiv  a  litle  &c  ]  I  really  wiili  the  Curtailer  of  this 
Play  had  expunged  this  Part  of  the  Speech,  when  he  undertook  that 
difficult  Ta  k.  The  Lines  are  fo  unworthy  of  our  Authors,  that  I  can 
hardly  think  'em  theirs ;  and  1  am  fure  the  Author  of  Jeronimo, 
(whom  our  Poets,  as  well  as  Shakefpear  and  Johnfon,  abufc)  might, 
when  they  quote  in  derifion  this  Line  of  his. 

Who  calls  Jeronimo  fjom  his  naked  Bed  ? 
have  juftly  retorted, 

 •  nvhere  <vjandred  fje^ 

With  tnxjo  Shon.vers  raining  on  her.  from  her  Eyes 

0'jnfinually,  abundantly,  from  <vjhich 

Tb^ere's  neither  tree  nar  Houfe  to  fjelter  her  P 

Vol.  IX.  P  There's 
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Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 
There's  neither  Tree  nor  Houfe  to  ihelter  her  ? 
Will  you  go  with  me  to  Travel  ? 

Val  Whither  ? 

Rk.  Over  all  the  World. 

Val,  No,  by  my  Faith,  I'll  make  a  fliorter  Journey 
W^hen  1  do  travel. 

Rk.  But  there  is  no  hope 
To  gain  my  end  in  any  fhorter  way. 

VaL  Why,  what's  your  end? 

Kic,  It  is  to  fearch  the  Earth, 
Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  lhapes  of  Men, 
As  wicked  as  ourfelves.    VaL  Twere  not  fo  hard 
To  find  out  thofe.    Kic,  Why,  if  we  find  them  out. 
It  were  the  better,  for  what  brave  Villany 
Might  we  four  do  ?  We  would  not  keep  together, 
.For  every  one  has  Treachery  enough 
For  twenty  Countries  •,  one  Ihould  trouble  Afia^ 
Another  fhould  fow  ftrife  in  Afrka  \ 
But  you  Ihould  play  the  Knave,  at  home  in  Europey 
And  for  Amerka  let  me  alone. 

Val.  Sir,  I  am  honefter, 
Than  you  know  how  to  be,  and  can  no  more 
'be  wrong'd,  but  I  fhall  find  myfelf  a  right, 
Rk,  If  you  had  any  fpark  of  Honefty, 
You  would  not  think  that  honefter  than  f, 
W^ere  a  Praife  high  enough  to  ferve  your  turn : 
If  Men  were  commonly  To  bad  as  I, 
Thieves  would  be  put  in  Kalcndars  for  Saints  ; 
And  Bones  of  Murth'rers  would  work  Miracles. 
I  am  a  kind  of  Knave,  of  Knave  fo  much 

There  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  vileft  elfe  

But  the  next  Place  of  all  to  mine  is  yours. 

Enter  two  Milk-maids  and  Viola  with  Pails, 

Val,  That  Jafl:  is  fhe,  'tis  ilie.   Rk.  Let  us  away, 
We  fliali  infed  her.  Jet  her  have  the  Wind, 
And  we  will  kneel  down  here.   VioL  Wenches  away. 


For 
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For  here  are  Men.    Va],  Fair  Maid,  I  pray  you  ftay. 

\T'akes  hoU  of  Viola, 

VioL  Alas,  again?  Ric,  Why  Jay  you  hold  on  her  ? 
I  pray  heartily  Jet  her  go. 

Vd,  With  all  my  Heart,  I  do  not  mean  to  hurt  h:r. 

Ric,  But  (land  away  then,  for  the  pureft  Bodies 
Will  fooneft  take  Infection,  fland  away  ; 
But  for  infeding  her  myfelf,  by  Heav'n, 
I  would  come  there,  and  beat  thee  further  off*. 

VioL  I  know  that  Voice  and  Face.    Vah  You're  finely 
mad. 

Sir,  God  be  with  ye  now  you're  here  together 
I'll  leave  you  fo,  God  fend  you  good  luck,  bo:h  ; 
When  you  are  foberer,  you'll  give  me  thanks. 

Madge.  Wilt  thou  go  milk  ?  Come. 

JV^».  Why  doft  not  come  ? 

Madge,  She  nods,  fhe's  afleep. 

ISlan,  What,  wert  up  fo  early  ? 

Madge.  I  think  yon 
Man's  mad  to  kneel  there,  nay  come,  come  away, 
Uds  Body,  Nan^  help,  Ihe  looks  black  I'th*  Face^' 
She's  in  a  Swound. 

Nan.  And  you  be  a  Man,  come  hither,  and  help  \ 
Woman. 

Ric,  Come  hither?  You  are  a  Fool. 

Nan,  And  you  a  Knave  and  a  Bead,  that  you  are.' 

Ric.  Come  hither,  'twas  my  being  now  fo  near 
That  made  her  fwound,  and  you  are  wicked  People^ 
Or  you  wou'd  do  fo  too  •,  my  venom'd  Eyes 
Strike  Innocency  dead  at  fuch  a  diftance  ; 
Here  I  will  kneel,  for  this  is  out  of  diftance. 

Nan,  Thou'rt  a  prating  Afs,  there's  no  Goodnefs  in  thee, 
I  warrant,  how  dolt  thou  ?  [Viola  recovers  out  ojker  Swoon^ 

Fiol.  Why?  Well. 

Madge,  Art  thou  able  to  go  ? 

Viol,  No,  pray  go  you  and  milk ;  if  T  be  able 
To  come,  Til  follow  you  5  if  not,  I'll  fit  here 
Till  you  come  back. 

Nan,  I  am  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon  wild  Fool. 

P  2  Viol. 
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Viol  I  know  him  well,  I  warrant  th'  he'll  not  hurt  me. 
Madge.  Come  then,  Nan.  \_Exeunt  Maids. 

Ric.  How  do  you  ?  be  not  fearful,  for  I  hold 

My  Hands  Before  my  Mouth,  and  fpeak,  and  fo 

My  Breath  can  never  blaft  you.    Fiol.  'Twas  enough 

To  ufe  me  ill,  though  you  had  never  fought  me 

To  mock  me  j 

Why  kneel  you  fo  far  oiT, 

Were  not  that  Gefture  better  us'd  in  Prayer  ? 

Had  I  dealt  fo  with  you,  I  fhould  not  fleep. 

Till  Heav'n  and  you  had  both  forgiven  me. 

Ric,  I  do  not  mock,  nor  lives  there  fuch  a  Villain 

That  can  do  any  thing  contemptible 

To  you  ;  but  I  do  kneel,  becaufe  it  is 

An  Adlion  very  fit  and  reverent, 

In  prefence  (47)  of  fo  pure  a  Creature, 

And  fo  far  off,  as  fearful  to  offend 

One  too  much  wrong'd  already. 

Fiol.  You  confefs  you  did  the  Fault,  yet  fcorn  to  come 
So  far  as  hither,  to  ask  Pardon  for't ; 

Whic;h  I  could  willingly  afford  to  come 

To  you  to  grant    but,  good  Sir,  if  you  have 

A  better  Love,  may  you  be  bleft  together. 
She  lhall  not  wifh  you  better  than  1  will. 
I  but  offend  you,  there  are  all  the  Jewels 
I  ftole,  and  all  the  Love  I  ever  had, 
I  leave  behind  with  you,  I'll  carry  none 
To  give  another ;  may  th'  next  Maid  you  try 
Love  you  no  worfe,  nor  be  no  worfe  than  I. 

Ric,  O  !  do  not  leave  me  yet  for  all  my  Fault ; 
Search  out  the  next  things  to  impoffible. 
And  put  me  on  them  ;  when  they  are  etfefted, 

^^2)  —  of  fo  pure  a  Creature,]  Creature  here,  for  the  fake  of 
Meafure,  mull  be  read  as  a  Word  of  three  Syllables.  It  may  be  un- 
ufual,  but  is  not  unprecedented.  Thus  in  Mufiapha^  of  Sir  Fulk  Grevil, 
Aa  II.  Scene  II. 

 fivhen  Princes  hy  defeSl  cf^  Mindy 

A  Pronenefs  feel  to  Jink  into  their  Slwves  ; 

Wherein  they  make  their  Creatures  their  Graves,  Sec, 

I 
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I  may  with  better  Modefty  receive 
Forgivenefs  from  you. 

Viol,  I  will  fet  no  Penance, 
To  gain  the  great  Forgivenefs  you  defire, 
But  to  come  hither  and  take  me  and  it ; 
Or  elfe  I'll  come  and  beg,  fo  you  will  grant. 
That  you  will  be  content  to  be  forgiven. 

Ric.  Nay,  I  will  come  fince  you  will  have  it  fo/ 
And,  fince  you  pleafe  to  pardon  me,  I  hope 
Free  from  Infedion  ;  here  I  am  by  you, 
A  carelefs  Man,  a  breaker  of  my  Faith, 
A  lothfome  Drunkard  5  and  in  that  wUd  Fury, 
A  hunter  after  Whores  ?  I  do  befeech  you. 
To  pardon  all  thefe  Faults,  and  take  me  up 
An  honeft,  fober,  and  a  faithful  Man. 

Viol,  For  Heav'n's  fake,  urge  your  Faults  no  more,  but 
mend  ; 

All  the  Forgivenefs  I  can  make  you,  is, 
To  love  you,  which  I  will  do,  and  defire 
Nothing  but  Love  again,  which  if  1  have  not 
Yet  I  will  love  you  fcill. 

Ric,  Oh  Women!  that  fomeone  of  you  will  take 
An  everlafting  Pen  into  your  Hands, 
And  grave  in  Paper,  which  the  Writ  fhall  make 
More  lafting  than  the  marble  Monuments, 
Your  matchlefs  Virtues  to  Poflerities ; 
Which  the  defective  Race  of  envious  Man 
Strive  to  conceal. 

VioL  Methinks  I  would  not  now  for  any  thing. 
But  you  had  mift  me  ;  I  have  made  a  Story 
Will  ferve  to  wafte  many  a  Winter's  Fire  \ 
When  we  are  old,  Pll  tell  my  Daughters  then. 
The  Miferies  their  Mother  had  in  Love, 
And  fay,  my  Girls  be  wifer  ;  yet  I  would  not 
Have  had  more  >yit  myfelf.    Take  up  thofe  Jtwels, 
For  I  think  1  hear  my  Fellows  coming. 

Enter  the  Milk-maids  with  their  Pails, 
Madge,  How  doft  thou  now  ? 

P  3  V.pL 
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VioL  Why,  very  well  I  thank  you ;  it  is  Jatc, 
•  Shall  i  hafte  home? 

]^^,n.  I  prithee,  we  (hall  be  (48)  fhent  foundly. 
Madge,  Why  does  that  railing  Man  go  with  us  ? 
VioL  I  prithee  fpeak  well  of  him,  on  my  Word 
He's  an  honed  Man. 

ISIan,  There  was  never  any  fo  on's  Complexion,  a  Gen- 
tleman ?  I'd  be  alham'd  to  have  fuch  a  foul  Mouth. 

\Exeunt, 

Enter  Mother^  Alexander,  Andrugio,  and  his 
Man  Rowland, 

Moth.  How  now  Alexander^  what  Gentleman  is  this  ? 

Alex,  Indeed,  forfooth,  I  know  not, 
I  found  him  at  the  Market  full  of  woCj 
Crying  a  loft  Daughter, 
And  telling  all  her  Tokehs  to  the  People, 
And  what  you  wot? 

(49)  By  all  Defcription  in  the  World,  it  fliould  be 
Our  new  Maid  Mehia^  one  would  little  think  it. 
Therefore  1  was  bold  to  tell  him  of  her,  Miftrefs, 

Moth,  Mehia  ?  Fool,  it  cannot  be,  alas 
You  know  fhe  is  a  poor  Wench,  and 
I  took  her  in  upon  mere  Charity. 

And,  So  feem'd  my  Daughter  when  fhe  went  away, 
As  fhe  had  made  herfelf. 

Moth,  What  Stature  was  your  Child  of.  Sir  ? 

And.  Not  high,  and  of  a  brown  Complexion, 
Her  Hair  auburn,  a  round  Face,  which  fome  Friends 
That  flatter'd  me,  would  fay  'twould  be  a  good  one. 

Alex,  This  is  ftill  Mekia^  Miftrefs,  that's  the  Truth 
on*t. 

Moth,  It  may  be  fo,.  Til  promife  you. 

Alex,  Well,  go  thy  ways,  the  Flower  of  our  Town, 

(48)  Sheni]  i.  e.  blamed,  fcolded. 

(49)  Sabfcription  in  the  JVorld,"]  If  Alexander  was  an  af- 
fetter  of  hard  Words,  I  ftiould  be  irclined  to  let  this  ftand  ;  but  as  he 
Teems  throughout  a  fenfible  good-natur'd  Fellow,  I  would  choofe  to 
read,  De/criptisn, 

For 


• 
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For  a  Hand  and  Foot,  I  flialJ  ne*er  fee  thy  Fellow. 

Moth,  But  had  (he  not  fuch.Toys,  as  Bracelets,  Rings, 
And  Jewels?    And,  She  was  fomething  bold  indeed. 
To  take  fuch  things  that  Night  fhe  left  mc.  Moth,  Then 
Belike  fhe  run  away  ?    And,  Though  flie  be  one 
I  love,  I  dare  not  lye,  Ihe  did  indeed. 

Moth,  What  think  you  of  this  Jewel  ? 

And,  Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this  was  mine ; 
You've  made  me  a  new  Man,  1  thank  you  for  it. 

Moth,  Nay, 
And  fhe  be  giv'n  to  filching,  there's  your  Jewel, 
I  am  clear  on't : 

But  by  your  leave.  Sir,  you  fhall  anfwer  me 
For  what  is  loft  fince  fhe  came  hither,  I  can 
Tell  you,  there  lie  things 
Scattering  in  ev'ry  Place  about  the  Houfe. 

Alex,  As  I  am  virtuous,  I  have  the  lyingfl: 
Old  Gendewoman  to  my  Miftrefs, 

And  the  mofl  malicious  

The  Devil  a  good  Word  will  fhe  give  a  Servant, 
That's  her  old  Rule  ;  and  God  be  thanked,  they  will 
Give  her  as  few,  there's  perfedb  love  on  both  Sides 
It  yearns  my  Heart  to  fee  the  Wench  mifconftrucd  ; 
A  careful  Soul  fhe  is,  I'll  be  fworn  for  her  ; 
And  when  fhe's  gone,  let  them  fiy  what  they  will. 
They  may  all  caft  their  Caps  at  fuch  another. 

And,  What  you  have  loft  by  her,  v/ith  all  my  Heart 
I'll  fee  you  double  paid  for  ;  you  have  fav'd. 
With  your  kind  Pity,  two  that  muft  not  live 
Unlefs  it  be  to  thank  you  ;  take  this  Jewel, 
( 50)  This  ftrikes  off  one  of  her  Offences,  Miftrefs, 

(50)  Tlhis  Jlri.hes  off  rone  of  her  Offsncss^  ]    Why  thsa  he  paid 

his  Jewel  for  nothing  ;  but  did  he  mean  To  ?  No,  'tis  too  plain  he  in- 
tended to  make  up  her  [Miftrefi'^]  Lofies  doable ;  and  therelbre  wc 
mull  read,  either, 

— —  one  of  her  O fences. 
Or, 

 fomc  cf  her  Ofenccs^ 

As  the  firft  is  ths  nearell  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  I  have  put  it  iato 
the  Text. 
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Would  I  might  fee  her.    Moth,  Alexander ^  run. 
And  bid  her  make  hafte.  home,  (he's  at  the  milking^ 
Clofe ; 

But  tell  her  not  by  any  means  who's  here, 
I  know  ihe'll  be  too  fearful.    Alex.  Well,  we'll  have 
A  Poflec  yet  at  parting,  that's  my  Comfort, 
And  one  round  too,  or  elfe  I'll  lofe  my  Will.  \Esiit, 
And,  [21?  Rowland.]  You  fhall  find  Silvio,,  Uherto 
and  Pedro  enquiring  for  the  Wench  at  the  next  Town  ; 
tell  them  fhe  is  found,  and  where  I  am,  and  with  the 
Favour  of  this  Gentlewoman,  defire  them  to  come  hi- 
ther. 

Moth.   I  pray  do,  they  fnall  be  all  welcome. 


Enter  Jujlicey  Curio,  and  Mark. 

Juft,  By  your  leave,  Forfooth ;  you  fhall  fee  me  find 
the  Parties  by  a  Slight. 

Moth,  Who's  that,  Mr.  Juflice?  how  do  you.  Sir? 
Juft,  Why,  very  well,  ahd  bufie,  where's  your  Son  ? 
Moth,  He's  within.  Sir. 

Juft,  Hum,  and  how  does  the  young  Woman  my  Cou- 
fin,  that  came  down  with  him. 

Moih.  She's  above,  as  a  Woman  in  her  Cafe  may  be. 

Juft.  You  have  confefl  it?  [then.  Sirrah,  call  in  the 
Officers ;  fhe's  no  Coufin  of  mine  ;  a  mere  Trick  to  dis- 
cover all. 

Moth.  To  difcover  ?  what  ? 


Juft.  You  fhall  know  that  anon  ;  I  think  I  have  over- 
reach'd  you  ;  oh,  welcome,  enter  the  Houfe,  and  by  Vir- 
tue of  my  Warrant  which  you  have  there,  feize  upon  the 
Bodily  Perfons  of  thofe  whofe  Names  are  there  written, 
to  Wit,  one  Mercuryy  and  the  Wife  of  one  Antonio, 

Moth,  For  what  ? 

Juft,  Away,  I  fay,  this  Gentleman  fhall  certifie  you 
for  what.  {Exit  Officer, 

Moth,  He  can  accufe  my  Son  of  nothing, 


{Exit  Servant, 


Enter  Mark  and  Oftlicers, 


He 
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He  came  from  Travel  but  within  thefe  two  Days. 
Juft,  There  hangs  a  Tale. 

Moth,  I  fhould  be  forry  this  fhould  fall  out  at  any  time, 
but  efpecially  now  ;  Sir,  will  you  favour  me  fo  much,  as 
to  let  me  know  of  what  you  accufe  him  ? 

Cur.  Upon  Sufpicion  of  Murther. 

Moth,  Murther  ?  I  defie  thee. 

Cur,  I  pray  God  he  may  prove  himfelf  innocent. 

^uft.  Fie,  fay  not  fo,  you  fliew  yourfelf  to  be  no  good 
Common- wealth's  Man ;  for  the  more  are  hang'd,  the 
better  'tis  for  the  Common- wealth. 

Moth.  By  this  Rule  you  were  beft  hang  yourfelf. 

Juft,  I  forgive  your  honed  Mirth  ever. 

Enter  Mark  and  Officers^  with  Mercury  and  Maria. 

Oh  welcome,  welcome,  Mark^  your  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper, 
I    to  take  their  Examinations. 
•       Mer,  Why  do  you  pull  me  fo  ?  I'll  go  alone. 
'       Juft,  Let  them  ftand. 

Let  them  ftand  quietly,  whilft  they're  examined. 
Mar,  What  will  you  examine  us  of  ? 
Juft,  Of  Antonio'^  Murther. 
Mer,  Why,  he  was  my  Friend. 
Mar.  He  was  my  Husband. 

Juft.  The  more  fliame  for  you  both  ;  Mark^  your  Pen 
and  Ink. 

Moth.  Pray  God  all  be  well,  I  never  knew  any  of 
thefe  Travellers  come  to  good  j  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  be 
favourable  to  my  Son. 

Juft.  Gentlewoman,  hold  you  content,  I  would  it  were 
come  to  that. 

Mer,  For  God's  fake  Mother, 
Why  kneel  you  unto  fuch  a  Pig-brib'd  Fellow  ? 
He  has  furfeited  of  Geefe,  and  they  have  put  him 
Into  a  fit  of  Juftice,  let  him  do 
His  worft. 

Juft.  Is  your  Paper  ready  ? 

Mark,  I  am  ready,  Sir. 


Enter 
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Enter  Antonio. 

Juft.  Accufe  them  ;  Sir,  I  command  you  to  lay  down 
Accufations  againft  thefe  Perfons,  in  ;behalf  of  the  State, 
and  firft  look  upon  the  Parties  to  be  accused,  and  deliver 
your  Name. 

Cur,  My  Name  is  Curio  \  my  murthered  Kinfman, 
If  he  were  living  now,  I  fhould  not  know  him. 
It  is  fo  long  fmce  we  faw  one  another. 

Ant.  My  Coufm  Curio  ? 

Cur.  But  thus  much,  from  the  Mouths  of  his  Servants 
and  others,  whofe  Examinations  I  have  in  writing  about 
me,  I  can  accufe  them  of  ;  this  Mercury^  the  lad  Night, 
but  this  laft,  lay  in  Antonio^s  Houfe,  and  in  the  Night  he 
rofe,  raifing  Antonio.,  where  privately  they  were  in  talk  an 
Hour,  to  what  end  I  know  not ;  but  of  likelyhood,  find- 
ing Antonio^s  Houfe  not  a  fit  Place  to  murther  him  in, 
he  fuffer'd  him  to  go  to  Bed  again,  but  in  the  Morning 
early  he  train'd  him  I  think  forth,  after  which  time  he 
never  faw  his  home  j  his  Cloaths  were  found  near  the 
Place  where  Mercury  was,  and  the  People  at  firft  deny'd 
they  faw  him  ;  but  at  laft  they  made  a  frivolous  Tale,  that 
there  he  fhifced  him  into  a  Footman's  Habit  i  but  in  (hort, 
the  next  Hour  this  Woman  went  to  Mercury  and  in  her 
Coach  they  ported  hither  ;  true  Accufations,  I  have  no 
more,  and  I  will  make  none. 

Juft,   No  more  ?   we  need  no  more :    Sirrah,  be 
drawing 

Their  Mittimus  before  we  hear  their  Anfwer. 
What  fay  you.  Sir  ?  are  you  guilty  of  this  Murther  ? 
Mer.  No,  Sir. 

Juft,  Whether  you  are  or  no,  confefs,  it  will  be  the 
better  for  you. 

Mer.  If  I  were  guilty,  your  Rhcrorick  could  not  fetch 
it  forth  ;  but  though  I  am  innocent,  I  confefs,  that  if  I 
were  a  Stander-by,  thefe  Circumftances  urg'd,  which  are 
true,  would  make  me  doubtlefs  believe  the  accufed  Parties 
to  be  guilty. 

Jufi,  Write  down,  that  he  being  a  Stander-by,  for  fo 

you 
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you  fee  he  is,  doth  doubtlefly  believe  the  accufed  Parties, 
which  is  himfelf  to  be  guilty. 

Mar,  I  fay  no  fuch  thing. 

Juji,  Write  it  down  I  fay,  we*ll  try  that, 

I  care  not  what  you  write;  ^ 
Pray  God  you  did  not  kill  him  for  my  Love,  • 

\_Afideto  Maria, 
Though  I  am  free  from  this;  we  both  deferve  

Mar,  Govern  your  Tongue  I  pray  you,  all  is  well. 
My  Husband  lives,  I  know  it,  and  I  fee  him. 

Juft,  They  whifper,  fever  them  quickly  I  fay,  Officers, 
why  do  you  let  them  prompt  one  another  Gentlewoman, 
what  fay  you  to  this,  are  not  you  guilty  ? 

•  Af^jr.  No,  as  I  hope  for  Mercy. 

Juft,  But  are  hot  thofe  Circumftanccs  true,  that  this 
Gentleman  hath  fo  fnortly  and  methodically  deliver'd? 

Mar,  They  are  ;  and  what  you  do  with  me,  I  care  not. 
Since  he  is  dead,  in  whom  was  all  my  care  : 
You  knew  him  not 

•  Jufi,  No,  an't  been  better  for  you  too,  and  you  had 
never  known  him.  '  . 

Mar,  Why  then  you  did  not  kijow  the  World's  chief 

.  Joy> 

His  Face  fo  manly  as  it  had  been  made 

To  fright  the  World,  yet  he  fo  fweetly  temper'd. 

That  he  would  make  himfelf  a  natural  Fool, 

To  do  a  noble  kindnefs  for  a  Friend. 

He  was  a  Man  whole  Name  I'll  not  out-live. 

Longer  than  HeaV'n,  whofe  Will  muft  be  obey'd. 

Will  have  me  do; 

Ant.  And  I  will  quit  thy  Kindnefs.  \Aftde, 
JhA.'  (5O  Before  me,  fhe  has  made  the  Tears  (land 

(51)  Before  me,  •  ]  I  had  dnce  alter'd  this  Paflage  thus, 

Befhrew  tne^  — — 
Imagining  the  old  Text  had  neither  Senfe  nor  Authority  to  plead  in  its 
defence  :   Bu:  Ben  Johnfon  has  fince  that  time  fufEciently  convinc'd  me 
of  the  Soundnefs  of  th^s  Phrafe,  by  his  ufmg  it  more  more  than  once 
in  the  Body  of  his  Works. 


Vol.  IX. 


in 


23^  Coxcomb. 

in  mine  Eyes,  but  I  muft  be  auftere :  Gentlewoman,  you 
muft  confefs  this  Murder, 

Mar,  I  cannot,  Sir  ; 
J  did  it  not,  but  I  defire  tQ  fee 
Thofe  Examinations  which  this  Gentleman 
Acknowledges  to  have  about  him,  for 
But  late  laft  Night  I  received  Letters  from 
The  City,  yet  I  heard  of  no  ConfefTion,  then. 

Juft,  You  Ihall  fee  them  time  enough  I  warrant  you  \ 
but  Letters  you  fay  you  had,  where  are  thofe  Letters  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  they  are  gone. 

Gone  ?  whither  are  they  gone  ? 
^  How  have  you  difpos'd  of  'em  ? 

Mar.  Why,  Sir,  they  are  for  Womens  matters,  and  fa 
I  ufe  'em. 

Jufi,  Who  writ  'em  ? 

Mar.  A  Man  of  mine. 

Juft.  Who  brought  'cm  ? 

Mar,  A  Poft. 

Jufi.  A  Poll?  there  is  fome  great  iiafte  fure,  ha,  ha,- 
where  is  that  Poll  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  there  he  ftands. 

Juft,  Does  he  fo  ?  bring  hither  that  Pod,  I  am  afraid 
that  Poft  will  prove  a  Knave ;  come  hither,  Poft,  what  ? 
what  can  you  fay  concerning  the  Murder  of  Jntonio  ? 

Ant,  What's  that  to  you  ? 

Juft.  O  Poft,  you  have  no  Anfwer  ready,  have  yqu  ? 
I'll  have  one  from  you. 

Ant.  You  fhall  have  no  more  from  me  than  you  have, 
you  examine  an  honeft  Gentleman  and  Gentlewoman 
here  ?  'Tis  pity  fuch  Fools  as  you  fhould  be  i'th*  Com- 
mifTion. 

Juft.  Say  you  fo,  Poft,  take  away  that  Poft,  whip  hinv 
and  bring  him  again  quickly,  I'll  hamper  you  Poft, 

Mer.  'Tis  Antonio^  I  know  hini  now  as  well  — •  what 
an  irregular  Fool  is  this  ? 

Ant,  Whip  me?  hold  off. 

Mar.  Oh  good  Sir,*  whip  him  ;  by  his  murmuring 
He  Ihould  know  fomething  of  my  Husband's  Death, 

That 
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That  may  quit  me  5  for  God's  fake  fetch  it  out. 
Juft,  Whip  him  I  fay. 
Ant,  Who  is't  dares  whip  me  now  ? 

\l^hrows  off  his  Difgutfi, 
Mar.  Oh  my  lov'd  Husband.    Mer,  My  moft  worthy 
Friend  } 
Where  have  you  been  fo  long  ? 
Ant,  I  cannot  fpeak  for  Joy. 

Juft,  Why,  what's  the  matter  now,  and  fhall  not  Law 
then  have  her  Courfe  ? 

And,  It  (hall  have  no  other  Courfe  than  it  has,  I  think. 

Juft.  It  (hail  have  other  Courfe  before  I  go,  or  I'il 
beat  my  Brains  ;  and  I  lay  it  was  not  honeftly  done  of 
him  to  difcover  himfclf,  before  the  Parties  accus'd  were 
executed,  that  Law  might  have  had  her  Courfe,  for 
then  the  Kingdom  flourifhes. 

Ant,  But  fuch  a  Wife  as  thou,  had  never  any  Man, 
And  fuch  a  Friend  as  he,  believe  me  Wife, 
Shall  never  be ;  good  Wife,  love  my  Friend  s  Friend,  love 
my  Wife ;  hark  Friend. 

Juft.  Mark^  if  we  can  have  nothing  to  do,  you  fliali 
fwear  the  Peace  of  fomebody. 

Mark.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  By  my  Troth 
I'm  ferry  my  Wife  is  fo  obflinate ; 
Sooth,  if  1  could  yet  do  thee  any  good, 
I  wou'd,  i' faith  I  wou'd.    Mer.  1  thank  you,  Sir, 
Pve  Joft  that  Paifion.    Ant.  Coufin  Curloy 
You  and  I  muft  be  better  acquainted. 

Cur.  It  is  my  Wifh,  Sir. 

Ant,  I  fhould  not  have  known  you  neither,  'tis  fo  long 
fince  we  faw  each  other,  we  were  but  Children  then  j  but 
you  have  fliew'd  yourfelf  an  honeft  Man  to  me. 

Ciir.  \  would  be  ever  fo. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Viola. 
Moth,  Look  you,  who's  there  ? 


And* 
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(51)  And.  Say  nothing  to  me,  for 

Thy  Peace  is  made.    Ric,  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay. 
But  that  you  are  her  Father  ;  you  can  both 
Not  only  pardon,  when  you  have  a  Wrong, 
But  love  where  you've  receiv'd  mod  Injury. 

Jufi,  I  think  I  fhall  hear  of  no  hanging  this  Year  5 
•there's  a  Tinker  and  a  Whore  yet,  the  Cryer  faid,  that 
robb'd  her,  and  are  in  Prifon,  I  hope  they  fhall  be 
hang'd. 

And.  No,  truly  Sir,  they  have  broke  Prifon. 

Juft.  'Tis  no  matter,  then  the  Jaylor  fhall  be  hang'd. 

And,  You  are  deceiv'd  in  that  too.  Sir,  'twas  known 
To  be  againft  his  Will,  and  he  hath  got 
His  Pardon,  I  think,  for  nothing. 
But  if 't  doth  coft  him  any  thing,  I'll  pay  it. 

Jiifl.  Mark,  up  with  your  Papers,  away. 

Mer,  No, 

You'  fhall  flay  Dinner,  I've  a  couple  of  brawling 
Neighbours,  that  I'll  afTure  you -won't  agree. 
And  you  fhall  have  the  hearing  of  their  Matter. 

Juft,  With  all  my  Heart. 

Mer,  Go,  Gentlemen,  go  in. 

Ric.  Oh  Viola^  that  no  fucceeding  Age 
Might  lofe  the  Memory  of  what 'thou  wert  j 
But-  fuch  an  overfwayed  Sex  is  yours. 
That  all  the  virtuous  Adions  you  can  do, 
Are  but  as  Men  will  call  them  ;  and  I  fwear, 
•Tis  my  Belief,  that  Women  want  but  Ways 
To  praife  their  Deeds,  but  Men  want  Deeds  to  praife. 

[^Exeunt  Omnes. 

(52)  Ant.  Say  nothing  to  ]  Mr.  Theobald,  from  the  Copy 
of  1679,  reads  Andrugio  here,  and  fo  on  to  the  End  of  the  Play  ; 
but  he  might  have  added,  that  no  Copy  but  that  of  171 1  is  guilty  of 
this  Miftake. 
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Nor  can  it  he  imputed  as  a  Sin 
In  me  to  wijh  it  Favour ;  if  this  Night 
T 9  the  Judicious  it  hath  giv*n  Delight^ 
I  have  my  Ends ;  and  may  fach^  for  their  Grace 
Vouchfafd  to  this,  find  theirs  in  every  Place, 


IS  ended,  hut  my  Hopes  and  Fears  legi^. 
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MEN, 

SIR  Perfidious  Oldcraft,  an  old  Knight^  a  great  Ad- 
mirer of  Wit, 
Witty-pate  Oldcraft,  his  Father*s  own  Son^ 
Sir  Gregory  Fop,  a  witlefs  Lord  of  Land, 
Cunningham,  a  difcreet  Gentleman^  Sir  Gregory'j  Comrade 

and  Supplanter, 
Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  a  decaf  d  Knight y  i  Two  /harking 
Prifcian,  a  poor  Scholar ^  5  Companions. 

Pompey  Doodle,  a  Clown^  Sir  Gregory'^  Man^  a  piece 

of  Ptiff-paflcy  like  his  Majler, 
Mr.  Credulous,  Nephew  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a  Jhallow-^ 
hrain'd  Scholar, 

WOMEN. 

Neice  to  Sir  Perfidious,  a  rich  and  witty  Heir, 
Lady  Ruinous,  IVife  to  Sir  Ruinous. 
Guardianefs  to  Sir  Perfidious  his  Neice^  an  old  doting 
Croane, 

Mirabell,  the  Guardianefs^ s  Neice, 
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ACT   I.     SCENE  L 

Enter  Sir  Perfidious  Old-craft,  and  Witty-pate 
his  Son, 

Witty. 

I R,  I'm  no  Boy,  I'm  deep  in  one  and  twenty. 
The  fecond  Year's  approaching.    Old  K,  A 

fine  time  for 
A  Youth  to  live  by's  Wits  then,  I  fliould  think, 
If  e'er  he  meant  to  make  Account  of  any. 
muy.  Wits,  Sir? 

Old  K.  Ay  Wits,  Sir;  if  it  be  fo  ftrange  to  thee, 
I'm  forry  I  fpent  my  time  to  get  a  Fool, 
I  might  have  employed  my  Pains  a  great  deal  better ; 
Thou  know'ft  all  that  I  have,  I  ha'  got  by  my  Wits, 
And  yet  to  fee  how  urgent  thou  art  too  ; 
It  grieves  me  thou  art  To  degenerate 
To  trouble  me  for  Means,  I  never  ofier'd  it 
My  Parents  from  a  School- boy,  paft  Nineteen  onc^ 
See  what  thefe  Times  are  grown  to,  before  twenty 
I  rufh'd  into  the  World,  which  is  indeed 
Much  like 

The  Art  of  fwimming,  he  that  will  attain  to'c 
Muft  fall  in  Plump,  and  duck  himfelf  at  firft. 
And  that  will  make  him  hardy  and  advent'rous. 
And  not  ftand  putting  in  one  Foot;,  and  (biver, 

Q  2  And 
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Ar/J  then  draw  t'other  after,  like  a  Qiiake-buttock  ; 

Vvcll,  he  may  make  a  Padler  in  the  World, 

From  Hand  to  Mouth,  but  never  a  brave  Swimmer, 

Born  up  by  th'  Chin,  as  I  bore  up  myfelf. 

With  my  ftrong  Induftry  that  never  fail'd  me ; 

For  he  that  lies  born  up  with  Patrimonies, 

Looks  like  a  long  great  Afs  phat  iwims  with  Bladders ; 

Come  but  one  Prick  of  adverfe  Fortune  to  him 

Ke  finks,  becaufe  he  never  try'd  to  fwim, 

"When  Wit  plays  with  the  Billows,  that  choak'd  him. 

Witty.  Why  is  it  not  a  Fafhion  for  a  Father,  Sir, 
Out  oF  his  yearly  thoufands,  to  allow 
His  only  Son  a  competent  Brace  of  Hundreds  j 
Or  fuch  a  Toy  ? 

Old  K.  Yes,  if  he  mean  to  fpoil  him, 
Or  mar  his  Wits  he  may,  but  never  I, 
This  is  my  Humour,  Sir,  which  you'll  find  conflant 
I  love  Wit  fo  well,  'caufe  I  liv'd  by*t,  that  Pll 
Give  no  Man  Power  out  of  my  Means  to  hurt  it. 
And  that's  a  kind  of  Gratitude  to  my  Raifer, 
Which  great  ones  oft  forget    I  admire  much 
This  Age's  Dulnefs    when  I  fcarce  writ  Man, 
Thefirit  Degree  that  e'er  I  took  in  thriving, 
I  lay  Intelligencer  clofe  for  wenching. 
Could  give  this  Lord  or  Knight  a  true  Certificate 
Of  all  the  Maiden-heads  extant ;  how  many  lay 
'Mongft  Chamber-maids,  (i)  how  many  'mongft  Ex^ 

change  Wenches, 
Though  never  many  there  I  muft  confefs, 
They  have  a  Trick  to  utter  Ware  fo  fall ; 
I  knew  which  Lady  had  a  mind  to  fall, 
V/hich  Gentlewom.an  new  divorc'd,  which  Tradefman 

breaking, 
The  Price  of  every  Sinner  to  a  Hair, 
And  where  to  raife  each  Price    which  were  the  Termers 
That  would  give  Velvet  Petticoats,  TiiTue  Gowns, 
Which  Pieces,  Angels,  Suppers,  and  half  Crowns  : 

(  I  )   Ig--vj  f;un:y  'mongfi  Exchange, 

Though  nfoer  many  there — ]    So  read  the  Copies  of  1679,  2"*^ 
1711  J  vvhich  ImperfedKj.-i     remedied  by  that  of  1647. 
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I  knew  too  how  to  match,  and  make  my  Market, 
Could  give  Intelligence  where  the  Pox  Jay  leidger. 
And  then  to  fee  the  Letchers  fhift  a  Point, 
'Twas  Sport  and  Profit  too  ;  how  they  would  fhun 
Their  ador'd  Miflrefs's  Chambers,  and  (2)  run  fearfu'Iy, 
Like  Rats  fror^i  burning  Houfes  ;  fo  brought  I 
My  Clients  o'  the  Game  ftill  flife  together, 
And  noble  Gamefters  lov'd  me,  and  1  felt  it. 
Give  me  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits,  fay  f , 
And's  never  left  a  Groat,  there's  the  true  Gallant. 
When  I  grew  fomewhat  purfy,  I  grew  then 
In  Mens  Opinions  too,  and  Confidences, 
They  put  things  call'd  Executorfhips  upon  me, 
\    The  charge  of  Orphans,  little  fenfelefs  Creatures, 

Whom  in  their  Childhoods  I  bound  forth  to  Felt-makcrs, 

To  make  'em  lofe,  and  work  away  their  Gentry, 

Difguife  their  tender  Natures  with  hard  Cuftom, 

So  wrought  'em  out  in  time,  there  I  rife  ungently. 

Nor  do  1  fear  to  difcourfe  this  unto  thee, 

I'm  arm*d  at  all  points  againft  Treachery, 

1  hold  my  Humour  firm  \  if  I  can  fee  thee  thrive  by 

Thy  Wits  while  I  live,  I  ftiall  have  the  more  courage 

To  truft  tbee  with  my  Lands  when  I  die  ;  if  not. 

The  next  beft  Wit  I  can  hear  of,  carries  'em  : 

For  fince  in  my  time  and  knowledge,  fo  many  rich  Children 

Of  the  City  conclude  in  Beggary,  I'd  rather 

Make  a  wife  Stranger  my  Executor,  than  a  foolifh 

Son  my  Heir,  and  to  have  my  Lands  cali'd  after  my 

Wit,  than  after  my  Name  ;  and  that's  my  Nature. 

Witty,  'Tis  a  ftrange  harlh  one,  muft  I  ftill  fhifc  then  ? 
I  come,  brave  Cheats,  once  to  my  Trade  again. 
And  I'll  ply't  harder  now  (3)  than  e'er  I  did  befcre , 
You'll  part  with  nothing  then,  Sir  ? 

Old  K,  Not  a  jot,  Sir. 

Witty,  If  I  Ihould  ask  you  BlelTing  e'er  I  go,  Sir, 
I  think  you  would  not  give't  me. 

(2)   rue  fearfully,']    Rue  {or  run,  as  Mr.  5*^-0; W  obfcrved 

too,  is  only  the  Reading  of  the  laft  Octavo. 

(3)   than  e'er  I  did  for't ;]  Probably  we  fhould  alter /orV 

into  forCy  or  before, 

0.3  OldK. 
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Old  K,  Let  me  but  hear  thou  liv'ft  by  thy  Wits  once 
Thou  fhalt  have  any  thing,  thou'rt  none  of  mine  elfe. 
Then  why  fhould  I  take  care  for  thee  ? 

fFilly.  Thank  your  Bounty.  {_Exif, 
Old.  K.  So  Weakh  love  me,  and  long  Life,  I  befeech  k. 
As  I  do  love  the  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits, 
He  comes  fo  near  my  Nature ;  I'm  grown  old  now. 
And  even  arriv'd  at  my  laft  Cheat  1  fear  me. 
But  'twill 

Make  fhift  to  bury  me,  by  Day-light  too, 

And  difcharge  all  my  Legacies,  'tis  fo  wealthy. 

And  never  trouble  any  Intereft  Mony. 

I've  yet  a  Neice  to  wed,  over  whofe  Steps 

I  have  plac'd  a  trufty  watchful  Guardianefs, 

For  fear  fome  poor  Earl  fteal  her,  't-  has  been  threat'ned, 

To  redeem  mortgaged  Land,  but  he  fhall  mifs  on't 

To  prevent  which,  I  have  fought  out  a  Match  for  her. 

Fop      Fop'Hall^  he  writes  hi mfelf,  I  take*  it. 

The  ancient'ft  Fop  in  England,  with  whom  I've  privately 

Compounded  for  the  third  Pare  of  her  Portion, 

Enter  Sir  Gregory  Fop,  and  Cunningham. 

And  flie  feems  pleas'd,  fo  two  Parts  reft  with  me— — 
He's  come  ;  Sir  Gregory^  welcome  ;  what's  he,*  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Young  Cunningham^  a  Norfolk  Gentleman, 
One  that  has  liv'd  upon  the  Fops,  my  Kindred, 
Ever  fince  my  remembrance ;  he's  a  Wit  indeed. 
And  we  all  ftrive  to  have  him,  nay,  'tis  certain 
Some  of  our  Name  has  gone  to  Law  for  him  i 
Now  'tis  my  turn  to  keep  him,  and  indeed 
He's  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  Wits  are. 
But  I  will  give  him  over  when  I  lift, 
I  ha'  us'd  Wits  fo  before. 

Old  K,  I  hope  when  you're  married.  Sir,  you'll  fliake 
him  off. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  what  do  you  take  me  to  be,  (4)  old 
Father-i'-law  that  fhall  be  ?  do  you  think  Pll  have  any  of 

the 

(4)  Old  Father-i'-law  that  Jhall  he •]  But  that  'tis  plain  he  never 
could  be.  The  miftakirg  of  one  Letter  for  another  is  very  ufual ;  but 
here  the  Editor  has  made  a  greater  Slip,  and  has  changed  one  Word 

for 
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the  Wits  hang  upon  me  after  I  am  married  once?  none 
of  my  Kindred  ever  had  before  me  ;  buc  where's  this 
Neice  ?  is'c  a  Fafhion  in  London  to  marry  a  Woman,  and 
never  fee  her  ? 

Old  K,  Excufe  the  nicenefs,  Sir,  that  Care's  your  Friend ; 
Perhaps  had  Hie  been  feen,  you  had  never  feen  her ; 
There's  many  a  fpent  thing  calPd,  and't pleafeyour  Honour^ 
That  lies  in  wait  for  her  ;  at  firft  fnap  (he's  a  Countefs, 
Drawn  with  fix  Mares  through  Fleetjireet,  and  a  Coachman, 
Sitting  bare-headed  to  their  Flanders  Buttocks  : 
This  whets  him  on.  {^Afids, 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  let's  clap  up  the  Bufmefs,  Sir, 
I  long  to  fee  her ;  are  you  fure  you  have  her, 
Is  ftie  not  there  already  ?  Hark,  hark,  oh  hark. 

Old  K,  How  now,  what's  that.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Every  Caroach  goes  by. 
Goes  ev'n  to  th'  Heart  of  me. 

Old  K.  V\\  have  that  Doubt  eas'd.  Sir, 
y    Inftantly  eas'd.  Sir  Gregory,  and  now  I  think  on't 
A  Toy  comes  i'  my  Mind,  feeing  your  Friend  there. 
We'll  have  a  little  Sport,  give  you  but  way  to't. 
And  put  a  Trick  on  her,  I  love  Wit  precioufly  ; 
You  (hall  not  be  feen  yet,  we'll  ftale  your  Friend  firfi", 
If't  pleafe  but  him  to  ftand  (5)  for  th' Ante- mask,    [per  ^ 

Sir  Greg.  Puh,  he  fhall  ftand  for  any  thing ;  why  his  Sup- 
Lies  i*  my  Breeches  here,  I'll  make  him  faft  elfe. 

Old  K,  Then  come  you  forth  more  unexpedledly 
The  Mask  itfelf,  a  thoufand  a  Year  Jointure, 
The  Cloud,  your  Friend  will  be  then  drawn  away. 
And  only  you  the  Beauty  of  the  Play.  [lers. 

Sir  Greg.  For  Red  and  Black  I'll  put  down  all  your  Ful- 
Let  but  your  Neice  bring  White,  and  we  have  three 
Colours.  ^^Exit  Sir  Greg. 

Old  K,  Fm  given  to  underftand  you  are  a  Sir. 

Cun.  I'm  one  that  Fortune  (hews  fmall  favour  to,  Sir. 

for  another.    Uncle-in-law  is  what  Sir  Gregory  defigns  to  call  him.  So 
in  this  A61  a  little  lower,  Old  Knight  fays'co  Sir  Gregory ^ 

Tu/ht  Nephew,  I'll  call  you  fo,  

And  in  Ad  the  Third  Sir  Gregory  fays  to  him, 

It*s  as  fine  a  Noifey  Uncle,  as  Heart  can  uoifh, 
(5)         for  the  Anri-mask,]    The  true  Pleading  is  Ante-ma ih. 

0.4  OldH. 
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Old  K.  Why  there  you  conclude  it,  whether  you  will 
or  no.  Sir  ; 

To  tell  you  truth,  I'm  taken  with  a  Wit. 

Cun.  Fowlers  catch  Woodcocks  fo,  let  not  them  know 
fo  much. 

Old  K,  A  Peftilence  mazard !  a  Duke  Humphrey  Spark, 
H'ad  rather  Jofe  his  Dinner  than  his  Jeft  j 
I  fay  I  love  a  Wit  the  beft  of  all  things. 

Cun.  Always  except  yourfelf. 

Old  K,  H'as  giv'n't  me  twice  now 

Enter  Neice  and  Guardianefs, 

'All  with  a  breath,  I  thank  him  ;  but  that  I  love  a  Wit 
I  fhould  be  heartily  angry  ;  cuds,  my  Neice, 
jYou  know  the  Bufinefs  with  her  ? 

Cun.  With  a  Woman  ? 
'Tis  ev*n  the  very  fame  it  was,  I'm  fure. 
Five  thoufand  Years  ago,  no  Fool  can  mifs  it. 

Old  K.  This  is  the  Gentleman  I  promis'd  Neicc, 
To  prefent  to  your  Affedlion. 

Cun.  Ware  that  Arrow. 

Old  K.  Deliver  me  the  truth  now  of  your  liking. 

Cun.  I'm  fpoil'd  already,  that  fuch  poor  lean  Game 
Should  be  found  out  as  I  am. 

Old  K.  Go  fet  to  her.  Sir — —  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cun.  How  noble  is  this  Virtue  in  you,  Lady  ? 
Your  Eye  may  feem  to  commit  a  thoufand  Slaughters 
On  your  dull  Servants,  which  truly  tailed 
Conclude  all  in  Comforts. 

OldK.  Puh. 

Neice.  It  rather  fliews  what  a  true  Worth  can  make, 
Such  as  yours  is. 

Old  K.  And  that's  not  worth  a  Groat ; 
How  like  you  him,  Neice  ? 

Neice,  It  (hall  appear  how  well,  Sir, 
I  humbly  thank  you  for  him.  Old  K.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Good  Gullery,  he  does  it  well  i'faich, 
'Slight,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchafe  Lip-land  there : 
Hold,  hold,  bear  off  I  fay,  [ries. 
Slid  your  Part  hangs  too  long.  Cun.  My  Joys  are  Mccke- 

Neice. 
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T^etce.  YouVe  both  exprefs'd  a  worthy  Care  and  Love, 
Sir ; 

Had  mine  own  Eye  been  fet  at  liberty,. 

To  niake  a  publick  Choice  (believe  my  Truth,  SirJ 

It  could  not  ha'  done  better  for  my  Heart 

Than  your  good  Providence  has. 

Old  K.  You  will  fay  fo  then, 
Alas  fweet  Neice,  all  this  is  but  the  Scabbard, 
Now  I  draw  forth  the  Weapon. 

Neice.  How  ? 

Old  K,  Sir  Gregory^ 
Approach  thou  Lad  of  Thoufands. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Who  calls  me  ? 

Neice,  What  Motion's  this,  th'  Model  of  Ninivie  ? 
Old  IL  Accoft  her  daintily  now,  let  me  advife  thee. 
Sir  Greg.  I  was  advis'd  to  beftow  dainty  Coft  on  you. 
Neice.  You  were  ill  advis'd,  back,  and  take  better 
counfel 

You  may  have  good  for  an  Angel ;  the  leaft  Coft 

You  can  beftow  upon  a  Woman,  Sir, 

Trebles  ten  Counfellors  Fees,  in  Lady- ware. 

You're  over  Head  and  Ears,  e'er  you  b'  aware  :  i 

Faith  keep  a  Batchelor  ftill,  ^nd  go  to  Bowls,  Sir, 

Follow  your  Miftrefs  there,  and  prick  and  fave.  Sir ; 

For  other  Miftreftes  will  make  you  a  Slave,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  So,  fo,  1  have  my  lerrepoop  already. 

Old  K.  Why  how  now,   Neice  ?   this  is  the  Man  1 
tell  you. 

Neice.  He,  hang  him,  Sir,  I  know  you  do  but  m.ock. 
This  is  the  Man  you  would  fay. 
Old  K.  The  Devil  rides,  I  think. 
Cun.  I  muft  ufe  cunning  here. 

Old  K.  Make  me  not  mad  ;  ufe  him  with  all  refpcd:. 
This  is  the  Man  i  fwear. 

Neice.  Would  you  could  perfwade  me  to  that  \ 
Alas,  you  cannot  go  beyond  me,  Uncle, 
You  carry  a  Jeft  well,  I  muft  confefs. 
For  a  Man  of  your  Year.%  but  

Old  K. 
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Old  K.  I'm  wrought  befide  myfelf. 

Cun.  I  ne'er  beheld  Comlinefs  .'till  this  Minute. 

[To  the  Guardianefs. 

Guard.  Oh  good  fweet  Sir,  pray  offer  not  thefe  Words 
To  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Neice,  Sir. 

Cun,  Away  Fifteen, 
Here's  Fifty  one  exceeds  thee. 

l^eice.  What's  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Cun,  Give  me  thefe  motherly  Creatures  ;  come,  ne'er 

fmother  it, 
I  know  you  are  a  teeming  Woman  yet. 

Guard.  Troth  a  young  Gentleman  might  do  much  I 

think.  Sir. 
Cun.  Go  too  then. 

Guard.  And  1  fhould  play  my  part,  or  I  were  ingrateful, 

Neice.  Can  you  fo  foon  negledt  me  ? 

Cun,  Hence,  I'm  bufy.  [Baggage, 

Old  K.  This  crofs  Point  came  in  luckily  j  impudent 
Hang  from  the  Gentleman,  art  thou  not  'fham'd 
To  be  a  Widow's  Hind'rance  ? 

Cun.  Are  you  angry.  Sir  ? 

Old  K.  You're  welcome,  pray  court  on,  I  (hall  defire 
Your  honeft  wife  Acquaintance  ;  vex  me  not 
After  my  Care  and  Pains  to  find  a  Match  for  thee. 
Left  I  confine  thy  Life  to  fome  Out-chamber, 
Where  thou  fhalt  wafte  the  fweetncfs  of  thy  Youth, 
Like  a  confuming  Light  in  her  own  Socket, 
And  not  allow 'd  a  Male-Creature  about  thee  % 
A  very  Monkey,  thy  Necefiity 
Shall  prize  at  a  thoufand  Pound,  a  Chimney-fweeper 
At  fifteen  hundred. 

Neice.  But  are  you  ferious,  Uncle  ? 

OldK,  Serious. 

Neice.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  Gentleman 
With  more  heed  ;  then  I  did  hum  him  over 
Jn  hafte,  good  faith,  as  Lawyers  (6)  Chancery  Sheets  ; 

(6)   Chancery  Sheets ;  ]    Mr.  Seivard  propofes  reading  Suits  ; 

but  as  Sheets  is  a  mighty  intelligible  Word,  and  hcs  the  Place  very 
well,  I  have  chofe  to  retain  it. 

Befiirew 
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Belhrew  my  Blood,  a  tolerable  Man, 
Now  I  diftindlly  read  him. 

Sir  Greg,  Hum,  hum,  hum. 

Neice,  Say  he  be  black,  he's  of  a  very  good  pitch  ; 
Well  ankled,  two  good  confident  Calves,  they  look 
As  if  they  would  not  fhrink  at  the  ninth  Child ; 

The  Rednefs  in  the  Face  why  that's  in  Fafhion, 

Moft  of  your  high  Bloods  have  it,  'tis  a  [ign 
Of  Greatnefs  marry  5 

'Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  May-hmtv^ 
ril  fend  to  my  Lady  Spend- tail  for  her  Medicine, 

Sir  Greg,  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  de  dum. 

Neice.  He's  qualified  too,  believe  me. 

Sir  Greg,  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  de  dum. 

Neice,  Where  was  my  Judgment? 

Sir  Greg,  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  tedum,  te  dum.' 

JSleice,  Perfedlions  covered  mefs. 

Sir  Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum. 

Neice,  It  fmoaks  apparently  :  Pardon,  fweet  Sir, 
The  Error  of  my  Sex. 

Old  K.  Why,  well  faid,  Neice  5 
Upon  Submiflion  you  muft  pardon  her  now.  Sir. 

Sir  Greg,  I'll  do  it  by  courfe  5  do  you  think  I'm  an  Afs, 
Knight  ? 

Here's  firft  my  Hand,  now  it  goes  to  the  Seal-Office. 

OldK,  Formally  finifli'd  *,  how  goes  this  Suit  forward  ? 

Gun,  Fm  taking  meafure  of  the  Widow's  Mind,  Sir, 
I  hope  to  fit  her  Heart. 

Guard,  Who  would  have  dreamt 
Of  a  young  Morfel  now  ?  Things  come  in  Minutes. 

Sir  Greg,   Truft  him  not,  Widow,   he's  a  younger 
Brother, 

He'll  fwear  and  lye  ;  believe  me  he's  worth  nothing. 
Guard,  He  brings  more  Content  to  a  Woman  with  that 
nothing. 

Than  he  that  brings  his  Thoufands  without  any  thing  ; 
We  have  Precedents  for  that  amongft  great  Ladies. 
Old  K,  Come,  Come,  no  Language  now  fhall  be  in 
fafhion, 

But 
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But  your  Love-phrafe,  the  Bell  to  Procreation.  {ExeunU 
Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  Witty-pate,  and  Prifcian. 

Witty, ^  Pox,  there's  nothing  puts  me  befides  my  Wits, 
but  this  fourth,  this  Lay  illiterate  Share,  there's  noCon- 
fcience  in't. 

Ruin.  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  fo,  where  I  have  pradlis'd, 
and  muft  be  ftill  where  I  am,  nor  has  it  been  undeferv'd 
at  the  Year's  End  ;  and  fliuffle  the  Almanack  together. 
Vacations  and  Term-times,  one  with  another,  tho'  I  fay't, 
•my  Wife  is  a  Woman  of  a  good  Spirit,  then  it  is  no 
Lay-fliare. 

Prif,  Faith  for  this  five  Year,  Ego  pojfum  prohare^  I 
have  had  a  hungry  penurious  Share  with  *em,  and  fhe  has 
had  as  much  as  1  always.  . 

JVitty.  Prefent,  or  not  prefent. 

Prif,  Refidens  aut  non  refidehs^  per  fidem. 

Witty.  And  what  Precedent's  this  for  me  ?  becaufe  your 
Hie  hac^  'Turpis  and  ^i  mihi  difcipulus  Brains  ( that 
never  got  any  thing  but  by  Accidence  and  Uncertainty) 
did  allow  it,  therefore  I  muft,  that  have  grounded  Con- 
clufions  of  Wit,  Hereditary  Rules  from  my  Father  to 
get  by  

Ruin.  Sir,  be  compendious,  either  take  or  refufe,  I 
will  'bate  no  Token  of  my  Wife's  Share,  make  even 
the  laft  Reckonings,  and  either  fo  unite,  or  here  divide 
Company. 

Prif.  A  good  Refolution,  profeElo^  let  every  Man  beg 
his  own  way,  and  happy  Man  be  his  dole. 

Witty.  Well,  here's  your  double  Share,  and  finglc 
Brains,  Pol^  cedipol^  here's  toward,  a  Cajior  ecaftor  for  you, 
I  will  endure  it  a  Fortnight  longer,  but  by  thefe  juft  five 
Ends 

Prif.  Take  heed,  five's  odd,  put  both  Hands  together 
or  feverally,  they  are  all  odd  unjuft  Ends. 

Witty.  Medius  fidius^  hold  your  Tongue,  I  depofe  you 
from  half  a  Share  prefently  elfc  ;  I  will  make  you  a  Par- 
'  ticiple,  and  decline  you  now,  you  underftand  me  ;  be  you 
a  quiet  Conjundtion  amongft  the  undeclined  i  you  and 
your  Latin  Ends  fhall  go  Ihift,  Solus  cum  folo^  together 
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elfe,  and  then  if  ever  they  get  Ends  of  Gold  and  Silver, 
enough  to  ferve  that  Gerundine  Maw  of  yours,  that  with- 
out Do  will  end  in  Di  and  Bum  inltantly-  • 

Enter  Old  Knight^  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Ruin.  Enough,  enough,  here  comes  Contipany,  we  lofe 
five  Shares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

Witty,  My  Father !  put  on  Prifcian^  he  has  Latin  Frag- 
ments too,  but  I  fear  him  not,  I'll  cafe  my  Face  with  a 
little  more  Hair,  and  relieve, 

OldK.  Tufh, 
Nephew,  (ril  call  you  fo)  for  if  there  be 
No  other  Obftacles  than  thofe  you  fpeak  of 
They  are  but  Powder- Charges  without  Pellets, 
You  may  fafely  front  'em,  and  warrant  your  own  Danger. 

Sir  Greg.  No  other  that  I  can  perceive  i'faith.  Sir, 
for  I  put  her  to't,  and  felt  her  as  far  as  I  could,  and 
the  ftrongeft  Repulfe  was,  fhe  faid,  fhe  would  have  a 
little  Soldier  in  me,  that,  if  need  were,  fhould  defend  her 
Reputation. 

Old  K.  And  furely.  Sir,  that  is  a  Principle 
Amongft  your  principal  Ladies,  they  require 
Valour  either  in  a  Friend  or  a  Husband. 

Sir  Greg.  And  1  allow  their  Requefts  i'faith,  as  well' 
as  any  Woman's  Heart  can  defire,  if  I  knew  where  to 
get  Valour,  I  would  as  willingly  entertain  jt  as  any  Man 
that  blows. 

Old  K.  Breaths,  breaths.  Sir,  that's  the  fweeter  Phrafe. 

Sir  Greg.  Blows  for  a  Soldier,  i'faith  Sir,  and  I'm  in 
Pradice  that  way. 

Old  K.  For  a  Soldier,  I  grant  it. 

Sir  Greg.  'Slid,  TJl  fwallow  fome  Bullets,  and  good 
round  ones  too,  but  I'll  have  a  little  Soldier  in  me. 

Ruih.  Will  you  on  and  beg,  or  fteal  and  be  hang'd  ? 

(8)  Sir  Greg,  And  fome  Scholar  fhe  would  have  mc 
befidea. 

(8)  Sir  Greg.  Jnd  fome  Scholar  /he  njoould  have  me  beJtJes, 

fup,  that  /hall  he  no  Bar^  &c.]  The  Impropriety  of  mak- 
ing Sir  Gregory  both  tell  the  Tale  and  give  the  Aniwer,  inclined  mc 
to  prehx  Old  Knizht  before  Tu/h,  that  /hall  &c. 

^  OldK. 
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Old  K.  Tufh,  that  fiiall  be  no  Bar,  it  is  a  Quality 
In  a  Gentleman,  but  of  the  leaft  Queftion. 

J^rif.  Salvete^  Do?nm  henignijfimi^  munificentijjimi. 

Old  K.  Salvete  diets  ad  nos  ?  juheo  te  falvere. 
Nay,  Sir,  we  have  Latin ^  and  other  Metal  in  us  too.  Sir, 
you  ihall  fee  me  talk  with  this  Fellow  now. 

Sir  Greg.  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  talk  with  him 
too,  if  i  could  underftand  him. 

(9)  Prif.  Cbarijfimi^  BGEiiJJlmiq^ue^  Domini^  ex  dhundantia 
Cloaritatis  vejlra  ejlote  propitii  in  me  juvenem 
Miferumy  pauper  em  ^      omni  conjolatione  emlem. 

Old  K,  A  pretty  Scholar  by  my  Faith,  Sir,  but  I'll  to 
him  again. 

Sir  Greg.  Does  he  beg  or  fteal  in  this  Language,  can 
you  tell  Sir  ?  He  may  take  away  my  good  Name  from 
me,  and  I  ne'er  the  wifer. 

Old  AT.  He  begs,  he  begs,  Sir. 

Prif.  Ecee^  ecce^  in  oculis  lachrymarum  flumen^  in  ore 
(10)  fames  fitifque  ignis  in  vultu^  pudor  impudentia^ 
In  omni  parte  neceffitas  £5?  indigentia. 

Old  K.  Audi  tu  bonus  focius,  tu  es  SchoJafticus^fic  intelligo^ 
Egofaciam  argumentum,  Mark  now,  Sir,  now  I  fetch 
Him  up. 

(9)  Prif.  ChariJJtmtt  Do^ijimiquey  Domini,  ex  ahundantia 

Char  it  at  is  njejira  ejlote  propitii  in  me  jejunum 
Miferum,'—^']    ClariJJimi  I  prefer  to  ChariJJimi.  Jejunum 
too  I  can  by  no  means  approve,  tho'  Senfe,  becaufe  it  is  only  an  ar- 
bitrary Reading  of  the  Editor  of  the  Copy  of  1679.    That  of  1647, 

reprefents  the  Paffage  thus;  ejiote propitii  in  ot^  juvenem,  which, 

tho'  not  Senfe,  becaufe  not  Latin,  will  yet  be  the  Hand-maid  to  lead 
us  to  what  might  very  poffibly  have  been  the  original  Reading  ;  and 
that  with  no  more  trouble  than  turning  of  an  »  into  an  «,  —  propitii 
in  me  juvenem. 

(10)  Fames  fitifque  ignis  in  vultu,  pudor  imfudentia,']  Mr.  Seivard^ 
after  obferving  that  this  PaiTage  is  corruptly  pointed,  fuppofes  too  that 
there  is  a  Word  drop'd  which  would  heighten  the  Humour  of  it : 
Sitis  ignis,  the  Fire  of  Ihirfi,  he  fays,  is  to  be  defended  but  by  the 

Word  impudentia  ;  he  believes  the  Original  run,   in  ore  fames 

fitifque,  ignis  in  nafo,  in  vultu,  &c. 

This  PalTage  is  certainly  corrupted,  and  I  would  propofe  reftoring 
it  in  this  manner  : 

— ore  fames  fiifque  ingens,  in  vultu  pudor  &c. 

Sir  Greg. 
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Sir  Greg.  I've  been  fetcht  up  a  hundred  times  for  this. 
Yet  I  could  never  learn  half  fo  much. 

OUK.  Audiy  y  refponde^  hoc  eft  Argumentum.  Nomen  eft: 
Nomen— ergo^  quod  eft  tihi  Nomen  ?  Refponde  nunc^ 
Refponde  Argumentum  meum.  Have  I  not  put  him  to't.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Yes,  Sir,  I  think  fo. 

ff"iUy.  Step  in,  the  Rafcal  is  put  out  of  his  penn'd  Speech, 
And  he  can  get  no  farther. 

Old  K,    Cur  non  refpondes  ? 

Prift  Oh  Domine^  tanta  mea  eft  miferia—^ 

Witty,  So,  he's  almoft  in  again. 

Frif,  Ut  no£le  mecum  perno5fet  egeftas^  luce  quotidie 
Paupertas  habitet. 

Old  K,  Sed  quod  eft  tihi  Nomen :  &  quis  dedit  ?  Refponde 
Argumentum. 

Prif.  Hem,  hem. 

Witty.  He's  dry,  he  hems,  on  quickly. 

Ruin.  Courteous  Gentlemen,  if  the  Brow  of  a  Military 
Face  may  not  be  offenfive  to  your  generous  Eye-BalJs,  let 
his  Wounds  fpeak  better  than  his  Words,  for  fome  Branch 
or  fmall  Sprig  of  Charity  to  be  planted  upon  this  poor 
barren  Soil  of  a  Soldier. 

Old  K.  How  now,  what.  Arms  and  Arts  both  go  a 
begging  ? 

Ruin.  Such  is  the  Poft-progrefs  of  cold  Charity  now 
a-days,  who  (for  Heat  to  her  frigid  Limbs)  paffes  in  fo 
fwift  a  Motion  that  two  at  the  leaft  had  need  be  to 
ftay  her. 

Sir  Greg.  Sir,  let's  reward  'em  I  pray  you,  and  be  gone. 
If  any  Quarrel  fhould  arife  amongft  us,  I  am  able  to  an- 
fwer  neither  of  them ;  his  Iron  and  Steel  Tongue  is  as  hard 
as  the  t'other's  Latin  one. 

Old  K.  Stay,  ftay.  Sir,  I  will  talk  a  little  with  him  firft, 
Let  me  alone  with  both,  I  will  try  whether  they 
Live  by  their  Wits  or  no ;  for  fuch  a  Man  I  love. 
And  what  ?  You  both  beg  together  then  ? 

Prif,  Conjun5fis  manibus^  profe5io^  Domine. 

Ruin.  With  equal  Fortunes,  equal  Diftribution, 
There's  not  the  Breadth  of  a  Sword's  Point  uneven 
In  our  Divifion. 

Sir  Greg; 
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Sir  Greg.  What  two  Qualities  are  here  caft  away  upon 
two  poor  Fellows  ?  If  a  Man  had  'em  that  could  maintain 
'em,  what  a  double  Man  were  that  ?  If  thefe  two  Fellows 
might  be  bought  and  fodden,  and  boiPd  to  a  Jelly,  and 
eaten  fafting  every  Morning,  I  do  not  think  but  a  Man 
Ihould  find  ftrange  things  in  his  Stomach. 

Old  K.  Come,  Sir,  join  your  Charity  with  mine,  and 
weMl  make  up  a  couple  of  Pence  betwixt  us.» 

Sir  Greg,  If  a  Man  could  have  a  pennyworth  for  his 
Penny,  I  would  beftow  more  Mony  with  'em. 

Witty.  Save  you.  Gentlemen,  how  now?  What,  are 
you  encounter'd  here  ?  What  Fellows  are  thefe? 

Old  K,  Faith,  Sir,  here's  Mars  and  Mercury^  a  pair  of 
poor  Planets  it  feems,  that  Jupiter  has  turn'd  out  to  live 
by  their  Wits,  and  we  arc  e'en  about  a  little  Spark  of 
Charity  to  kindle  'em  a  new  Fire. 

Witty.  Stay,  pray  you  ftay.  Sir,  you  may  abufe  your 
Charity,  nay,  make  that  Goodnefs  in  you  no  better  than 
a  Vice  ;  fo  many  Deceivers  walk  in  thefe  Shadows  now- 
a-days,  that  certainly  your  Bounties  were  better  fpilt,  than 
referv'd  to  fo  lewd  and  vicious  Ufes  j  which  is  he  that 
profcfTes  the  Soldier  ? 

Ruin.  He  that  profefles  his  own  Profeflion,  Sir,  and 
the  dangerous  Life  he  hath  led  in  it,  this  Pair  of  half- 
fcore  Years. 

WiHy.  In  what  Services  have  you  been,  Sir  ? 
Ruin.   The  firft  that  fleflit  me  a  Soldier,  Sir,  was 
that  great  Battel  at  Alcazar  in  Barhary^  where  the  no- 
ble Englijh  Stukely  fell,  and  where  that  Royal  Portugal 
Sehafiian  ended  his  untimely  Days. 

Witty.  Are  you  fure  Sehaftian  dy'd  there  ? 
Ruin.  Faith,  Sir,  there  was  fome  other  Rumour 
(11}  hop'd  amongft  us,  that  he,  wounded,  efcap'd,  and 
touch'd  on  his  Native  Shore  again,  where  finding  his 
Country  at  home  more  diftrefs'd  by  the  Invafion  of  the 
Spaniard^  than  his  Lofs  abroad,  forfook  itj  ftill  fupporting 

(w)   hop*d  amongjl  us, —  ]    Mr.  Tiheohald  and  Mr.  Seivrad 

prefer  hopt  before  hop'ei :  As  I  think  the  prefent  Reading  Scnfc,  I  have 
chofe  to  let  it  remain  undiilurbed. 
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a  miferable  and  unfortunate  Life,  which  (where  hfe  ended) 
is  yet  uncertain. 

Witty,  By  my  Faith,  Sir,  he  fpeaks  the  neareft  Fame 
of  Truth  in  this. 

Ruin.  Since,  Sir,  I  fcrv'd  in  France^  and  the  Loiiid  Coun- 
tries^ laftly,  at  that  memorable  Skirmiidi  at  Newport^ 
where  the  forward  and  bold  Scot  there  fpent  his  Life  fo 
freely,  that  from  every  fingle  Heart  that  there  fell,  came 
home,  from  his  Refolution,  a  double  Honour  to  his 
Country. 

Witty.  This  fhould  be  no  Counterfeit,  Sir, 

Old  K.  I  do  not  think  he  is,  Sir. 

Witty.  But,  Sir,  methinks  you  do  not  fhew  the  Marks 
of  a  Soldier,  could  you  fo  freely  fcape,  that  you  bfoiight 
home  no  Scars  to  be  your  Chronicle  ? 

Ruin,  Sir,  I  have  Wounds,  and  many  ;  but  in  thbfe 
Parts  where  Nature  and  Humanity  bids  me  fhame  to 
publifh. 

Witty,  A  good  Soldier  cannot  want  thofe  Badges. 

Sir  Greg,  Now  am  not  I  of  your  Mind  in  that^  for  I 
hold  him  the  bed  Soldier  that  fcapes  beft  •,  (12)  always 
at  a  Mock-fencing  I  give  him  the  beft  that  has  the  fewcft 
Knocks. 

Witty.  Nay,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  your  Scholar,  too  ; 
to  ask  you  why  you  fhould  be  poor,  yet  richly  learn'd, 
were  no  Queftion,  at  leaft,  you  can  eaflly  anfwer  it ;  but 
whether  you  have  Learning  enough  to  deferve  to  be  poor 
or  no  ffince  Poverty  is  commonly  the  meed  of  Learning) 
is  yet  to  be  try'd  :  You  have  the  Languages,  \  mean  the 
chief,  as  the  Hebrew,  Syriack,  Greeky  Latin,  6cc. 

Prif  y^iiquantulunty  non  totaliter,  Domine. 

Old  K.  The  Latin  I  have  fufficiently  try'd  hiril  in,  and 
I  promife  you^  Sir,  he  is  very  well  grounded. 

Witty.  I  will  prove  him  in  fome  of  the  reft. 
^oia  miois  fatberois  ifte  Cock-fcomboy  ? 

Prif.  Kay  yonkeron  nigitton  oy  fouler oi  Afinifoy^ 

Witty,  Cheateron  ton  biion  ? 

(12)   alnvays  at  a  Cock-fencing — ]  For  the  Alt^aliOH  of  th* 

Text  here.  Vide  Notes  oil  The  Captain. 

Vol.  IX.  R  Prif 
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Prif.  Tous  pollous  ftrihrouSy  Angela  to  peefo. 

Witty,  Certainly,  Sir,  a  very  excellent  SchoUr  in  the 

Creek, 

Old  K.  I  do  note  a  wondrous  Readinefs  in  him. 

Sir  Greg,  I  do  wonder  how  the  Trojans  could  hold  out 
ten  Years  Siege,  as  'tis  reported,  againft  the  Greeks  j  if 
Achilles  fpoke  but  this  Tongue,  I  do  not  think  but  he 
might  have  fhaken  down  the  Walls  in  a  fevennight,  and 
ne'er  troubled  the  wooden  Horfe. 

IFitty,  I  will  try  him  fo  far  as  I  can  in  the  Syriack, 
Kir  com  bragmen,  Jhag  a  dou  ma  dell  mathou, 

Prif.  Hajhagath  rabgabajh  Jhohos  onoriadka. 

Witty.  Colpack  Rubafca^  gnawerthem  Jhig  Jhag. 

Prif,  Napfhamotheni  Rihfhe  hongomofh  lafhemech  nagothi. 

Witty.  Gentlemen  I  have  done,  any  Man,  that  can,  go 
farther,  I  confefs  myfelf  at  a  ISlonflus. 

Sir  Greg,  Faith  not  I,  Sir,  I  was  at  my  fartheft  in  my 
natural  Language,  I  was  never  double-tongu'd,  I  th^nk 
my  hard  Fortune. 

Witty.  Well,  Gentlemen,  'tis  pity,  ( walk  farther  off  a 
little  my  Friends)  I  fay,  'tis  pity  fuch  Fellows  fo  endow'd, 
fo  qualify'd  with  the  Gifts  of  Nature  and  Arts,  yet  fhould 
have  fuch  a  Scarcity  of  Fortune's  Benefits,  we  muft 
blame  our  Iron-hearted  Age  for  it. 

Old  K.  'Tis  pity  indeed,  and  our  Pity  fliall  fpeak  % 
little  for  'em    come.  Sir,  here's  my  Groat. 

Witty,  A  Groat,  Sir  ?  oh  fie,  give  nothing  rather,  'twere 
better  you  rail'd  on  'em  for  begging,  and  fo  quit  yourfelf ; 
I  am  a  poor  Gentleman,  that  have  but  little  but  my  Wits 
to  live  on. 

Old  K.  Troth,  and  1  love  you  the  better.  Sir. 

Witty,  Yet  I'll  begin  a  better  Example  than  fo  ;  here 
Fellows,  there's  between  you,  take  Purfe  and  all,  and  I 
would  it  were  here  heavier  for  your  fakes  *,  there's  a  Pair 
of  Angels  to  guide  you  to  your  Lodgings,  a  poor  Gen- 
tleman's good  Will.  ' 

Prif  Gratias^  tnaximas  gratias,  henignijjime  Domine, 

Old  K.  This  is  an  ill  Example  for  us,  Sir  ;  I  would  this 
bountiful  Gentleman  had  not  come  this  way  to  Day. 

Sir  Greg.  Pox,  we  muft  not  fliame  ourfelvcs  now. 

Sir  ; 
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Sir*,  rJI  give  as  much  as  that  Gentleman,  though  I  never 
be  Soldier  or  Scholar  while  I  live  here  Friends,  there's 
a  Piece,  that  if  he  were  divided  would  make  a  Pair  of 
Angels  for  me  too,  in  the  Love  I  bear  to  the  Sword  and 
the  Tongues. 

Old  K.  My  Largefs  (hail  be  equal  too,  and  much  good 
do  you  5  this  Bouncy  is  a  little  Abatement  of  my  Wit 
though,  1  feel  that. 

Ruin.  May  Soldiers  ever  defend  fuch  Charities. 

Prif,  And  Scholars  pray  for  their  Increafe. 

Old  K,  Fare  you  well  j  Sir,  thefe  Fellows  may  pray 
for  you,  you  have  made  the  Scholars  Commons  exceed 
to  day,  and  a  Word  with  you.  Sir,  you  faid  you  liv'd 
by  your  Wits^  if  you  ufc  this  Bounty,  you'll  beggar  your 
Wits,  believe  it. 

ff^itfy  Oh,  Sir,  I  hope  to  cncreafe  'em  by  it,  this  See<l 
never  wants  his  Harveft  ;  fare  you  well.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Sir  Greg.  I  think  a  Man  were  as  good  meet  with  a  rea- 
fonable  Thief,  as  an  unreafonable  Beggar  fomctimes  ;  I 
could  find  in  my  Heart  to  beg  half  mine  back  agai^n : 
Can  you  change  my  Piece,  my  Friends  ? 

Prif.  Tetnpora  mutantur^      nos  mutamur  in  ilhs. 

Sir  Greg,  My  Gold  is  turn'd  into  Laiin, 

Re-enter  Witty- pate. 

Witty,  Look  you,  good  Fellows, 
Here's  one  round  Shilling  more  that  lay  conceal'd. 

Old  K,  Sir,  away,  we  fhall  be  drawn  farther  into  Da- 
mage clfe. 

Sir  Greg,  A  Pox  of  the  Fool,  he  live  by  his  Wits  ?  If 
his  Wits  leave  him  any  Mony,  but  what  he  begs  or  fteals 
very  (hortly,  Pll  be  hang'd  for  him. 

[^Exeunt  the  two  Knights. 

Ruin,  This  Breakfaft  Parcel  was  well  lctch*d  otxi'^ 
faith. 

JVitty.  TuQi,  a  by-blow  for  Mirth,  we  mufl:  have  bet- 
ter Purchafe,  we  want  a  fourth  for  another  Projedl  that  I 
have  ripened. 

Ruin.  My  Wife  fhe  (hares,  and  candeferve  it, 

R  2  mtty. 
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Witty.  She  can  change  her  Shape,  and  be  Mafculine  ? 

Ruin,  'Tis  one  of  the  free'ft  Conditions   fhc 

fears  not  the  crack  of  a  Piftol,  fhe  dares  fay,  Stand,  to 
a  Grazier. 

Prif,  Prolaium  fuit^  profeElo  Doming. 

PFitty,  Good,  then  you  Sir  Bacchus  Apollo^  fhall  be 
difpatch'd  with  her  Share,  and  fome  Contents  to  meet  us 
to  Morrow,  at  a  certain  Place  and  Time  appointed,  in 
the  Mafculine  Gender  ;  my  Father  has  a  Nephew,  and  I 
an  own  Coufin  coming  up  from  the  Univerfity,  whom  he 
loves  moft  indulgently,  eafy  Mafter  Credulous  Oldcraft, 
(r^)  for  you  know  what  your  meer  Academick  is,  your 
Carrier  never  miffes  his  Hour ;  he  muft  not  be  robb'd, 
becaufe  he  has  but  little  to  lofe  but  he  muft  join  with  us 
in  a  Device  that  I  have,  that  fhall  rob  my  Father  of  a 
hundred  Pieces,  and  thank  me  to  be  rid  on't :  for  there's 
the  Ambition  of  my  Wit,  to  live  upon  his  profeft  Wit, 
that  has  turned  me  out  to  live  by  my  Wits. 

Pre/,  Cum  birundinis  alis  tibi  regratulor. 

Witty.  A  Male  Habit,  a  Bag  of  an  hundred  Weight 
though  it  be  Counters,  for  my  Alchimy  fhall  turn  'em  into 
Gold  of  my  Father's  ;  the  Hour,  the  Place,  the  Adlion 
fhall  be  at  large  fet  down  ;  and  Father,  you  fhall  know, 
that  I  put  my  Portion  to  ufe,  that  you  have  given  me  to 
Jive  by ; 

And  to  confirm  yourfelf  in  me  renate, 

I  hope  you'll  find  my  Wit's  legitimate.  {Eaeunt, 


('3)  ^-"^i for  you  inonv  uohat  your  meer  Academick  is)  your  Carrier 
ne'ver  mijfes  his  Hour  ;  — ]  Without  taking  away  the  Parenthefis,  I 
know  not  how  to  make  Senfe  of  the  fecond  Sentence :  I  read  it  thus ; 
for  you  know  uuhat  your  meer  Academick  is,  your  Carrier  never 
mijfes  bis  Hour  ;  i.  e.  Tour  meer  Academick  is  a  Carrier  in  the  Regu- 
larity of  his  Motions,  Mr.  Seaward. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Lady  Gentry  and  Servant, 

ly^fmlVTAY  Lady. 

Lady.  Put  me  not  in  mind  on*t,  prithee,^ 

You  cannot  do  a  greater  wrong  to  Women  ; 

For  in  our  Wants,  'tis  the  moft  chief  Afflidlion 

To  have  that  Name  remembred  ;  'tis  a  Title 

That  Mifery  mocks  us  by,  and  the  World's  Malice : 

Scorn  and  Contempt  has  not  wherewith  to  work 

On  humble  Callings ;  they  areVafe,  and  lie 

Level  with  Pity  ftill,  and  pale  Diftrefs 

Is  no  great  Stranger  to  'em ;  but  when  Fortune 

Looks  with  a  ftormy  Face  on  our  Conditions, 

We  find  Affliftion  Work,  and  Envy  Paftime, 

(14)  And  our  word  Enemy  then,  that  moftabufes  us. 

Is  that  we  arc  call'd  by.  Lady.    Oh  my  Spirit, 

Will  nothing  make  thee  humble?  I'm  well  methinks. 

And  can  live  quiet  with  my  Fate  fometimes. 

Until  I  look  into  the  World  again  ; 

Then  I  begin  to  rave  at  my  Stars  bittcrnefs. 

To  fee  how  many  Muckhills  plac'd  above  me  ; 

Peafants  and  (i  5)  Droyls,  Caroches  full  of  Dunghills, 

Whofe  very  Birth  (links  in  a  generous  Noftril,  [Streets, 

Gliftring  by  Night  like  Glow-worms  through  the  High 

Hurried  by  Torch- light  in  the  Footmens  Hands, 

That  fhew  like  running  Fire-drakes  through  the  City, 

And  I  put  to  my  Shifts  and  Wits  to  live, 

(Nay  fometimes  Danger  too  \ )  on  Foot,  on  Horfcback, 

And  cam  my  Supper  manfully  e'er  I  get  it  j 

Many  a  Meal  I've  purchas'd  at  that  rate, 

(14)  And  our  luorft  Enemy  than  Mr.  ^^ov/rr^  rejeflts  the 
Particle and  the  Comma  afcer  thatt  as  prejudicial  iaoth  to  Senfeand 
Meafure :  1  once  thought  fo  too,  but  am  now  convinc'd,  that  the 
Change  of  a  Letter,  with  the  difplacing  of  a  Comma,  is  all  that  is 
neceffary  to  be  done  here  j  for  thus  reads  the  Folio  of  1647. 

And  our  nv'orjl  Enemy  then,  that  &C. 

(15)  Droyls f  i.  e.  Drud^es^Scc, 

R  3  Enter 
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Enter  Prifcian. 

Fed  with  a  Wound  upon  me,  ftampt  at  midnight 
Ha,  what  are  you  ?  Prif  Now  you  may  tell  yourfelf. 
Lady.  [P/^//j  off's  Beard,']  Lady.  Oh  Mr.  Pn/fM«, what's 

the  Projed  ? 
For  you  ne'er  come  without  one. 

Prif.  Firft,  your  Husband, 
Sir  Ruinous  Gentry^  greets  you  with  beft  Wifhcs, 
And  here  has  fent  you  your  full  Share  by  me 
In  five  Cheats  and  two  Robberies. 

Lady.  And  what  comes  it  to  ? 

Prif.  Near  upon  thirteen  Pound. 

Lady,  A  goodly  Share  ! 
'Twill  put  a  Lady  fcarce  (i6)  in  Philip  and  Chcyney, 
With  three  fmall  Bugle  Laces,  like  a  Chamber-maid ; 
Here's  precious  lifting. 

Prif,  *Las  you  muft  confider.  Lady, 
*Tis  but  young  Term,  Attornies  ha*  fmall  doings  yet. 
Then  Highway  Lawyers,  they  muft  needs  ha*  little  > 
We've  had  no  great  good  luck  to  fpeak  troth,  Beauty, 
Since  your  ftout  Ladyfhip  parted  from's  at  Higbgate^ 
But  there's  a  fair  hope  now  for  a  prefent  Hundred, 
Here's  Man's  Apparel,  your  Horfe  ftandsat  Door. 

Lady.  And  what's  the  virtuous  Plot  now  ? 

Prif  Marry,  Lady, 
You,  like  a  brave  young  Gallant,  (17)  muft  be  robb'd. 

[Gives  hn  a  Letter^ 

(,6)    in  Philip  and  Cheyney,^    What  fort  of  Stuff  Philip  is, 

I  don't  remember  ever  to  have  heard  or  read  of :  I  imagine  the  origi- 
nal Reading  run  thus, 

— ■  Philippine  Cheyney, 
which  is  a  fort  of  Stuff  at  prefent  in  common  ufe,  but  goes  now  by 
the  Appellation  of  Narrate  en. 

(17)  muft  be  rohh'd.^  But  can  any  one  tell  ivbere,  or  nvhen? 

If  the  Reader  will  turn  to  the  laft  Speech  of  ^T/V/y,  in  the  A61  above, 
he  will  find,  that  as  the  Lady  was  to  have  a  Male  Habit,  and  a  Bag  of 
Counters,  fo  fhe  was  likewife  to  have  a  Note  fent  her,  in  which  every 
Particular  belonging  to  this  Robbery  was  exadlly  to  be  fet  down.  As 
prifcian  brings  her  the  two  firft,  he  may  very  weH  be  fuppofed  to 
bring  the  laft  too  ;  and  *tis  but  making  him,  by  a  Stage  Diredlion,  de- 
liver her  here  a  Letter,  and  every  thing  then  will  be  right  and  con- 

Lady, 
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Lady,  I  robb'd  ? 

Prif,  N^y  then  

Lady,  WcJl,  weJi,  go  on,  let's  hear.  Sir. 

Prif.  Here's  a  feai'd  Bag  of  a  Hundred,  which  indeed 
Are  Counters  all,  only  fome  fixteen  Groats 
Of  white  Mony  i'th'  Mouth  on't. 

Lady.  So,  what  Saddle  have  1  ? 

Prif,  Monfieur  Larron's  the  Frenchman's. 

Lady.  That  again  ? 
You  know  fo  well  it  is  not  for  my  ftride 
How  oft  have  1  complain'd  on't  ? 

Phf.  You  may  have  Jockfs  then,  the  little  Scotch  one. 
You  muft  difpatch.  \Ex\t  Prifcian. 

Lady.  V\\  foon  be  ready,  Sir, 
Before  you  ha*  fhifted  Saddles.    Many  Women 
Have  their  Wealth  flow  to  'em,  I  was  made,  I  fee^ 
To  help  my  Fortune,  not  my  Fortune  me. 

EnUr  Cunningham. 
Cun.  My  ways  are  Goblin-led,  and  the  Night-Elf 
Still  draws  me  from  my  Home,  and  yet  I  follow  \ 
Sure  'tis  not  altogether  fabulous. 
Such  Haggs  do  get  Dominion  of  our  Tongues 
And  fo  foon  as  we  fpeak,  the  Enchantment  binds  ; 
I  have  diflembled  fuch  a  Trouble  on  me. 
As  my  beft  Wits  can  hardly  clear  again  ; 
Piping  through  this  old  Reed,  the  Guardianefs, 
With  Purpofe  that  my  Harmony  fhall  reach 
And  pleafe  the  Lady's  Ear,  Ihe  ftops  below. 
And  echoes  back  my  Love  unto  my  Lips, 
Perfwaded  by  moft  violent  Arguments 
Of  Self-love  in  herfelf,  I  am  fo  Self-fool, 
To  doat  upon  her  hundred  wrinkled  Face  ; 
(i8)  I  could  e'en  beggar  her  t'  accept  the  Gifts 
She'd  throw  upon  me  ;  it  were  Charity, 
But  I  for  Pity's  fake  will  be  a  Niggard 
And  undo  her,  refufing  to  take  from  her  5 

Pm 

(18)  I  could  beggar  her  to  accept  the  Gifts 

She  nuould  thronu  upon  me  ;  "'twere  Charity, 
But  for  Pity  s  fake  I  njoill  be  a  Niggard 
And  undo  her,  refufing  to  tale  from  her  \  ]   The  Scnfe  here 
K  4  ieeiaft 
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I'm  again  haunted,  if  it  take  not  now 
J'll  break  the  Spell. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 

.  f  1 9)  Guard,  Welcome,  fweet  Cunningham  ; 
What?  abfent  a  whole  Day?  Birds  that  build  Nefts 
Have  care  to  keep  'em  warm. 

Cun,  That's  indeed  granted. 
But  not  continually  to  lit  upon  'cm, 
'Lefs  in  the  youngling  Seafon  ;  elfe  they  defirq 
To  fly  abroad,  and  recreate  their  Labours, 
Then  they  return  with  frefher  Appetite 
To  work  again. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you've  built  a  Neft 
That  will  (land  all  Storms,  you  need  not  miftrufi: 
A  Weather-wrack  j  and  one  day  it  may  be 

feems  obfcurc,  tho'  it  is  certainly  explicable.    //  nvere  Charity  and 

Generofity  to  beggar  her,  the  Refu/ai  of  her  Gifts  uuill  fo  mortify  her  ; 
hut  I  luill  he  charitable  another  nuay^  Fli  be  a  Niggard  and  undo  her 

by  my  Refufal  But  furely  this  is  very  itifF,  and  as  the  Mealure  is 

greatly  injured  by  either  OmifTions  or  Tranfpolitions,  therefore  'tis 
highly  probable  the  Senfe  has  fhared  its  Fate ;  and  I  propofe  the  fol- 
lowing Cure  to  bo:h. 

1  could  e'en  beggar  her  t*  accept  the  Gifts 

She'^d  thronv  upon  me  j  ixiere  it  Charity ^ 

But  I  for  Pitys  fake  nviil  be  a  Niggard 

And  undo  her^  refufing  to  take  from  her  ;  Mr.  Seward, 

(19)  Guard.  Cunningham,  ^welcome  ; 

What  P  a  whole  Day  abfent  ?  Birds  that  build  Nefis 
Have  care  to  keep  ''em. 
Cun.  T^hat's  granted^  As  thefe  Plays  were  moftly,  if  not  all, 
printed  from  the  Players  Copies,  it  is  no  Wonder  the  Meafure  fhould 
be  fo  frequently  confu fed  ;  the  Tranfpofitions,  Additions,  and  Omif- 
fions  of  Words  that  did  not  feem  very  material  to  the  Senfe,  are  all 
very  naturally  made  by  Perfons  who  had  no  regard  to,  and  perhaps 
no  Ear  for,  Verfe.    I  always  endeavour,  in  my  Part  of  the  Work,  to 
reftore  the  Meafure,  tho'  I  am  obliged  to  take  as  great  Lihterties  as  \ 
would  wiih  might  be  done  in  this  Place ; 
Guard.  Welcomey  fvjeet  Cunningham  ; 

What,  abfent  a  nvhoU  Day  !  Birds  that  build  Nefis 
Have  care  to  keep warm. 
Cun.  that's  mdiC&di  granted. 
I  think  the  Senfe  and  Humour  improved  by  the  Addition  in  the 
fhird  LinCj,  and  that  it  was  very  probably  the  original  Reading. 

Mr.  SenuarJ, 

The 
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The  Youngling  Scafon  too,  and  then  I  hope 
You'll  nc*er  fly  out  of  fight. 

Cm,  There  will  be  pains 
I  lee  to  Ihake  this  Bur  off ;  (20)  and  now  fweetefl". 
Prithee  how  fares  thy  Charge  ?  has  my  good  Friend, 
Sir  Gregory^  the  Countenance  of  a  Lover  ? 

Guard,  No  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  Mind,  methink* 
(Setting  his  Worfhip  afide)  he  looks  like  a  Fool. 

Cun,  Nay,  i'faith,  ne'er  divide  his  Worfhip  from  him 
For  that  fmail  matter  ;  Fool  and  Worfhip  are  no 
Such  Strangers  now-a-days  ;  but  my  Meaning  is. 
Has  he  thy  Lady's  Contenance  of  Love  ? 
Or  does  (he  look  like  a  welcome  on  him  ?  plainly. 
Have  they  two  as  good  hope  of  one  another, 
As,  Cupid  blefs  us,  we  have  ? 

Guard,  Troth  I  know  not, 
1  can  perceive  no  forwardnefs  in  my  Charge, 
Put  1  proteft 

I  wifh  the  Knight  better  fbr  your  fake.  Bird. 

C««.Why  thanks  fweet  Bird,  and  with  my  Heart  I  wilh. 
That  he  had  as  ftrong  and  hktly  hope  of  her. 
As  thou  haft  of  me. 

Guard,  Well,  he  is  like  to  fpeed  never  the  worfe 
For  that  good  wifh,  and  I  will  tell  you.  Bird, 
(For  Secrets  are  not  to  be  kept  betwixt  us  two) 
My  Charge  thinks  well  of  you. 

Cun,  Of  me  ?  for  what  ? 

Guard  For  my  fake,  I  mean  fo ;  I  have  heard  her 
A  hundred  times  fay,  fince  her  Uncle  gave  her 
The  firft  bob  about  you,  that  flie'd  do  fomewhat 
For  my  fake,  if  things  went  but  well  together  ; 
We've  fpoke  of  Doors  and  Bolts,  and  things,  and  things-— 

(20)   and fweelefl. 

Prithee  hoiu  fares  thy  Charge         ]  How  much  more  natural 
Is  the  Scnfe  as  well  as  Meafure,  when  the  proper  Particle,  now  omit- 
is  rellored. 

■  and  now,  JhveeteJI, 
frithee  how  fares  thy  Charge?—^ 

}At.  Reward, 

Go 
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(2.1 )  Go  too,  J*J1  not  tell  all,  but  you'll  find  fome 
Advancement,  for  my  fake,  I  do  believe. 

Cun,  Faith  be  not  fparing,  tell  me. 

Guard,  By  my  Lady 
You  fliall  pardon  me  for  that,  it  were  a  Shamcf 
If  Men  fhould  hear  all  that  Women  fj)eak  behind 
Their  Backs  fometimes. 

C««.  Yet  you  muft  give  me  leave 
At  icaft  to  give  her  thanks. 

Guard,  No,  nor  that  neither. 
She  muft  not  take  a  notice  of  my  blabbing  ; 
It  is  lufficient  you  fhall  give  me  thanks,  for 
*Tis  for  my  fake  if  flie  be  bountiful ; 
She  loves  me,  and  loves  you  too  for  my  fake. 

Cun,  How  fliall  I,  knowing  this,  but  be  ingrate. 
Not  to  repay  her  with  my  deareft  Duty. 

Guard*  1,  but  you  muft  not  know  it;  if  you  tell 
All  that  I  open  to  you,  you'll  fliame  us  both  ; 
Afar  off  you  may  kifs  your  Hand,  blufli  or  fo, 
5ut  I'll  allow  no  nearer  Conference. 

Cun,  Whoop !  you'll  be  jealous  I  perceive  now.  Guards 
Jealous  ? 

Why  there  is  no  true  Love  without  it.  Bird : 
I  muft  be  jealous  of  thee  ;  but  for  her, 
(Were  it  within  my  Duty  to  my  Mafter) 
I  durft  truft  her  ev'n  with  the  ftrongeft  Tempter, 
And  I  dare  fwear  her  now  as  pure  a  Virgin 
As  e'er  was  welcomed  to  a  Marriage- Bed  ; 
If  Thoughts  may  be  untainted,  hers  are  fo. 

Cun.  And  where's  the  Caufe  of  your  Fear  then  ? 

Guard,  Well,  well ; 

(21)  Go  too,  ril  tell  you  all,—]  But  how  can  this  agree  with 
what  follows  ? 

Cun.  Fai/i^  be  not  fparing,  fell  me. 
Guard.  By  my  Lady 

Tou  Jhall  pardon  me  for  that,     ■  '  ■ 
And  a  little  lower, 

— —  to  kindle  better  Fire, 
Iben  V\\  tell  you  more. 
Induced  by  thefe  Paffages,  I  have  altered  the  Text  to 
Go  too,  ril  not  teH  all. 

When 
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When  things  are  pad  once,  and  the  Wedding  Torches 
Lighted  at  Matches,  to  kindle  better  Fire, 
Then  Til  tell  you  more. 

C««.  Come,  come,  I  fee  farther. 
That  if  we  once  were  married,  you'd  be  jealous. 

Guard  I  proteft  I  fhould  a  little,  but  not  of  her  ; 
It  is  the  married  Woman  (if  you  mark  it) 
And  not  the  Maid  that  longs;  the  Appetite 
Follows  the  firft  Tafte;  when  (22)  we've  reliflied 
We  wifh  cloying ;  the  Tafte  once  pleas'd  before. 
Then  our  Defire  is  whetted  on  to  mere, 
But  i  reveal  too  much  to  you,  i'faith  Bird. 

Cun,  Not  a  whit,  faith,  Bird,  betwixt  you  and  I, 
I  am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  Knowledge. 

Guard,  Nay, 
You  fliall  know  more  of  me,  if  you'll  be  rul'd. 
But  make  not  things  common. 

Cttn  Ud'  fo,  your  Lady  ! 

Guard,  I,  'tis  no  matter,  fhe'll  like  well  of  this. 
Our  Familiarity  is  her  Content. 

Enter  Neice  and  Clown, 

J^eice,  This  Prefent  from  Sir  Gregory  ? 
Clown,  From  my  Mafter,  the  Worfhipful,  right  Sir  Grf- 
gory  Fop, 

Neice,  A  Ruff?  and  what  might  be  his  high  Conceit 
In  fending  of  a  Ruii?    Clown,  I  think  (23)  he  had 
Two  Conceits  in't,  forfooth,  too  high  too  low, 

(22)  tug  have  relifht  • 
IVe  njj'ijh  cloying ;  ]    This  Paffage,  if  we  take  the  Word 

thying  for  no  more  than  being  fatisfied  full  to  ones  ijoijh,  is  very  good 
Senfe,  tho'  but  indifferent  Meafure  ;  Mr.  Seaward  thinks,  that  the 
Senfe  and  Quantity  of  the  Line  are  irretrievably  loft,  and  propofes  two 
Conjeftures,  which,  tho'  he  dees  not  lay  any  great  ftrefs  on,  yet  thinks 
they  will  render  the  Place  more  intelligible  than  it  is  now. 
■  nue  kanje  relifii'd  it 
We  luijh  uncloyM,  or,  We  nuijh  t'enjoy*t  — 

(23)  he  had  tivo  Conceits  in  it,  farfoothy  too  high  too  low,]  The 

playing  upon  Words  here,  I  imagine  to  have  been  the  Conceit  of  fome 
poor  Player.  If  we  confider  this  Paffage  it  will  be  found  that,  tivo  Con. 
fiits  too  high  too  low,  is  nothing  but  Sound  without  Senfe,  and  that 
t^e  Poets  probably  wrote, 

—  tiMo  Conceits,  t'one  high,  t'one  /oii;. 

Ruff 
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Ruff  high,  becaufe  as  the  Ruff  does  embrace 
Your  Neck  all  Day,  fo  does  he  defire  to  throw 

His  Knighty  Arms          Neice,  But  then  I  leave  him  off 

A-ni^tits.    Clown,  Why  then  he  is  Ruff  low,  a  Ruffian, 
A  bold  adventurous  Errand  to  do  any 
Rough  Service  for  his  Lady. 

JSIeics.  A  witty  and  unhappy  Conceit ;  does  he  mean 
As  he  feems  to  fay  unto  that  Reverence  ?    \Xoward  Cun. 
He  does  wooe  her  fure  ■ 

Clcvjn,  To  tell  you  Truth,  Lady,  his  Conceit  was  far 
better  than  I  have  blaz'd  it  yet. 

Neice,  Do  you  think  fo,  Sir  ? 

Clown.  Nay,  I  know  it,  forfooth,  for  it  was  two  Days 
e'er  he  compafs'd  it ;  to  find  a  fitting  Prefent  for  your  La- 
.   dyfhip,  he  was  fending  once  a  very  fine  Puppy  to  you. 

JSIeice.  And  that  he  would  have  brought  himfelf. 

Clown,  So  he  would  indeed,  but  then  he  alter'd  his  De- 
vice, and  fent  this  Ruff,  requefting  withal,  that  whcn- 
foever  it  is  foul,  you  (with  your  own  Hands)  would  be- 
ftow  the  ftarching  of  it. 

Neice.  Elfc  fhe  wooes  him  now  his  Eyes  fhoot  this  way  ; 
And  what  was  the  Reafon  for  that.  Sir  ?     [Toward  Cun. 

Clovjn.  There  lies  his  main  Conceit,  Lady  for  fays  he, 
in  fo  doing  flie  cannot  chufe  but  in  the  ftarching  to  clap 
it  often  between  her  Hands,  and  fo  fhe  gives  a  great  Lik- 
ing and  Applaufe  to  my  Prefent ;  whereas,  if  I  fhould  fend 
a  Puppy,  (lie  ever  calls  it  to  her  with  hift,  hifs,  hifs,  which 
is  a  fearful  Difgrace;  he  drew  (24)  the  Device  from  a  Play 
at  the  Bull,,  t'other  Day. 

Ndce,  Ay  marry,  Sir,  this  v/as  a  rich  Conceit  indeed. 

Clown,  And  far  fetch'd,  therefore  good  for  you,  Lady. 

Guard.  How  now  ?  which  way  look  you.  Bird  ?  • 

Cun.  At  the  Fool,  Bird,  fhall  I  not  look  at  the  Fool  ? 

Gua>d.  At  the  Fool, 
And  I  here  ?  what  need  that  ?  pray  look  this  way. 

Neice  I'll  fit  him  aptly,  either  I'll  awake 
His  Wits  (if  he  have  any  ;  )  or  elfe  force  him 

(24)   the  De'uice  from  a  Play  ]    And  yet  next  Page  he 

tells  Neice^  who  fufpeded  his  Mailer  in  point  of  Wit  and  Ingenuity, 
•hat  it  was  really  his  .{Sir  Gregorys)  own. 

T^ 
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To  appear  (as  yet  I  cannot  think  him)  with- 
out any.    Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  true 
That  I  fhall  ask  you  now  ;  Was  this  Device 
Your  Matter's  own  ?  I  doubt  his  Wit  in  it  ; 
He  is  not  fo  ingenious.    Clown,  His  own, 
I  aflure  you.  Madam.    Neice,  Nay,  you  mufl:  not  Jye. 

Clown,  Not  with  a  Lady  ?  I'd  rather  Jye  with  you,  than 
lye  with  my  Mafter,  by  your  Leave  in  Ibch  a  Cafe  as  this. 

Guard,  Yet  again  your  Eye  ? 

Cun,  The  Fool  makes  Mirth  i'faith, 
I'd  hear  fome. 

Guard,  Come,  you  fhall  hear  none  but  me. 

l^leice.  Come  hither,  Friend,  nay,  come  nearer  me  ;  did 
Thy  Mafter  fend  thee  to  me  ?  He  may  be  wife. 
But  did  not  fliew  it  much  in  that  \  Men  fometimes 
May  wrong  themfelves  un'wares,  when  they  leaft:  think 
on't  i 

Was  Vulcan  ever  fo  unwife  to  fend  Mars 

To  be  his  Spokefman,  when  he  went  a  wooing  ? 

Send  thee  ?  Hey-ho,  a  pretty  rowling  Eye. 

Clown,  I  can  turn  up  the  white  and  the  black  too,  and 
need  be,  Forfooth. 

J<leice,  Why,  here's  an  amorous  Nofe. 

Clown,  You  fee  the  worfl:  of  my  Nofe,  Forfooth. 

I^eue,  A  Cheek,  (25)  how  I  could  pat  it  now  in 
Dalliance; 

A  Pair  of  Lips,  oh  that  we  were  uney'd, 
I  could  fuck  Sugar  from  'em  ;  what  a  Beard's  here  ? 
When  will  the  Knight  thy  Mafter  have  fuch  a 
Stamp  of  Manhood  on  his  Face?  Nay,  do  not  blufti. 

Clown.  'Tis  nothing  but  my  Flefh  and  Blood  that  rifes  fo. 

Cun,  'Death,  (he  courts  the  Fool. 

Guard,  Aw^y^  away,  'tis  Sport,  do  not  mind  it. 

(25)   hoiv  I  could  put  //  noiv  in  Dalliance-,  ]    To  put  a 

Cheek  &c.  is  certainly  as  abfurd  and  nonfenfical  a  Phraie  as  can  well 
be  imagined  :  Where  it  took  its  Birth,  except  at  the  Prefs,  that  too 
fruitful  Parent  of  Miftakes  and  Blunders,  is  difficult  to  fay.  In  our 
Authors  own  Manufcript  it  certainly  never  was,  for  that  originally  ex- 
hibited this  Reading ; 

■  CQuld  pat  //  no'M  in  Dalliance, 


Neice, 
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Neice,  Give  me  thy  Hand,  come  be  familiar  % 
Ay,  here's  a  promifing  Palm  ;  O  what  a  foft 
Handful  of  Plcafure's  here  ?  Here's  Down  comparM 
With  Flocks  and  quilted  Straw,  thy  Knight  his  Fingers 
Are  but  lean  Matcrice  Rubbers  to  thefe  Feathers, 
I  prithee  let  me  lean  my  Cheek  upon't. 
What  a  foft  Pillow's  here  ? 

Clown,  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum. 

Neice.  Why  there's  a  Courage  in  that  lively  Paflion, 
Meafure  thee  all  o'er,  there  is  not  a  Limb 
But  has  his  full  Proportion    it  is  my  Voice, 
There's  no  compare  betwixt  the  Knight  and  thee. 
The  goodlier  Man  by  half,  at  once  now  I 
See  thee  all  over. 

Clown,  If  you  had  feen  me  fwim  the  other  Day 
Upon  my  Back,  you  would  have  faid  you  had  feen  j 
There  was  two  Chambermaids  that  faw  me,  and 
My  Legs  by  chance  were  tangled  in  the  Flags, 
And  when  they  faw  how  I  was  hang'd,  they  cry'd  out. 
Oh  help  the  Man  for  fear  that  he  be  drown'd. 

Neice.  They  could  do  no  lefs  in  pity,  come,  thine  Arm, 
We'll  walk  together. 

Cun.  Blindnefs  of  Love  and  Women !  why  (he  dotes 
Upon  the  Fool.  Guard,  What's  that  to  you,  mind  her  not* 

Cun,  Away  you  Burr, 

Guard.  How's  that  j 

Cun,  Flefhook  hang  off,  faften  thine  itchy  clafpe 
On  fome  dry  Toad-ftool,  that  will  kindle  with  thee. 
And  burn  together. 

Guard.  Oh  abominable ! 
Why  don't  you  love  me  ?  i 

Cun.  No,  I  never  did  5 
I  took  thee  down  a  little  way  to 
Enforce  a  Vomit  from  my  offended  Stomach  5 
Now  thou'rt  up  again,  I  loath  thee  filthily. 

Guard.  Oh  Villain ! 

Cun,  Why  doft  thou  not  fee  a  Sight, 
Would  make  a  Man  abjure  the  Sight  of  Women  ? 

Neice,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  he's  vext^^ha,  ha,  ha. 

Clown,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ndce. 


Wii  at  fiver  al  Weapons.  271 

iV(f/V^.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 

Clown,  Becaufe  thou  laughed,  nothing  elle  i'faith. 

Cun.  She  has  but  mock:  my  Folly,  el fe /he  finds  not 
Jhe  Bofom  of  my  Purpofe,  fome  other  way, 
Muft  make  me  know  ;  TH  try  her,  and  may  chance  quit 
The  fine  Dexterity  of  her  Lady-wit. 

Neice,  Yes  in  troth,  I  laught  to  think  of  thy  Maftcr^ 
Now,  what  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this  ? 

Clown.  By  my  troth  I  laugh  at  him  too  j  faith  Sirrah, 
he's  but  a  Fool  to  fay  the  Truth,  though  I  fay'c  thai 
fliould  not  fay't. 

Neice,  Yet,  thou  (hould'ft  fay  truth,  and  I  believe  thee 
Well,  for  this  time  we'll  part,  you  perceive  fomething. 
Our  Tongues  betray  our  Hearts,  there's  our  Weaknefs, 
But  pray  be  filent. 

Clown.  As  Moufe  in  Cheefe,  or  Goofe  in  Hay  i'faith* 
Neice,  Look,  we  are  cutofi^,  there's  my  Hand  where  my 
Lips  would  be. 

Clown,  ril  wink,  and  think  *em  thy  Lips,  farewel. 

{Exit. 

Neice,  Now  Guardianefs,  I  need  not  ask  where  you've 
been. 

Guard,  Oh,  Lady,  ne'er  was  Woman  fo  abus'd. 
Ke- enter  Clown, 

Clown,  Doft  thou  hear.  Lady,  Sweet-heart  ?  I  had 
forgot  to  tell  thee,  if  you  will,  1  will  come  back  in  the 
Evening. 

Neice,  By  no  means,  come  not  'till  I  fend  for  you. 

Clown.  If  there  be  any  need,  you  may  think  of  things 
when  I  am  gone  I  may  be  convey'd  into  your  Chamber  5 
ril  lie  under  the  Bed  while  Midnight,  or  fo  ;  or  you 
fhall  put  me  up  in  one  of  your  little  Boxes,  I  can  creep 
in  at  a  fmall  Hole.  [you 

Neice.  Thefe  arc  things  I  dare  not  venture  on,  I  charge 
On  my  Love,  never  come  'till  I  fend  for  you. 

Clown.  Verhum  infipienti,  'tis  enough  to  the  wife ;  nor 
I  think  it  is  not  fit  the  Knight  fliould  know  any  thing  yet. 

Neice.  By  no  means,  pray  you  go  now,  we're  fufpeded. 

Clown,  For  the  things  that  are  paft,  let  us  ufe  our  Secrets. 

Neice, 
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Neice,  Now  Til  make  a  firm  Trial  of  your  Love  ; 
As  you  love  me,  not  a  Word  more  at  this  time. 
Not  a  Syllable,  'tis  the  Seal  of  Love,  take  heed. 

(26)  Clown,  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum.  [_Exit  Clown, 
Neice,  He  hums  loath  to  depart. 

So,  this  pleafant  Trouble's  gone  ;  now  Guardianefs, 
What  ?  your  Eyes  eafing  your  Heart,  the  Caufe,  Woman  ? 

Guard.  The  Caufe  is  falfe,  falfe  Man,  Madam,  oh  Lady  ! 
I  have  been  gulled  in  a  fhining  Carbuncle, 
A  very  Glow-worm,  that  I  thought  had  Fire  in't. 
And  'tis  as  cold  as  Ice. 

Neice.  And  juftly  ferv'd  ; 
Wouldft  thou  once  think  (27)  that  fuch  an  earing  Spring 
Would  dote  upon  thine  Autumn  ?    Guard.  Oh  had  you 
heard 

Him  but  proteft.  Neice.  I  would  not  have  believ'd  him. 

Thou  might'fl  have  percciv'd  how  I  mock'd  thy  Folly, 

In  wanton  Imitation  with  the  Fool. 

Go  weep  the  Sin  of  thy  Credulity, 

Not  of  thy  Lofs,  for  it  was  never  thine, 

And  it  is  gain  to  mifs  it ;  wert  thou  fo  dull  ? 

Nay,  yet  thou'rt  ftupid  and  uncapable. 

{26)  Clown.  Hum,  hum,  hum^  hum 

He  hums  loath  to  depart!\  The  Impropriety  of  putting 
this  Paffage  into  the  Clown's  Mouth  ib  evident  upon  the  bare  mention. 
To  the  Neice  it  unqueflionably  belongs,  and  we  fiiould  write. 

Clown.  Humy  hum^  hum^  hum.  [Exit  Clowtt. 

Neice.  He  hums  loath  to  depart. 

(27)  ■  that  fuch  an  earl/  Spring 

Would  dote  upon  thy  Autumn  ?  ]  As  Cunningham  is  not  dlftiil- 
guifhed,  in  any  other  Part,  as  remarkably  young,  1  at  firft  fight  a 
little  fufpedled  early,  feveral  (Ironger  and  more  poetical  Words  having 
occurr'd :  Not  that  I  fhould  have  ventu:  ed  at  an  Emendation,  had  noc 
the  Sufpicion  been  confirmed  by  the  old  Folio,  which  reads, 
,  •  fuch  an  erring  Spring, 

This  vifibly  leads  us  to  the  true  Word,  earing,  i,  e.  ploughing,  tilling, 
from  the  Latin,  arare.  Shakefpear  often  ufes  it  ;  as  in  AlPs  ixjell  that 
Ends  ivelly  the  Clown  fays.  He  that  ears  my  Land  fa'ves  my  Labour. 
And  in  fome  other  Paffage  which  I  cannot  now  find, 

— '■■        then  n>je  gather  Rufl 

When  our  quick  Winds  lie  Ji ill,  and  our  Ills  told  us 

Art  as  our  Earirg.  Mr.  Senx^ard. 

Why, 
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Why,  thou  wert  but  the  Bait  to  fifh  with,  not 
The  Prey,  the  Stale  to  catch  another  Bird  with. 

Guard,  Indeed  he  call'd  me  Bird. 

Neice.  Yet  thou  perceiv'il  not. 
It  is  your  Neice  he  JoVes  ;  would'ft  thou  be  made 
A  (talking  Jade  ?  'tis  fhe,  examine  it. 
(28)  Pi]  hurry  all  awry,  and  tread  my  Path 
Over  unbeaten  Grounds ;  go  level  to  the  Mark, 
But  by  circular  bouts  ;  rare  things  are  pleafing,  and 
Rare  is  Jbut  feldom  in  the  fimple  Senfe, 
But  has  her  Emphafis  with  Eminence.  \_Emt. 

Guard,  My  Neice  ?  what  fhe  the  Rival  of  my  Abufe  ? 
My  Flelh  and  Blood  wrong  me  ?  I'll  Aunt  her  tor't ; 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Oh  Opportunity,  thou  blefleft  me. 

Now  Gentlewoman,  are  you  parted  fo  foon  ? 

Where  is  your  Friend,  I  pray  ?  your  Cunningham  ?  • 

Mir,  What  fay  you,  Aunt  ? 

Guard,  Come,  come,  your  Cunningham  ? 
I  am  not  blind  with  Age  yet,  no  nor  deaf. 

Mir,  Dumb  1  am  fure  you're  not ;  what  ail  you,  Aunt  ? 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Guard,  No,  nor  fick,  nor  mad,  nor  in  my  Wits,  nor 
fleeping. 

Nor  waking,  nor  nothing,  nor  any  thing; 
I  know  not  what  I  am,  nor  what  I  am  not. 

(28)  Vll  hurry  all  aiury,  and  tread  my  Path 

Over  unbeaten  Grounds  ;  go  le^vel  to  the  Mark, 
Not  by  circular  bouts  >  rare  things  are  pleaJino^'\    The  almoft 
total  Negledl  of  Meafure  in  the  former  Editions  made  them  lofe  a 
good  Guide,  with  regard  to  the  Senfe.    If  fhe  hurrys  all  a^jjry,  it  is 
plain  fhe  mufc  go  to  her  Mark  as  fhe  really  does,  by  circular  louts, 
i.  e.  by  feeming  to  aim  at  fomeching  elfe  ;  but  the  Word  Ic-vd  (which 
onljfcimplies  a  defigned  poetical  Contrail)  made  the  Negative  Thought 
necefTary.    I  fuppofe  the  Original  to  have  been. 
Over  unbeaten  Grounds  go  lei'el  to 
7he  Mark^  by  circular  bouts  ;  rare  things  are  pleajin^. 

Mr.  Se-jjard, 

I  don't  imagine  that  any  OmifTion  is  necefiary,  change  only  not  in:p 
hut  and  the  whole  feems  right. 

Vol.  IX.  S  Mir. 
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Alir.  Mercy  cover  us,  what  do  you  mean,  Autit  ? 

Guard.  I  mean  to  be  reveng'd. 

Mir.  On  whom  ? 

Guard.  On  thee  Baggage. 

Mir,  Revenge  fhould  follow  Injury, 
Which  never  reacii'd  fo  far  as  Thought  in  mc 
Towards  you,  Aunt.  \ 

Guard,  Your  Cunning,  Minion, 
No  nor  your  Cunningham^  can  either  blind  me  ^ 
The  gentle  Beggar  loves  you.  ^ 

Mir.  I  beleech  you,  let 
Me  ftay  your  Error,  (29)  I  begin  to  hear. 
And  fhake  off  my  Amazement  j  if  you  think 
That  ever  any  PaiTagc  treating  Love 
Hath  been  betwixt  us  yet  commenced,  any 
Silent  Eye- glance  that  might  but  fparklc  Fire, 
So  much  as  Brother  and  Sifter  might  meet  with, 
^he  Lip-lalute,  fo  much  as  Strangers  might 
Take  a  Farewcl  with,  the  commixed  Hands, 
Nay,  but  the  leaft  Thought  of  the  leaft  of  thefe. 
In  troth  you  wrong  your  Bofom  ;  by  that  Truth 
Which  I  think  yet  you  durft  be  bail  for  iA  me. 
If  it  were  offer'd  ye,  1  am  as  free 

(29)   1  begin  to  hear,^  Mirabel  meafts  that  fiie  begun  to  fee, 

to  percei've  and  underjiand  the  Caul'e  of  her  Aunt's  Miftake  hz.  Our 
Poets,  in  ihis  Place,  have  taken  the  Liberty  of  putting  one  Senfe  for 
another,  a  thing  unufual  with  them,  but  frequent  in  the  Writers  of 
Antiquity.    There  is  a  like  Inflance  in  Mufteus,  Line  fiilh, 

where  ifcCfcno},  which  fignifies  prcpei-Iy  to  bear,  be  fo  underftood  in 
this  Place,  *tis  not  applicable  (as  defigned)  to  both  Parts  ot  the  Vene. 
The  grcf.t  Dr.  Bent/ejy  by  not  attending  to  this  Rule,  has  corrcded 
a  Paffage  in  Horace,  Lib.  2.  Od.  I.  which  wanted  no  Collection  a: 
all,  'VIZ. 

Audlre  magnos  jam  <videor  duces, 
Kon  indecoro  puluere  fordidos,  &c. 
Audire  duces  pul^vere  fordidos  feem'd  too  abfurd  an  Expreffion,  to  this 
great  Critic,  to  pafs  unnoted  or  uncorredled,  and  there! ore  £c  changes 
the  old  Lection  into 

\  idere  magnos  jam  fuideor  duces 
Nov  indecoro  Sec. 

The  Reader  cannot  but  fee,  by  this  time,  that  Judire  is  not  or^Iy  a, 
g-ood  Senfe  as  ^idere,  but  that  it  really  means  the  felf  lame  thing. 
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As  all  this  Proteftation. 
Guard.  May  I  believe  this  ? 

Mir.  If  ever  you'll  believe  Truth  ;  Why,  I  thought 
He  had  fpoke  Love  to  you,  and  if  his  Heart 
Prompted  his  Tongue,  fure  I  did  hear  fo  much. 

Guard,  Oh  falfeit  Man,  Ixions  Plague  fell,  on  me  ! 
Never  by  Woman,  fuch  a  Mafc'line  Cloud, 
So  airy  and  fo  fubtle  was  embraced. 

Mir,  By  no  Caufe  in  me,  by  my  Life,  dear  Aunt. 

Guard,  1  believe  you  \  then  help  in  my  Revenge, 
And  you  fhall  do'r,  or  lofe  my  Love  for  ever  \ 
ril  have  him  quitted  at  his  equal  Weapons. 
Thou  art  young,  follow  him,  bait  his  Defires 
With  all  the  Engines  of  a  Woman's  Wit, 
Stretch  Modefty  even  to  the  higheft  Pitch ; 
He  cannot  freeze  at  fuch  a  flaming  Beauty  ; 
And  when  thou  haft  him  by  the  amorous  GilJs,  • 
Think  on  my  Vengeance,  choak  up  his  Defires, 
Then  let  his  Banquetings  be  'Tantalijme^ 
Let  thy  Difdain  fpurn  the  Diflembler  out; 
Oh  I  could  climb  the  Stars,  and  fit  above. 
To  fee  him  burn  to  Afhes  in  his  Love. 

Mir,  This  will  be  (30)  a  moft  ftrange  Task,  Aunt, 
and  an 

Unwilling  Labour,  yet  in  your.Injun6lion 
1  am  a  Servant  to't. 

Guard,  Thou'lt  undertake't  ? 

Mir,  Yes,  let  th'  Succefs  commend  itfelf  hereafter. 

Guard.  Effedl  it  Girl,  my  Subftance  is  thy  Store, 
Nothing  but  want  of  Will  makes  Woman  poor. 

[Exeur^t, 

Enter  Sir  Gregoryj  and  Clown, 

Sir  Greg,  Why  Pom^fy,  thou'rt  not  ftark  mad,  art  thou  ? 
wilt  thou 

Not  tell  me  how  my  Lady  does  ?    Clown.  Your  Lady  ? 

(30)   a  Jirange  Tafle—  ]    And  a  Page  or  two  lower,  tlje  bejl 

Worf«  /  hanje.  Read,  fay  all  three,  l^ask,  and  Ihrfe.  The  Reader,  £ 
imagine,  will  thank  me  for  favinghim  the  trouble  of  twice  drawing  his 
Eye  from  the  Te  <:t  to  the  Bottom  of  the  Page,  when  once  will  do!  by 
putting  two  fuch  ;rifiirg  Correftions  into  a  fingle  Note. 

S  2  Sir  Greg, 
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Sir  Greg.  Did  fhe  receive  the  thing  that  I  fent  her  kindly, 
or  no  ? 

Clown.  The  thing 
That  you  ft-nt  her.  Knight,  by  the  thing  that  you  fent. 
Was  for  the  thing's  fake  that  was  fent  to  carry 
The  thing  that  you  fent,  receiv'd  very  kindly  5 
Fird, 

There's  your  Indenture,  now  go  fcek  you  a  Servant : 
Secojidly,  you're  a  Knight ;  thirdly  and  laftly, 
I'm  mine  own  Man  ;  and  fourthly,  fare  you  well. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  Pompey  ?  Prithee  let  me  fpeak  with  thee  j 
Til  lay  my  Life  feme  Hare  has  croft  him. 

Clown.  Knight,  if  you  be  a  Knight,  fo  keep  you  ;  as 
for  the  Lady,  who  lhail  fay  that  fhe  is  not  a  fair  Lady,  a 
fweet  Lady,  an  honeft  and  a  virtuous  Lady,  I  will  fay  he 
is  a  bafe  Fellow,  a  Blab  of  his  Tongue,  and  I  will  make 
him  eat'thefe  Fingers  Ends. 

Sir  Greg.  Why,  here's  no  Body  fays  fo,  Pompey. 

Clown.  Whatfoever  things  have  paft  between  the  Lady 
And  the  other  Party,  whom  I  will  not  name 
At  this  time,  I  fay  fhe  is  virtuous 
And  honeft,  and  I  will  maintain't,  as  long  as 
I  can  maintain  myfelf  with  Bread  and  Water. 

Sir  Greg.  Why  I  know  no  Body  thinks  otherwife. 

Clown.  Any  Man  that,  does  but  think  it  in  my  hearing, 
I  will  make  him  think  on't  while  he  has  a  Thought  in  his 
Bofom  5  ftiall  we  fay  that  Kindneftes  from  Ladies  are 
common  ?  Or  that  Favours  and  Proteftations  are  things 
of  no  Moment  betwixt  Parties  and  Parties  ?  I  fay  ftill,  v/hat- 
foever  has  been  betwixt  the  Lady  and  the  Party,  which 
I  will  not  name,  that  fhe  is  honeft,  and  fhall  be  honeft, 
whatfoever  ftie  does  by  Day  or  by  Night,  by  Light  or  by 
Darknefs,  with  cut  and  long  Tail. 

Sir  Greg.  Why,  I  fay  fhe  is  honeft.    Clown.  Is  fhe 
honeft? 

In  what  Senfe  do  you  fay  fhe's  honeft.  Knight? 

Sir  Greg.  If  I  could  not  find  in  my  Heart  to  throw 
my  Dagger  at  thy  Headj  Hilts  and  all,  I'm  an  Afs,  and 
no  Gentleman. 

Clown.  Throw  your  Dagger  at  me  !  Do  not  Knight,  I 

give 
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give  you  fair  Warning,  'tis  but  cad  away  if  you  do,  for 
you  flia]I  have  no  other  Words  of  me;  the  Lady  is  an  ho- 
neft  Lady,  whatfoever  Reports  may  go  of  Sports  and  Toys, 
and  Thoughts,  and  Words,  and  Deeds,  betwixt  her  aad 
the  Party  which  I  wiJl  not  name  ;  this  f  give  you  to  un- 
der ftand.  That  another  Man  may  have  as  good  an  E)  e,  as 
amorous  a  Nofe,  as  fair  a  ftampt  Beard,  and  be  as  proper 
a  Man  as  a  Knight,  (I  name  no  Parties)  a  Servingman  may 
be  as  good  as  a  Sir,  a  Fompey  as  a  Gregory^  a  Doodle  as  a 
Fop  ;  fo  Servingman  Pompey  Doodle  may  be  rclpcdled 
as  well  with  Ladies,  (though  1  name  no  Parties)  as 
Sir  Gregory  Fop  ;  fo  farewel.  [^Exit. 

Sir  Greg,  If  the  Fellow  be  not  out  of  his  Wits,  then 
will  I  never  have  any  more  Wit  while  1  live  5  either  the 
Sight  of  the  Lady  has  *  gafter'd  him,  or  elfe  he's  drunk  ;  or 
clfe  he  walks  in  his  Sleep,  or  elfe  he's  a  Fool,  or  a  Knave,  or 
both,  one  of  the  three  I'm  fure  'tis;  yet  now  I  think 
on't  fhe  has  not  us'd  me  lb  kindly  as  her  Uncle  promis'd 
me  fhe  (hould  ;  but  that's  all  one,  he  fays  I  fliall  have  her, 
and  I  dare  take  his  Word  for  the  beft  Horfe  I  have,  and 
that's  a  weightier  thing  than  any  Lady,  I'm  fure  on't. 

\_Exit. 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous  (^as  a  Man)  Witty-pate,  Sir  Rui- 
nous, Prifcian,  and  Mafter  Credulous,  binding  and  rob- 
bing her^  and  in  Scarfs.  Credulous  finds  the  Bag. 

L,  Ruin.  Nay,  lam  your  own,  'tis  in  your  Pleafure  how 
You  will  deal  with  me  ;  yet  I  would  in  treat. 
You  will  not  make  that  which  is  bad  enough, 
Worfe'than  it  need  be,  by  a  fecond  111, 
When  it  can  render  you  no  fecond  Profit ; 
If  it  be  Coin  you  feek,  you  have  your  Prey, 
All  my  whole  Store  I  vow,  (and  it  weighs  a  hundred,) 
My  Life,  or  any  Hurt  you  give  my  Body, 
Cannot  inrich  you  more. 

Witty.  You  may  purfue. 

L.  Ruin.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  never  will. 

JVitty.  Only  we'll  bind  you  to  quiet  Behaviour 


*  Gafler'ely']  i.  e.  frightrd, 

s  3 


'Till 
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'Till  you  call  out  for  Bail,  and  on  th'other 

Side  of  the  Hedge  leave  you  ;  but  keep  the  Peace 

'Till  we  be  out  of  hearing,  for  by  that 

We  lhall  be  out  of  Danger  ;  if  we  come  back. 

We  come  with  a  Mifchief. 

L.  Ruin,  You  need  not  fear  me. 

JPrif  Come,  we'll  beftow  you  then." 

[Exeunt  Ruin.  Prif.  and  Lady, 

Witty,  Why  law  you,  Sir,  is  not  this  a  fwifter  Revenue 
than,  Sic  frohoSy  ergos  ^  igiturs  can  bring  in  ?  Why  is 
not  this  one  of  your  byllogilms  in  Barbara  P  Omne  utile 
ejl  bonejlum,  &c. 

Q  ed.  Well,  Sir,  a  little  more  of  this  Acquaintance 
Will  make  me  know  you  fully ;  I  proteft 
You  have  (at  firft  fight )  made  me  confcious 
Of  fuch  a  Deed  my  Dreams  ne'er  prompted,  yet 
I  could  aimoic  have  wifh'd  rather  ye'ad  (31)  rob'd 
Me  of  niy  Cloak,  ( for  my  Purfe,  'tis  a  Scholar's) 
Than  to  have  made  me  a  Robber. 
I  had  rather  have  anfwer'd  three  difficult  Queftions, 
Than  this  one,  as  eafy  as  yet  it  feems.   ^ttty,  Tufli,  you 
Shall  never  come  to  farther  anfwer  for't 
Can  you  confefs  your  old  penurious  Uncle, 
In  his  full  Face  of  Love,  to  be  fo  ftrid 
A  Niggard  to  your  Commons,  that  you're  fain 
To  fize  your  Belly  out  with  Shoulder  Fees, 
With  Kidnies,  Rumps,  and  Cues  of  fingle  Beer, 

(3  0  ro^V  me 

Of  my  Cloaky  (or  my  Purfe,  Wis  a  Scholar^)  ]  The  Meaning 
of  Mr.  Credulous  hsve,  according  co  the  prefent  Reading,  is,  '*  I  wilh 
"  yoa  had  rob'd  me  of  my  Cloke,  which  is  fomething,  or  of  my  Purfe, 
for  'tis  a  Scholar  Sy  and  fo  has  nothing  in  it;  that  is,  I  wilh 
you  had  rob'd  me  of  fomething  or  nothing,'*''  A  pretty  Speech  this 
for  a  Ca?nhridge  Scholar  of  nine  Years  ftanding  !  But  our  Authors 
knew  better  than  to  make  this  Cantab,  though  not  one  of  the 
brighteft  Wits,  ye:  not  the  greateft  of  Fools  to  talk  fo.  The  Reader 
by  this  time  fees  where  the  Fault  is,  and  no  doubt  would  wifli  to  read 
with  Mr.  Seaward  and  myfelf, 

'  .         for  my  Purfe, 

And  this  is  confirmed  by  the  Copy  of  1647. 

An4 
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(32)  And  yet  make  Daymy  to  feed  more  daintily, 
At  this  eafier  Rate  ?  Fie,  Mafter  Credulous^ 

I  bJufh  for  you. 

Cred.  This  is  a  Truth  undeniable. 

fVitty.  Why  go  to  then,  I  hope  i  know  your  Uncle, 
How  does  he  ufe  his  Son,  nearer  than  you  ? 

Cred,  Faith,  like  his  Jade,  upon  the  bare  Commons, 
Turn'd  out  to  pick  his  living  as  he  can  get  it ; 

(33)  He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  fhar'd  in  fuch 
A  Furchafe,  and  thank'd  his  good  Fortune  too. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Prifcian. 

But  mum,  no  more——  is  all  fafe,  Bullies  ? 

Ruin*  Secure    the  Gentleman  thinks  him  moft  happy 
in  his  Lofs, 
With's  Life  and  Limbs  fafe,  and  redoubles 
His  firft  Vow,  as  he  is  a  Gentleman, 
Never  to  purfue  us. 

Witty,  Weil,  away  then. 
Difperfe,  you  with  Maftcr  Credulous ^  who  ftill 
Shall  bear  the  Purchafe,  Prifcian  and  I 
Will  take  fome  other  Courfe  :  You  know  our  Meeting 
At  the  nree  Cups  in  St.  Giles^  with  this  Provifo^ 
(For  'tis  a  Law  with  us)  that  nought  be  open'd 

(32)  And  yet  make  Daymy  to  feed  more  daintily^ 

Jt  this  eafier  Rate  ?]  This  Place  is  not  Senfe.  tho'  it  is  not  diff cult 
to  lee  what  tl.e  Poet  means :  '*  You  confefs  you  have  been  almolt 
*'  fiarved  at  College  upon  the  fcanty  Allowance  of  your  Uncle  &c. 
**  and  can  you,  now  you  are  Ihewn  a  way  of  feeding  daintily  at  the 
*'  eafy  Rate  of  Robbing,  demur,  make  any  Scruple  of  praftifing  the 
**  fame."  But  tho*  the  Senfe  is  fo  plain,  yet  the  Corruption  is  not 
cafy  to  be  remedied.  What  has  occurred  to  me  upon  this  Occafion  is. 
And  yet  not  make  Damihi  to  feed  &C, 

Or 

And  yet  not  make  Lay  by  to  &c. 
Bat  neither  of  them,  I  own,  are  fatisfaftory.    Perhaps  the  Reader, 
while  he  is  perufmg  this  No'e,  may  be  fo  happy  as  to  hit  upon  the 
true  Ledion,  which  after  all  my  Study  I  have  not  been  able  to  come  at. 

(33)  He  njould  have  been  glad  ]    Thefe  two  Lines  are  very 

probably  Witty  as  well  as  the  third,  to  which  they  are  an  hand  fome 
Inirodudion. 

But  tnunti  no  morey  is  all  fafe  ,  Bullies  ? 

S  4  'Till 
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Till  all  be  prefent ;  the  Lofer  fays  a  hundred. 
And  it  can  weigh  no  lefs. 

Ruin.  Come,  Sir,  we'll  be  your  Guide,    Cred,  My 
Honefty, 

Which  until  now  was  never  forfeited. 

All  fhall  beclofe  'till  our  Meeting.  [Exeunt  Cred.  and  Ruin, 

Witty.  Tufh,  I  believe  it,  and  then  all  fhall  out  j 
Where  is  the  Thief  that's  robb'd  ? 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous. 

L.  Ruin.  Here,  Mafter  Oldcraft^ 
(34^  All  follows  now.  Witty,  'Twas  neatly  done,  Wench, 
now 

To  turn  that  Bag  of  Counterfeits,  to  current 

Pieces,  &  a5lujn  eft,  L.  Ruin.  You  are  the  Chytnifl^ 

We'll  blow  the  Fire  ftill,  if  you  can  mingle 

Th'  Ingredients.    fVitty.  (35)  I  will  notfp.ifs  a  Caufe, 

A  Quantity,  a  Dram  ; 

You  know  the  Place.  Frif.  Pve  told  her  that,  Sir.  fFitty, 
Good, 

Turn  Ruinous  to  be  a  Conftable, 

I'm  fure  we  want  not  Beards  of  all  forts,  from  the 

Worfliipful  Magiftrate  to  the  under  Watchman ; 

Becaufe  we  muft  have  no  Danger  of  Life, 

But  a  cleanly  Cheat,  attach  you  Credulous^ 

The  Caufe  is  plain,  the  Theft  being  found  about  him  ; 

Then  fall  I  in  in  his  own  Coufin's  Shape 

By  iiieer  Accident,  where  finding  him  diflreft, 

(34)   allfoll(m)s  ntmi.']    I  once  thought  the  Poets  might 

have  wrote.  Hail  Fello'wsy  but  allfollon.vs  I  believe  is  the  true  Reading, 
and  means,  that  the  whole  Scheme  for  choufing  of  Sir  Oldcraft,  by 
means  of  impeaching  his  Nephew  for  the  Robbery,  would  fucceed  well^ 

(35)  Injoill  not  mifs  a  Caufe,  a  Quantity,  a  Dram  ;  ]  Chymical 
Terms  ?,re  neceflary  here,  Caufe  therefore  feems  a  Corruption,  and 
^antity  makes  no  proper  Climax  \  one  might  eauly  form  a  proper 
Climax  with  a  Scruple,  Dram  or  Grain,  bu:  the  Laws  of  Criticifm 
allow  no  fuch  Deviation  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters ;  the  only  pro- 
bable Conjeftiire  that  I  can  form  is, 

-  a  Cart,  a  ^int,  a  Dram  ; 

i.  a  fourth  or  fifth  Part,  or  even  a  Dram.  I  fpell  Cart  rather  than 
^arty  becaufe  our  Engli/h  Writers  fo  fpell  it  in  other  Inftances,  as  a 
Cardecu  inucad  of  ^art  d'ecu*  Mr.  Se'wcrd. 
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I  with  fome  Difficulty  muft  fetch  him  off. 

With  Promife  that  his  Uncle  fhall  /hut  up  all 

With  double  Reftitution  :  Mailer  Conftable 

Ruinous  his  Mouth  fhall  be  ftopt ; 

You  Miftrefs  Rob-thief,  (hall  have  your  Share  of 

What  we  can  gull  my  Father  of ;  iVt  plain  enough  ? 

L.  Ruin.  As  plain  a  Cozenage  as  can  be,  faith. 

Witty.  Father,  I  come  again,  and  again,  when  this  is 
Pad  too,  Father,  one  will  beget  another ; 
I'd  be  loath  to  leave  your  Pofterity  barren  ; 
You  were  beft  come  to  Compofition,  Father, 
Two  hundred  Pieces  yearly  allow  me  yet. 
It  will  be  the  cheaper,  Father,  than  my  Wit, 
For  I  will  cheat,  dear  Father,  none  but  you.  \Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Old  Knight  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Old  K.\  T  THY  now  you  take  the  Courfe,  Sir  Gregory  Fop : 

W    ^  (^ou\d  enforce  her,  and  I  lift  ;  but  Love 
That's  gently  won,  is  a  Man's  own  for  ever. 
Have  you  prepar'd  good  Mufick  ? 

Sir  Greg.  As  fine  a  Noife,  Uncle,  as  Heart  can  wifh,; 

Old  K.  Why  that's  done  like  a  Suitor. 
They  muft  be  woo'd  a  hundred  feveral  Ways, 
Before  you  obtain  the  right  way  in  a  Woman ; 
'Tis  an  odd  Creature,  full  of  Creeks  and  Windings, 
The  Serpent  has  not  more    for  fh'as  all  his. 
And  then  her  own  befide  came  in  by  her  Mother. 

Sir  Greg.  A  fearful  Portion  for  a  Man  to  venture  on.' 

Old  K.  But  the  Way  found  once  by  the  Wits  of  Men, 
•  There  is  no  Creature  lies  fo  tame  again. 

Sir  Greg.  I  promife  you,  not  a  Houfe- Rabbit,  Sir. 

Old  K.  No  Sucker  on  'em  all. 

Sir  Greg.  What  a  Thing's  that  ? 
They're  pretty  Fools  I  warrant,  when  they're  tame. 
As  a  Man  can  lay  his  Lips  to. 

Old  K.  How  were  you  bred.  Sir  ? 

Did 
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Did  you  never  make  a  Fool  of  a  Tenant's  Daughter  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Never  i'faith,  they  ha'  made  fome  Fools  for  me, 
And  brought  'cm  many  a  time  under  their  Aprons. 

Old  AT. They  could  not  fhew  you  th'  way  plainlier,  I  think. 
To  make  a  Fool  again.  ' 

Sir  Greg,  There's  Fools  enough,  Sir, 
•Lefs  they  were  wifer. 

Old  K,  This  is  wondrous  rare. 
Come  you  to  Lofidon  with  a  Maiden-head,  Knight  ? 
A  Gentleman  of  your  Rank  ride  with  a  Cloak-bag  ? 
Never  an  Hoftefs  by  the  way  to  leave  it  with  ? 
Nor  Tapfter's  Sifter  ^  Nor  Head-Oftler's  Wife? 
What,  no  Bod  v? 

Sir  Greg.  Well  mock'd,  old  Wit-monger, 
I  keep  it  for  your  Neice. 

Old  K.  Do  not  fay  To  for  fhame,  flie'll  laugh  at  thee  ; 
A  Wife  ne'er  looks  tor't,  *tis  a  Buchclor's  Penny, 
He  may  give't  to  a  Beggar-wench,  i'th'  Progrefs  time. 
And  ne'er  becall'd  to  account  for't.  [£xz/. 

Sir  Greg.  Would  I  had  known  fo  much, 
I  could  ha'  ftopt  a  Beggar's  Mouth  by  th'  Way 

Enter  Page  and  Fidler's  Boy. 

That  rail'd  upon  me,  'caufe  I'd  give  her  nothing  1 

What,  are  they  come  ? 

Page.  And  plac'd  diredly,  Sir, 
Under  her  Window. 

Sir  Greg.  What  may  I  call  you.  Gentleman  ? 

£oy.  A  poor  Servant  to  the  Viol,  I'm  the  Voice,  Sir» 

Sir  Greg.  In  good  Time,  Mafter  Voice. 

Bey.  Indeed  good  Time  does  get  the  Maftery. 

Sir  Greg.  What  Countryman,  Mafter  Voice  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  born  at  Ely^  we  all  fet  up  in  Ela, 
But  our  Houfd  commonly  breaks  in  Rutland/hire, 

Sir  Greg.  A  ftirewd  Place  by  my  Faith,  it  may  well  break 
Your  Voice,  it  breaks  many  a  Man's  Back  j  come. 
Set  to  your  Bufinefs. 


SONG, 
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SONG. 

fain  would  1  wake  you  ^  Sweet,  but  fear 
%     J  Jhould  invite  you  to  worfe  Cheer  \ 
In  your  Breams  you  cannot  fare 
Meaner  than  Muftck  \  no  compare  \ 
None  of  your  Slumbers  are  compiled 
Under  the  Pleafure  makes  a  Child  ; 
Tour  Day-delights^  fo  well  compact ^ 
ffhat  what  you  think,  turns  all  to  4^ : 

rd  wijh  my  Life  no  better  Flay, 

Tour  Dream  by  Night,  your  Thought  by  Day, 

Wake  gently,  wake. 

Part  foftly  from  your  Dreams  \ 
ne  Morning  flies 
*To  your  fair  Eyes^ 

To  take  her  fpecial  Beams, 

'    Sir  Greg.  I  hear  her  up  ;  here  Mafter  Voice^ 
Pay  you  the  Inftruments,  fave  what  you  can. 

Enter  Neice  above. 

To  keep  you  when  you're  crackt.  [Exit  Boy» 

Neice.  Who  fhould  this  be. 
That  I'm  fo  much  beholding  to,  for  Swectnefs  ? 
Pray  Heav'n  it  happens  right. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  morrow,  Miftrcfs. 

Neice.  An  ill  Day  and  a  thoufand  come  upon  thee. 

Sir  Greg.  'Light,  that's  fix  hundred  more  than  any  Al- 
manack has. 

Neice.  Comes  it  from  thee  ?  it  is  the  mangieft  Mufick 
That  ever  Woman  heard. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  fay  not  fo.  Lady, 
There's  not  an  Itch  about  'em. 

Neice.  I  could  ciirfe 
My  attentive  Powers,  for  giving  entrance  to't ; 
There  is  no  Boldnefs  like  the  Impudence 
That's  lockt  in  a  Fool's  Blood  ;  how  durft  you  do  this  ? 
In  Confcience  I  abus'd  you  as  fufficiently 
As  Woman  could  a  Man  ;  infatiate  Coxcomb, 
The  Mocks  and  fpiteful  Language  I  have  given  thee. 

Would 
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Would  o'  my  Life  ha'  ferv'd  ten  reafonable  Men, 

And  rife  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for  their  Friends. 

Thou  Glutton  at  Abufes,  never  fatisfied  ? 

I  am  perfwaded  thou  devour'ft  more  Flouts  » 

Than  all  thy  Body's  worth,  and  ftill  a  hungred ! 

A  mifchief  of  that  Maw,  prithee  feek  elfewhere. 

In  troth  i'm  weary  of  abufing  thee  \ 

Get  thee  a  frefh  Miftrefs,  thou'dft  make  work  enough  j 

I  do  not  think  there's  Scorn  enough  in  Town 

To  ferve  thy  turn,  take  the  Court-Ladies  in. 

And  all  their  Women  to  'em,  that  exceed  *em. 

Sir  Greg*  Is  this  in  earned.  Lady  ? 

Neice.  Oh  unfatiable  I 
Doft  thou  count  all  this  but  an  Earnefl:  yet  ? 
I'd  thought  I'd  paid  thee  all  the  whole  Sum  5  truft  me, 
Thou'lt  beggar  my  Derifion  utterly. 
If  thou  ftay'it  longer,  I  fhall  want  a  Laugh  : 
If  I  knew  where  to  borrow  a  Contempt  f  then  : 
Would  hold  thee  tack,  ftay  and  be  hang'd,  thou  fhouldft 
But  thou'ft  no  Confcience  now  t'extort  Hate  from  me. 
When  one  has  fpent  all  ihe  can  make  upon  thee ; 
Muft  I  begin  to  pay  thee  hire  again. 
After  I've  rid  thee  twice  ?  faith  'tis  unreafonable. 

Sir  Greg.  Say  you  fo  ?  I'll  know  that  prefently.  [Exit, 

Neice,  Now  he  runs 
To  fetch  my  Uncle  to  this  mufty  Bargain, 
But  I  have  better  Ware  always  at  hand. 
And  lay  by  this  ftilJ,  when  he  comes  to  cheapen. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

Cun.  I  met  the  Mufick  now,  yet  cannot  learn 
What  Entertainment  he  receiv'd  from  her.  [I  fee. 

(36)  Neice,  There's  fome  Body  fet  already,  I  muft  to't, 

(36)  There's  fome  Body  fet  already^  -]   'But,  Enter  Cunningham 

contradidls  that,  unlefs  nKalking  and  fitting  be  the  i'amc.  The  Line 
or  two  above  points  us  cut  a  Reading,  which  'tis  probable  is  the 
true  one  ; 

Neice.  "Ntrw  he  runs  , 
To  fetch  my  Uncle  to  this  &C. 
Upon  which,  feeing  fomebody  coming  in,  and  not  knowing  who  it 
was,  fhe  fays,    There's  fomebody  (either  my  Uncle  or  another)  fet  or 
fetc.Vd  already. 

Well, 
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Well,  well.  Sir  Gregory. 
Cun.  Ha,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Neice,  VVhere-e'er  you  come,  you  may  well  boaft.  your 
Conqueft. 

Cun.  She's  loft  i'faith  ;  enough  !  has  Fortune  then 
Remembred  her  great  Boy  ?  Ihe  feldom  fails  'em. 

Neice.  H'vvas  th'  unlikelieft  Man  at  firft  methought. 
To  have  my  Love,  we  never  met  but  wrangled. 

Cun,  A  pox  upon  that  wrangling,  fay  I  ItilJ, 
1  never  knew  it  fail  yet,  where-e'cr't  came  5 
It  never  comes  but  like  a  Storm  of  Hail, 
'Tis  fure  to  bring  fine  Weather  at  the  Tail  on't : 
There's  not  one  Match  'mongft  twenty  made  without  it. 
It  fights  i'th'  Tongue,  but's  fure  to  agree  i'th'  Haunches. 

Neice,  That  Man  that  fliould  ha'  told  me  when  Time  was, 
I  fhould  ha'  had  him,  had  been  laugh'd  at  piteoufly. 
But  fee  how  things  will  change ! 

Cun,  Here's  a  Heart  feels  it  Oh  the  deceitful  Pro- 
mi  fes  of  Love ! 
What  truft  fhould  Man  put  in  the  Lip  of  a  Woman  ? 
She  kifs'd  me  with  that  ftrength,  as  if  fh'ad  meant 
To  ha'  fet  the  fair  Print  of  her  Soul  upon  me. 

Neice,  I  would  ha*  fworn  'twould  ne'er  ha'  beei>  a  Match 
once. 

Cun.  ril  hear  no  more,  I'm  mad  to  hear  fo  much. 
Why  fhould  I  aim  my  Thoughts  at  better  Fortunes 
Than  younger  Brothers  have  ?  that's  a  Maid  with  nothing. 
Or  fome  old  Soap-boiler's  Widow,  without  Teeth, 
There  waits  my  Fortune  for  me  j  feek  no  farther. 

[^Exit  Cun, 

Enter  Old  Knight,  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Old  K.  You  tell  me  things.  Sir  Gregory^  that  can't  be. 
She  will  not,  nor  fne  dare  nor. 

Sir  Greg.  Would  I  were  whipt  then. 

Neice.  I'll  make  as  lirtle  fhew  of  Love,  Sir  Gregory^' 
As  ever  Woman  did  ;  you  fhall  not  know 
You  have  my  Heart,  a  good  while. 

Old  K.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Neice.  Man  will  infult  fo  foon,  *tis  his  Condition, 

'Tl9 
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*Tis  good  to  keep  him  off  as  Jong  as  we  can 
I've  much  ado  I  fwear  ;  and  Love  Tth'  End 
Will  have  his  Courfe,  Jet  Maids  do  what  they  can, 
They  are  but  frail  things  'tiii  they  end  in  Man. 

Old  K,  What  fay  you  to  this,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  This  is  fomewhat  handfome. 

Neice.  And  by  that  little  Wrangling  that  I  feign'd. 
Now  I  fhall  try  how  conftant  his  Love  is, 
Although't  went  fore  againft  my  Heart  to  chide  him. 

Sir  Greg,  Alas  poor*  Gentlewoman. 

Old  K.  Now  you're  fure  of  I'ruth, 
You  hear  her  own  Thoughts  fpeak. 

Sir  Greg,  They  fpeak  indeed. 

Old  K,  Go,  you're  a  brainlefs  Coax,  a  Toy,  a  Fop, 
I'll  go  no  farther  than  your  Name,  Sir  Gregory^ 
I'll  right  myfelf  there  ;  were  you  from  this  Place, 
You  fhould  perceive  I'm  heartily  angry  with  you  j 
Offer  to  fow  Itrife  'twixt  my  Neice  and  1  ^ 
Good  morrow,  Neice,  good  morrow. 

Neice,  Many  fair  ones  to  you.  Sir. 

Old  AT.  Go,  you're  a  Coxcomb.  How  doft  Neice,  this 
Morning  ? 

An  idle  fhallow  Fool :  Slep'dfl:  thou  well.  Girl .? 
Fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  Lord(hips, 
For  Honefty  has  left  thee  little  Manners. 

Sir  Greg.  How  am  I  bang'd  o'  both  lides  ^  Abufe 
kindnefs } 

Will't  take  the  Air  to  day,  Neice  ^    Neice,  When  you 
pleafe.  Sir. 

There  (lands  the  Heir  behind  you  I  muft  take, 
(Which  I'd  as  lieve  take  as  take  him,  I  fwear.) 

Old  K,  La'  you  •,  do  you  hear't  continued  to  your  Teeth 
now  ? 

A  pox  of  all  fuch  Gregories  ;  what  a  hand 

Have  I  with  you  ?  \_Neice  lets  fall  her  Scarfs 

Sir  Greg.  No  more  i'feck,  I  ha'  done.  Sir  : 
Lady,  your  Scarf's  fall'n  down. 

Neice.  'Tis  but  your  luclc.  Sir, 
And  does  prefage  ihe  Milirefs  muft  fall  fhortly ; 
You  may  wear  it,  and  you  pleafe. 

OUK. 
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Old  IC  There's  a  Trick  for  you. 
You're  parloufly  belov'd,  you  fliould  complain. 

Sir  Greg.  Yes,  when  I  complain.  Sir, 
Then  do  your  word,  there  I'll  deceive  you,  Sir. 

Old  K.  You  are  a  Dolr,  and  fo  I  leave  you,  Sir.  \_Exit. 

Sir  Greg,  Ah  Sirrah,  Miftrefs  were  you  caught,  i*faith? 
We  overheard  you  all    /  muft  not  know 
I  haie  your  Hearty  take  heed  o'  that,'  I  pray, 
I  knew  Tome  Scarf  would  come. 

Neice,  He's  quite  gone  fure : 
Ah  you  bafe  Coxcomb,  couldft  thou  come  again  ? 
And  fo  abus'd  as  thou  waft  ? 

Sir  Greg,  I:  low  ? 

Neice.  T would  ha'  kill'd 
A  fcnfible  Man,  he  would  ha'  gone  t'  his  Chamber 
And  broke  his  Heart,  by  this  time. 

Sir  Greg.  Thank  you  heartily. 

Neice.  Or  fixt  a  naked  Rapier  in  a  Wall, 
Like  him  that  earn'd  his  Knighthood  e'er  he  had  it. 
And  then  refus'd,  upon't  ran  up  to  th'  Hilts. 

^  Sir  Greg.  Yes,  let  him  run  for  me,  I  v/as  never  brought 
up  to't, 

I  never  profefs'd  running  i*  my  Life.  [Vermin, 

Neice.  What  art  thou  made  on  ?  thou  tough  villainous 
Will  nothing  deftroy  thee? 

Sir  Greg,  Yes,  yes,  afTure  yourfelf 
Unkind  Words  may  do  much. 

Neice.  Why,  doft  thou  want  'em  ? 
I've  e'en  confum'd  my  Spleen  to  help  thee  to  'em  : 
Tell  me  what  fort  of  Words  they  be  would  fpeed  thee, 
ril  fee  what  I  can  do  yet. 

Sir  Greg.  I'm  much  (37)  beholding  to  you, 

(37)  behclding  to  Mr.  Se^vcard  propofes  reading,  for  the 

fake  of  Senfe  as  well  as  Meafure,  beholden  :  I  have  not  ventur  ed  to 
alter  the  Text  in  this  Place,  tho'  1  acknowledge  I  have  done  it  in  feve- 
ral  befoie.  It  was  poffibly  the  manner  of  fpeaking  at  that  Time,  as 
in  J/Ps  r.'je//.  Aft  I.  Helena  fays  to  Bertram, 

 Uucas  pretty,  tho"  a  Plague, 

To  fee  him  cvWy  Hour,  to  Jit  and  draixi 
Hii  arched  Brouusy  his  hawking  Eye,  his  Curls,  &c. 
Or  might  it  not  be  in  Imitation  of  the  belt  Writers  of  Aniiq'jify,  who 
fomciimes  ufe  aclivc  Participles  in  a  paflive  Senfe, 

You're 
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YouVe  willing  to  beftow  huge  pains  upon  me. 

JSleice.  I  fhould  account  nothing  too  much  to  rid  thee." 

Sir  Greg,  I  wonder  you'd  not  offer  to  deftroy  me. 
All  th'  while  your  Uncle  was  here.    Neice,  Why  there  thou 
Betray 'ft  thy  Houfe ;  we  of  the  Old-Crafts  were 
Born  to  more  Wit  than  fo. 

Sir  Greg.  I  wear  your  Favour  here. 

Neice.  Would  it  might  rot  thy  Arm  off :  If  thou  knewft 
With  what  contempt  thou  haft  it,  what  Heart's  bitternels. 
How  many  cunning  Curfes  came  along  with't, 
Thou'dft  quake  to  handle  it. 

Sir  Greg.  A  pox,  take't  again  then  ; 
Who'd  be  thus  plagu'd  of  all  Hands  ? 

Neice.  No,  wear't  ftill. 
But  long  I  hope  thou  fhalt  not  ;  'tis  but  caft 
Upon  thee  purpofely  to  ferve  another 
That  has  more 

Right  to't ;  as  in  fome  Countries  they  convey 

Their  Treafure  upon  Afles  to  their  Friends  ; 

If  mine  be  but  fo  wife,  and  apprehenfive. 

As  my  Opinion  gives  him  to  my  Heart,  • 

It  ftays  not  long  on  thy  defertlefs  Arm  ; 

I'll  make  thee,  e'er  I  ha'  done,  not  dare  to  wear 

Any  thing  of  mine,  although  I  give't  thee  freely  ; 

Kifs  it  you  m.ay,  and  make  what  fhew  you  can. 

But  fure  you  carry't  to  a  worthier  Man, 

And  fo  good  morrow  to  you. 

Sir  Gf  eg.  Hu  hum,  ha  hum  > 
I  han't  the  Spirit  now  to  dafh  my  Brains  out. 
Nor  the  Audacity  to  kill  myfelf. 
But  I  could  cry  my  Heart  out  j  that's  as  good. 
For  fo't  be  out,  no  matter  which  way't  comes. 
If  I  can  die  with  a  Fillip,  or  depart 
At  Hot- cockles,  what  is  that  to  any  Man 
If  there  be  fo  much  Death,  that  ferves  my  turn,  there. 
Every  one  knows  the  State  of  his  own  Body  j 
No  Carrion  kills  a  Kite,  but  then  again 
There's  Cheefe  will  choak  a  Daw  i  time  I  were  dead  i'faith. 
If  I  knew  which  way,  without  hurt  or  danger. 
I  am  a  Maiden- Knight,  and  cannot  look 

Upon 
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Upon  a  naked  Weapon  with  any  Modcfty, 
Elfe  'twould  go  hard  with  me ;  and  to  complain 
To  Sir  Perfidious  the  old  Knight  again. 
Were  to  be  more  abus'd  ; 
Perhaps  he'd  beat  me  well,  but  ne*er  believe  me. 

Enter  Cunningham. 

And  few  Men  die  o'  beating,  that  were  loft  too : 
Oh,  here's  my  Friend,  I'll  make  my  moan  to  him. 

Ctin,  I  cannot  (38)  tear  her  Memory  from  my  Heart, 
That  treads  mine  down  ;  was  ever  Man  fo  fool'd 
That  profefs'd  Wit  ? 

Sir  Greg.  O  Cunningham ! 

Cun,  Sir  Gregory^ 
The  Choice,  the  Vi6lor,  the  Town's  happy  Man, 

Sir  Greg.  'Snigs,  What  doft  mean  ?  come  I  to  thee  for 
Comfort, 

And  doft  abufe  me  too  ?  Cun,  Abufc  you  ?  How,  Sir  ? 
With  juftifying  your  Fortune,  and  your  Joys  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Pray  hold  your  Hand,  Sir,  I've  been  bob'd 
enough ; 

You  come  with  a  new  way  now,  ftrike  me  merrily  5 
But  when 

A  Man's  fore  beaten  o'  both  fides  already. 
Then  the  leaft  tap  in  Jeft  goes  to  the  Guts  on  him. 
Wilt  ha'  the  Truth?  I'm  made  the  rankeft  Afs 
That  e'er  was  born  to  Lordfhips. 
Cun,  What?  no,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg,  I  had  not  thought  my  Body  could  a  yielded 
All  thofe  foul  fcurvy  Names  that  ftie  has  call'd  me, 
I  wonder  whence  fhe  fetch'd  *em, 

Cun,  Is  this  credible?  [Uncle; 

Sir  Greg,  (39)  She  pin'd  this  Scarf  upon  me  'fore  her 

(38)   tear  her  Memory  from  my  Heart, 

That  treads  mine  down  ]  Probably,  That  tears  mine  out. 

(39)  She  pin'd  this  Scarf  upon  me  ]  This  is  a  manifell  Untruth, 

for  fhe  never  was  out  of  her  Chamber  from  the  time  of  Sir  Gregorys 
ferenading  her,  to  the  dropping  of  her  Scarf.  What  (hould  hinder  us 
then  from  reading,  to  falve  the  Veracity  of  the  Knight, 

She  palm'd  this  Starf  upon  me'  ■■  ■■ 

VcL,  IX.  T  But 
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But  his  Back  turn'd,  (he  curs'd  me  fo  for  wearing  on't. 
The  very  Brawn  of  mine  Arm  has  ak'd  e'er  fincc  ^ 
Yet  in  a  manner  forc'd  me  to  wear't  ftill, 
But  hop'd  I  fhouki  not  long  \  if  good  Luck  fervft 
I  fhould  meet  one  that  has  more  Wit  and  Worth 
Should  take  it  from  me,  'twas  but  lent  to  me,  . 
And  fent  to  him  for  a  Token. 

Cun.  I  conceit  it,  I  know  the  Man 
That  lies  in  wait  for't ;  part  with't  by  all  means,. 
In  any  cafe,  you  are  way-laid  about  it. 
Sir  Greg,  How  Sir,  way -laid  ? 
Cun.  Pox  of  a  Scarf,  fay  I, 
I  prize  my  Friend's  Life  'bove  a  Million  of  *em  ; 
You  (hall  be  rul'd.  Sir,  1  know  more  than  you. 

Sir  Greg,  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me  be  rid  on't, 
'Las,  'tis  not  for  my  wearing,  fo  fhe  told  me. 

CtiJi.  No,  no,  give  me*t,the  Knave  (hall  mifs  his  purpofe. 
And  you  (hall  live. 

Sir  Greg  1  would  as  long  as  I  could.  Sir. 
Cun  No  more  Replies,  you  (hall.  TJl  prevent  this* 
Tomfey  l"hall  march  without  it. 

Sir  Greg,  What,  is't  he  ? 
My  Man  that  was? 

Cun  Call  him  your  deadly  Enemy ; 
You  give  him  too  fair  a  Name,  you  deal  too  nobly, 
He  bears  a  bloody  Mind,  a  cruel  Foe,  Sir  j 
I  care  not  it  he  heard  me. 

Sir  Greg.  But,  do  you  hear.  Sir  ? 
Can  it  vx>  ith  Reafon  Ibund  (he  (hould  affe^l  him  ? 

Cun  Do  you  talk  of  Reafon  ?  I  ne'er  thought  t'  have 
heard 

Such  a  W ord  come  from  you,  Reafon  in  Love  ? 

Would  you  give  that  no  Do£tor  could  e'er  give  ? 

Has  not  a  Deputy  married  his  Cook-maid  ? 

An  Alderman's  Widow,  one  that  was  her  Turn-broach  ? 

Nay,  has  not  a  great  Lady  brought  her  Stable 

Into  her  Chamber  :  Lay  with  her  Horfe-keeper  ? 

Si^  Greg,  Did  ever  Love  play  fuch  Jades  tricks.  Sir  ? 

Cun.  Oh  thoufands,  thoufands  ; 
Beware  a  fturdy  Clown  e'er  while  you  live,  Sir ; 

There'* 
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There's  like  a  Hufwifry  in  moft  Shires  about  us  5 
You  (hail  ha'  Farmers  Widows  wed  thin  GentlemCn 
Much  like  yourfelf,  but  put  'em  to  no  ftrefs  : 
What  Work  can  they  do^  with  fmall  Trap-ftick  Legs  ^ 
They  keep  Clowns  to  Hop  Gaps  and  drive  in  Pegs, 
A  Drudgery  fit  for  Hinds ;  e'en  back  again.  Sir, 
You're  fafeft  at  returning. 

Sir  Greg.  Think  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Cun,  But  how  came  this  Clown  to  be  call'd  Pompey  firft  ? 
■  Sir  Greg,  Pufli,  one  Goodman  C<£far^  a  Pump- maker, 
kerfen'd  him ; 
Pompey  he  writes  himfelf,  but  his  right  Name's  Pumpey, 
And  ftunk  too  when  I  had  him,  now  he's  crank. 

Cun,  I'm  glad  I  know  fo  much  to  quell  his  Pride,  Sir, 
Walk  you  ftill  that  way  j  I'll  make  ufe  of  this 
To  refolve  all  my  Doubts,  and  place  this  Favour 
On  fome  new  Miftrefs,  only  for  a  try. 
And  if  it  meet  my  Thoughts,  I'll  fwear  'tis  I.  {^Exit, 

Sir  Greg.  Is  Pompey  grown  fo  malepert,  fo  frampel } 
The  only  cutter  about  Ladies  Honours  ? 

Enter  Old  Knight, 

And  his  Blade  fooneft  out. 

Old  K.  Now,  what's  the  News,  Sir  ? 
Sir  Greg.  I  dare  not  fay  but  good,  oh  excellent  good,  Sir. 
OldK.  I  hope  now  you're  refolv'd  ftie  loves  you.  Knight. 
Sir  Greg.  Cuds  me,  what  elfe.  Sir?  that's  not  to  do  now. 
Old  K,  You  would  not  think  how  defperately  you  an- 
ger'd  me. 

When  you  bely'd  her  Goodnefs ;  oh  you  vext  me 
Even  to  a  Pal  fey. 

Sir  Greg,  What  a  thing  was  that.  Sir. 

Enter  Neice. 

Neice,  'Tis,  that  'tis  ; 
As  I  have  hope  of  Sweetnefs,  the  Scarf/s  gone  j 
Worthy  wife  Friend,  I  doat  upon  thy  Cunning, 
We  two  fhall  be  well  match'd,  our  Iffue  Male  fure 
Will  be  born  Counfellors  ;  is't  poflible  ? 
Thou  fhalt  have  another  Token  out  of  hand  for't  5 

T  a  Nay, 
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Nay,  fyice  the  Way's  found,  pity  thou  fhouldft  want, 

i'faith. 

O  my  beiL  Toy  and  deareft. 

OLdK.  Well  faid,  Neice, 
So  violent  'fore  your  Uncle  ?  What  will  you  do 
In  fecret  then  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Marry,  call  me  Slave  and  Rafcal. 

Neice  Your  Scarf  the  Scarf  I  gave  you— — 

Old  K.  Mafs  that's  true,  Neice, 
r  ne'er  thought  upon  that ;  the  Scarf  (he  gave  you — Sir,* 
What,  Dumb  ?  No  Anfwer  from  you  ?  the  Scarf? 

Sir  Greg.  I  was  way -laid  about  it,  my  Life  threatened  ^ 
Life's  Life,  Scarf's  bur  a  Scarf,  and  fo  I  parted  from't. 

Neice,  Unfortunate  Woman  !  My  firft  Favour  too  ? 

Old  K.  Will  you  be  ftill  an  Afs  ?  no  Reconcilement- 
*Twixt  you  and  Wit  ?  Are  you  fo  far  fall'n  out 
You'll  never  come  together  ?  I  tell  you  true, 
Fm  very  lowfily  afham'd  on  you. 
That's-  the  worft  Shame  that  can  be. 
Thus  baiting  on  him,  now  his  Heart's  hook'd  m, 
ril  make  him,  e'er  I  ha'  done,  take  her  with  nothing. 
(40)  1  love  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits  as  life 
Nay  leave,  fweet  Neice,  'tis  but  a  Scarf,  let  it  go. 

Neice.  The  going  of  it  never  grieves  me,  Sir, 
It  is  the  manner,  the  manner  

Sir  Greg.  O  diflembling  Marmafet !  If  I  durft  fpeak. 
Or  could  but  be  believed  when  I  fpeak, 
What  a  Tale  could  I  tell,  to  make  his  Hair  (land 
Upright  now ! 

Neice.  Nay,  Sir,  at  your  Requed  you  fhall  perceive. 
Uncle, 

With  what  renewing  Love  I  forgive  this : 
Here's  a  fair  Diamond,  .  Sir,  I'll  try  how  long 
You  can  keep  that. 

Sir  Greg.  IS"ot  very  long,  you  know't  toa, 

(40)  /  h-v!  a  Man  that  lives  by  his  Wits  alive  \  ]  Tliis  no  doubt 
was  thought  an  Improvement  upon  the  Reading  of  the  two  Folios, 

"viz.  •  hy  his  Wits  alife.    The  fma  l  Additioii  of  a  Letter  is  all  that 

ii  reauired  to  make  ihe  PafTsge  Senfe, 

.  that  lives  hy^  his  Wits  as  /ife. 

Like 
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Like  a  cunning  Witch  as  you  are. 

Neice.  Y'are  bcft  let  him  ha*  that  too. 

Sir  Greg.  So  1  were,  I  think,  there  were  no  living  elfe, 
I  thank  ^ou,  as  you  have  handled  the  Matter. 

Old  K,  Why  this  is  mufical  now,  and  Tuefdaj  next 
Shall  tune  your  Inftruments,  that's  the  Day  fct. 

Neice.  A  Match,  good  Uncle. 

Old  K.  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Oh  very  well,  I'm  for  you. 

Neice,  Whatever  you  hear,  you  know  my  Mind. 

[^Exeunt  Old  Knight  and  Neice, 

Sir  Greg,  4y,  a —  on't,  too  well :  If  I  do  not  wonder 
how  wc  two  fhall  come  together  I'm  a  Bear-  Whelp.  He 
talks  of  Tuejday  next,  as  familiarly  as  rf  we  lov'd  ore 
another  ;  but  'tis  as  unlikely  to  me,  as  'twas  feven  Year 
before  I  faw  her  5  I  Ihall  try  his  Cunning,  it  may  be  he 
has  a  Way  was  never  yet  thougl^t  on,  and  it  had  need  to 
be  fuch  a  one,  for  all  that  1  can  think  on  will  never  do't  i 
I  look  to  have  this  Diamond  taken  from  me  very  fptedily, 
therefore  I'll  take  it  off  o'  my  Finger,  for  if  it  be  fcen,  I 
fliall  be  way-laid  for  that  too.  [^Exit, 


A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E  L 

Enter  Old  Knight  and  Witty-pate. 

Old  K,        H  Torture !  Torture !  Thou  carry'ft  a  Sting 

Vy      i'thy  Tail; 
Thou  never  brought'ft  good  News  i'thy  Life  yet. 
And  that's  an  ill  Qiiality,  leave  it  when  thou  wilt. 

fFiily.  Why,  you  receive  a  Bieffing  the  wrong  way,  Slro 
Call  you  not  this  good  News  to  favc  at  once.  Sir, 
Your  Credit  and  your  Kinfman's  Life  together  ? 
Would  it  not  vex  your  Peace,  and  gaul  your  Worth, 
T'have  one  of  your  Name  hang'd  ? 

Old  K,  Peace,  no  fuch  Wo^s,  Boy. 

JVitty.  Be  thankful  for  the  BleflTmg  of  Prevention  then. 

Old  K,  Let  me  fee, 


Jhere^ 
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There  was  none  hang'd  out  of  our  Houfe  CinctBruU^ 
I  ha'  fearch'd  both  Sicw,  and  HoUingJhead, 
mtty.  O  Sir. 

Old  K.  (4O  I'll  fee  what  Polycbronicon  fays  anon  too, 
'Twas  a  rniraculous  Fortune  that  I  heard  on't. 

Old  K,  I  would  thoud*fl  never  heard  on't.^ 

Witty.  That's  true  too, 
So  it  had  ne'er  been  done  ;  to  fee  the  Luck  on't. 
He  was  ev'n  brought  to  Jufticc  Aurum^s  Threfhold, 
There  had  flown  forth  a  Mittimus  ftraight  for  Newgate  5 
And  note  the  Fortune  too.  SefTions  a  Tlourfday^ 
(42)  Jury  cull'd  out  a  Friday^  Judgment  a  Saturday ^ 
Dungeon  a  Sunday^  Tyburn  a  Monday, 
Mifery's  quotidian  Ague,  when't  begins  once, 
Every  Day  pulls  him,  'till  he  pull  his  laft. 

Old  K,  No  more,  I  fay,  'tis  an  ill  Theme  j  where  left 
you  him  ? 

Witty.  He's  in  the  Conftable's  Hands  below  i'th'Half, 
Sir, 

poor  Gentleman,  and  his  Accufer  with  him. 

OldK.  What's  he?  [too. 
Witty,  A  Judge's  Son  'tis  thought,  fo  much  the  worfe 

He'Jl  iiang  his  Enemy,  and't  fhall  coft  him  nothing. 

That's  a  great  Privilege. 
OldK.  Within  there. 

(41)  r/l fee  ivhat  Polychronicdn  fays  anon  too.']  By  Polychronicon 
he  means  one  Higden  a  Monk  of  Chefiery  who  wrote  a  large  Volume 
of  Hifiory  under  that  Tide.  Brady ^  in  .the  Catalogue  of  Writers 
from  whom  he  compiled  his  Hiftory  of  Englandy  gives  us  this  Account 
of  him  :      Rannlphus  Cejirenjis  had  the  Reputation  of  an  indulbious 

and  diligent  Writer  by  our  Anceftors,  efpecially  Leland.  He  wro:e 
"  from  the  Beginning  of  Things,  and  brought  down  his  Hiftory 

{Latin)  to  the  End  of  £/w«r^  the  Third's  Reign  1377,  or  per- 
"  haps  only  to  the  Year  1344,  as  Mr.  Selden  Obferves.''  As  the  Poly- 
chronicon  is  a  Book  not  to  be  met  with  every  where,  I  will  give  my 
Reader  a  Specimen  of  our  Ranalphus^  Indujlry  and  Diligence  from  the 
Tranflationof  his  latinWoikhy  oi\e  de  Tretifa.  InBook  the  firft,  tho' 
I  can't  name  the  Page  or  the  Chapter,  he  gives  this  Defcription  of  the 
Sicilian  Cicada.  Cicades  Bmds  that  f.ngen  uoell,  in  the  bejl  ix^ife^ 
find  they  haue  a  Pipe  open  under  their  Throaty  and fingen  better  when 
dead  than  while  they  be  alive,  therefore  Herdes  of  that  Londe  bihede 
them  to  have  the  fweeter  Song. 

{42)  Jury  caird  out  ]    No  Copy  but  that jof  171 1  reads  fo. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  Sir?  % 

OldK.  Call  up  the  Folks  i\V  Hall.  I  had  fuchHopc 
on  him. 

For  a  Scholar  too,  a  Thing  thou  ne'er  waft  fit  for. 

Therefore  ereded  all  my  J -  ys  in  him. 

Got  a  IVelch  Benefice  in  Reverfion  for  him. 

Dean  of  Cardigan,  he  has  his  Grace  already. 

He  can  marry  and  bury. 

Yet  ne'er  a  Hair  on's  Face, 

Enter  Credulous,  Sir  Ruinous  {as  a  Conftalle)  ind 
Lady  Gentry,  as  a  Man, 
Like  a  French  Vicar, 

And  does  he  bring  fuch  Fruits  to  Town  with  him  ? 
A  Thief  at  his  firft  lighting  ?  Oh  good  den  to  you. 

JVitty.  N2Ly^  fweet  Sir,  you're  fo  vext  now,  you  will 
grieve  him. 
And  hurt  yourfelf. 

Old  K,  Away,  I'll  hear  no  Counfel ; 
Come  you  but  once  in  feven  Year  to  your  Urcl% 
And  at  that  time  muft  you  be  brought  home  too? 
And  by  a  Conftabie  ? 
t  mtty.  Oh  fpeak  low.  Sir, 
Remember  your  own  Credit,  you  profefs 
You  love  a  Man  o*  Wit,  begin  at  home.  Sir, 
Exprefs  it  i'yourfelF. 

Lady.  Nay,  Mafter  Conftabie, 
Shew  yourfelf  a  wife  Man,  'gainft  your  Nature  too. 

Ruin,  Sir,  no  Difti-poridgement,  we  have  brought  heme 
As  good  Men  as  ye. 

Old  K,  Out,  a  North-Britain  Conftabie,  that  Tor  guc 
Will  publifti  all,  it  fpeaks  fo  broad  already  5 
Are  you  the  Gentleman  ? 

L.  Ruin,  The  unfortunate  one.  Sir, 
That  fell  into  the  Power  of  mercilefs  Thieves, 
,  Whereof  this  Fellow,  whom  I'd  call  your  Kinfman 
As  little  as  I  could,  for  the  fair  Reverence 
I  owe  to  Fame  and  Years,  was  the  prime  Villain. 

QU  K.  A  wicked  Prime.  • 

T  4  If^itty. 
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JVitty,  Nay,  not  fo  loud,  fweet  Father. 

Z.  Ruin,  The  reft  are  fled,  but  I  fliall  meet  with  *em. 
Hang  one  of  'em  I  will  certain,  I  ha*  fwore  it. 
And  ^twas  my  Luck  to  light  upon  this  firft. 

Old  K,  A  Cambridge  Man  for  this  ?  thefc  your  De- 
grees, Sir? 

Nine  Years  at  Univerfity  for  this  Fellowfhip  ? 

Witty,  Take  your  Voice  lower,  dear  Sir. 

Old  K.  What's  your  Lofs,  Sir? 

L.  Ruin,  That  which 
Offends  me  to  repeat ;  the  Mony's  whole.  Sir, 
*Tis  in  the  Conftable's  Hands  there,  a  feal'd  hundred. 
But  I  will  not  receive't. 

Old  K.  No  ?  not  the  Mony,  Sir, 
Having  confeft  'tis  all  ? 

L,  Ruin,  Tis  all  the  Mony,  Sir, 
But  'tis  not  all  I  loft ;  for  when  they  bound  me, 
They  took  a  Diamond  hung  at  my  Shirt  String, 
Which  fear  of  Life  made  me  forget  to  hide ; 
It  being  the  fparkling  Witnefs  of  a  Contradt 
'Twixt  a  great  Lawyer's  Daughter  and  myfclf. 

Witty.  I  told  you  what  he  was  :   What  does  the 
Diamond 
Concern  my  Co u fin,  Sir  ? 

L,  Ruin,  No  more  did  th'  Mony, 
But  he  ftiall  anfwer  all  now. 

TVitty.  There's  your  Confcience, 
It  fhews  from  whence  you  fprung. 

L.  Ruin.  Sprung?  1  had  leapt  a  Thief, 
Had  I  leapt  fome  of  your  Alliance. 

Witty,  Slave  ! 

L,  Ruin.  You  prevent  me  ftilh 

Old.  K.  'Slid,  Son,  are  you  mad  ? 

L,  Ruin.  Come,  come,  Til  take  a  legal  Coorfe.  [Sir? 

Old  K.  Will  you  undo  us  all  ?  What's  your  Demand, 
Now  we're  in's  Danger  too. 

L.  Ruin.  A  hundred  Mark,  Sir, 
I  will  not  bate  a  Doit. 

Witty.  A  hundred  Rafcals. 


L,  Ruin, 
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i.  Rdn.  Sir,  fiad  'em  out  in  your  own  Blood,  and 
take  'em; 

Witty.  Go  take  your  Courfe,  follow  the  Law,  and 
fpare  not. 

Old  K.  Does  Fury  make  you  drunk  ?  Know  you  what 
you  fay  ? 

fFitfy.  A  hundred  Dogs-dungs,  do  your  worft.  0/d 
You  do, 

I'm  fure :  Who  is  loud  now  ?  Witty.  What,  his  own  asking  ? 
Old  K,  Not  in  fuch  a  Cafe  ? 

Witty,  You  fhall  have  but  threefcore  Pound,  fpite  a 
your  .Teeth  ; 
rU  fee  you  hang'd  firft. 

OldK,  And  what's  feven  pound  more,  Man, 
That  all  this  Coil's  about  ?  ftay,  I  fay,  he  fhall  ha't. 
Witty.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what  you  pleafc 
with  it ; 

Pardon  my  Zeal,  I  would  ha'  fav'd  you  Mony ; 
Give  him  all  his  own  asking  ? 

Old  K.  What's  that  to  you.  Sir  ? 
Be  fparing  of  your  own,  teach  me  to  pinch 
In  fuch  a  Cafe  as  this  ?  go,  go,  live  by  your  Wits,  go. 

Witty.  I  pradtife  all  I  can. 

Old  K,  Follow  you  me,  Sir, 
And,  Mafter  Conftable,  come  from  the  Knave, 
And  be  a  Witnefs  of  full  Recompence. 

Witty.  Pray  flop  the  Conftablc's  Mouth,  what  e'er  you 
do,  Sir. 

Old  K.  Yet  again  ? 
As  if  1  meant  not  to  do  that  myfelf. 
Without  your  Counfel  ?  As  for  you,  precious  Kinfman, 
Your  firft  Year's  Fruits  in  Wales  lhall  go  to  rack  •,  for  this 
You  lie  not  in  my  Houfe,  I'll  pack  you  out. 
And  pay  for  your  Lodging  rather. 

[Exeunt  Knight^  Ruin,  and  Lady, 

Witty.  Oh  fie,  Coufin, 
Thefe  are  ill  Courfes,  you  a  Scholar  too. 

Cred.  I  was  drawn  into't  mod  unfortunately, 
By  filthy  debofht  Company, 

Witty,  J,  I,  I. 

'Tis 
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*Tis  even  the  fpoil  of  all  our  Youth  in  England^ 
What  were  they,  Gentlemen  ? 

Cred.  Faith  fo  like  fome  of  'em. 
They  were  ev'n  the  worfe  again. 

JVitty.  Hum. 

Cred,  Great  Tobacco-whiffers, 
They  would  go  near  to  rob  with  a  Pipe  in  their  Mouths. 

Witty.  What,  no  ? 

Cred.  Faith  leave  it  Coufin,  becaufe  Rafcals  ufe  it. 
Witty.  So  they  do  Meat  and  Drink ;  muft  worthy^ 
Gentlemen 

Refrain  their  Food  for  that  ?  an  honed  Man 

May  eat  of  the  fame  Pig  fome  Parfon  dines  with, 

A  Lawyer  and  a  Fool  feed  of  one  Woodcock, 

Yet  one  ne'er  th'  fimpler,  t'other  ne'er  the  wifer  ; 

'Tis  not  Meat,  Driiik,  or  Smoak,  Difh,  Cup,  or  Pipe, 

Co-operates  to  th*  making  of  a  Knave, 

'Tis  the  Condition  makes  a  Slave,  a  Slave, 

There's  London  Philofophy  for  you  ;  I  tell  you  Coufm, 

You  cannot  be  too  cautelous,  nice,  or  dainty, 

In  your  Society  here,  efpecially 

When  you  come  raw  from  th'  Univerfity, 

Before  the  World  has  hard'ned  you  a  little  ; 

For  as  a  butter'd  Loaf  is  a  Scholar's  Breakfaft  there. 

So  a  poacht  Scholar  is  a  Cheater's  Dinner  here  ; 

I  ha'  known  fevcn  of 'em  fupt  up  at  a  Meal. 

Cred,  Why  a  poacht  Scholar? 

iVitty.  'Caufe  he  pours  himfelf  forth. 
And  all  his  Secrets,  at  the  firfl;  Acquaintance  ; 
Never  fo  crafty  to  be  eat  i'th'  Shell, 
But  is  out-ftript  of  all  he  has  at  firft. 
And  goes  down  glib,  he's  fwallow'd  with  fharp  Wit, 
Stead  of  Wine  Vinegar. 

Cred.  I  fhal]  think,  Coufin, 
O'  your  poacht  Scholar,  while  I  live. 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser,  Mafter  Credulous y 
Your  Uncle  wills  you  to  forbear  the  Houfe  ; 
You  muft  with  me,  I'm  charg'd  to  fee  you  plac'd 

In 
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In  fome  new  Lodging  about  Thieving-Lane. 

What  the  Conceit's  1  know  not,  but  he  commands  you 

To  be  feen  here  no  more,  'till  you  hear  further. 

Cred.  Here's  a  ftrange  welcome.  Sir. 

fVit,  This  is  the  World,  Coufin, 
W^hen  a  Man's  Fame's  once  poifon'd ;  fare  thee  well,  Lad, 

\^Exit  Credulous  Servant. 
This  is  the  happieft  Cheat  I  e'er  claim'd  Share  in. 
It  has  a  two-fold  Fortune,  gets  me  Coin, 
And  puts  him  out  of  Grace,  that  flood  between  me. 
My  Father's  Cambridge  Jewel,  much  fufpeded 
To  be  his  Heir,  now  there's  a  Bar  in's  hopes. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Lady  Gentry. 

Ruin,  It  chinks,  make  hafte. 
Lady,  The  Goat  at  Smithfield  Fens, 

Banter  Cunningham. 

Wit.  Zo,  zo,  zufficient.    Mafter  Cunningham  ? 
I  never  have  ill  luck  when  I  meet  a  Wit. 

Cun,  A  Wit's  better  to  meet,  than  to  follow,  then. 
For  I  ha'  none  fo  good  I  can  commend  yet  ; 
But  commonly  Men  unfort'nate  to  themfelves. 
Are  luckieft  to  their  Friends,  and  fo  may  I  be. 

Witty,  I  run  o'er  fo  mnch  Worth,  going  but  in  hafie 
from  you. 

All  my  deliberate  Friendfliip  cannot  equal. 

Cun.  'Tis  but  to  (hew,  that  you  can  place  fometimes 

Enter  Mirabell. 

Your  Modefty  a-top  of  all  your  Virtues.        {Exit  Wit. 
This  Gentleman  may  pleafure  me  yet  again  j 
I  am  fo  haunted,  with  this  broad-brim'd  Hat 
Of  the  laft  progrefs  Block,  with  the  young  Hat-band, 
Made  for  a  fucking  Devil  of  two  Years  old, 
I  know  not  where  to  turn  tpyfelf. 
Mir,  Sir  ! 

Cun,  More  Torture  ? 

Mir,  Tis  rumour'd  that  you  love  me, 

Cun,  O'  my  troth  Gentlewoman, 

Rumour'g 
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Rumour's  as  falfe  a  Knave  as  ever  pift  then, 

pray  tell  him  fo  from  me  ;  I  cannot  feign 

With  a  fweet  Gentlewoman,  1  mud  deal  downright; 

Mir.  1  heard,  though  you  diflembled  with  my  Aunt,  Sir, 
And  that  makes  me  more  confident. 

Cun,  There's  no  Falfliood, 
But  pays  us  our  own  fome  way  ;  I  confefs 
I  fcign'd  with  her,  'twas  for  a  weightier  Purpofe, 
But  not  with  thee,  I  fwear. 

Mir,  Nor  I  with  you  then  ; 
Although  my  Aunt  enjoin'd  me  to  diflemble 
To  right  her  Spleen,  I  love  you  faithfully. 

Cun,  'Slight,  this  is  worfe  than  *twas, 

Mir,  I  find  fuch  Worth  in  you, 
I  cannot,  nay  I  dare  not  d^liy  with  you. 
For  fear  the  Flame  con  fume  me. 

Cun.  Here's  frefh  trouble  ; 
This  drives  me  to  my  Confciencc,  for  'tis  foul 
To  injure  one  that  deals  direflly  with  me. 

Mir,  I  crave  but  fuch  a  Truth  from  your  Love,  Sir, 
As  mine  brings  you,  and  that's  proportionable. 

Cun.  A  good  Geometrician,  'fhrew  my  Heart ;  ^ 
Why  are  you  out  o'  your  Wits,  pretty  plump  Gentle-^ 
woman, 

You  talk  fo  defperately  ?  *tis  a  great  Happinefs, 
Love  has  made  one  on's  wifer  than  thq  other. 
We  fliould  be  both  cafl:  away  elfe  5 
Yet  1  love  Gratitude,  I  muft  requite  you, 

I  fhall  be  fick  elfe ;  but  to  give  you  me  

A  thing  you  mud  not  take,  if  you  mean  to  live, 

F^or  a'my  troth  \  hardly  can  myfelf ; 

No  wife  Phyfician  will  prefcribe  me  for  you. 

Alas,  your  State's  wtrak,  you  had  need  of  Cordials, 

Some  rich  Eleduary,  made  of  a  Son  and  Heir, 

An  elder  Brother,  in  a  Cullifle,  whole  ; 

'T  mud  be  fome  wealthy  Gregory boil'd  to  a  Jelly, 

That  mufl  redore  you  to  the  State  of  new  Gowns, 

French  Ruffs,  and  mutable  Head-tires. 

Mir,  Bur,  where  is  he.  Sir  ^. 
One  that's  fo  rich  will  ne'er  wed  me  with  nothing. 
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Cun.  Then  fee  thy  Confcience,  and  thy  Wit  together  ; 
i  Would'ft  thou  have  me  then,  that  have  nothing  neither  ? 
What  fay  you  to  Fop  Gregory  the  firft,  yonder  ? 
Will  you  acknowledge  your  Time  amply  recompenc'd  ? 
Full  Satisfadlion  upon  Love's  Record  ? 
Without  any  more  Suit,  if  I  combine  you  ? 

Mir  Yes,  by  this  honeft  Kifs. 

Cun,  You're  a  wife  Client 
To  pay  your  Fee  before- hand,  but  all  do  fo  ; 
You  know  the  word  already,  that's  the  beft  too. 

Mir,  I  know  he  is  a  Fool. 

.  Cun.  You're  fhrewdly-  hurt  then  j 
This  is  your  Comfort,  y€ur  great,  wifcft  Women 
Pick  their  firft  Husband  ftill  out  of  that  Houfe, 
And  fome  will  have  'em  to  chufe,  if  they  bury  twenty. 

Mir,  I'm  of  thtir  Minds,  that  like  him  for  a  Husband 
To  run  Youths  Race  with,  it  is  very  pleafant  ; 
But  when  I'm  old,  I'd  always  wifti  for  a  wifer. 

Cun.  You  may  have  me  by  that  time :  For  this  firft 
Bufinefs-, 
Reft  upon  my  Performance. 

Mir.  With  alJ  thankfulnefj. 

Cun.  I  have  a  Projed:  you  muft  aid  me  in  too. 

Mir,  You  bind  me  to  all  lawful  Adtion,  Sir. 

Cun^.  Pray  wear  this  Scarfe  about  you. 

Mir,  I  conjedure  now  

Cun.  There's  a  Court  Principle  for't. 
One  Office  muft  heJp  another ; . 
As  for  Example,  for  your  caft  o'  Manchits 
Out  o'th'  Pantry, 

ril  allow  you  a  Goofc  out  of  the  Kitchin. 

Mir.  'Tis  very  fociably  done.  Sir,  farewel  Performance^ 
I  ftiall  be  bold  to  call  you  fo, 

Cun,  Do,  fweet  Confidence, 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

If  I  can  match  now  my  two  broad-brim*d  Hats— 
'Tis  he,  I  know  the  Maggot  by  his  Head, 
Now  fhall  I  learn  News  of  him;  my  precious  Chief. 
Sir  Greg,  I  have  been  feeking  for.  you  iW  Bowling- 
Green,  Enquired 
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Enquired  at  Net  tie  tori's  and  Anthony\  Ordinary  % 

*r  has  vext  me  to  th'  Heart, 

Look,  I've  a  Diamond  here,  and  it  can't  find 

A  Mailer.  Cim.  No  ?  that's  hard  i'faith.  Sir  Greg,  It  does 

Belong  to  fome  Body  ;  a  upon  him, 

I  would  he  had't,  does  but  trouble  me. 
And  fhe  that  fent  it,  is  fo  wafpifli  too. 
There's  no  returning  to  her  'cill't  be  gone. 

Cun.  Oh,  ho,  ah  Sirrah,  are  you  come  ? 

Sir  Greg.  What's  that,  Friend  ? 

Cun.  Do  you  note  that  Corner  fparkle  ? 

SirGreg^  Which?  Which?  Which,  Sir? 

Cun.  At  the  (43}  Weft  End  o'th*  Collet. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  I  fee't  now. 

Cun.  'Tis  an  apparent  Mark  ;  this  is  the  Stone,  Sir, 
That  fo  much  Blood  is  threatned  to  be  fhed  for. 

Sir  Greg.  I  pray  r- 

Cun.  2L  Tun  at  leaft. 

Sir  Greg.  They  muft  not  find't  i'me  then,  they  muft 
Go  where  'tis  to  be  had. 

Cun.  'Tis  well  it  came  to  my  Hands  firft,  Sir  Gregory^ 
1  know  where  this  muft  go. 

Sir  Greg.  Am  I  difcharg'd  on't  ? 

Cun.  My  Life  for  yours  now.  [Draws. 

Sir  Greg.  What  now  ? 

Cun.  'Tis  Difcretion,  Sir, 
ril  ftand  upon  my  Guard  all  th'  while  I  ha't. 

Sir  Greg.  'Troth  thou  tak'ft  too  much  Danger  on  thee 
ftill. 

To  preferve  me  alive. 

Cun.  'Tis  a  Friend's  Duty,  Sir. 
Nay,  by  a  Toy  that  I've  late  thought  upon, 
I'll  undertake  to  get  your  Miftrefs  for  you. 

Sir  Greg,  Thou  wilt  not?  wilt? 

Cun.  Contradl  her  by  a  Trick,  Sir, 
When  flie  leaft  thinks  on't. 

(43)   Coller  ]   There  only  wants  the  Change 

of  a  Letter,  to  make  this  Paffage  run  like  the  Original,  viz.  — o't6' 
Collet.     i.  Btryl  or  Socket  in  which  the  Diamond  was  fet. 

Sir  Greg. 
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Sir  Greg.  There's  the  right  way  to*t. 
For  if  fhe  think  on*t  once,  fhe'li  never  do*t. 

Cun.  She  does  abufe  you  ftill  then  ? 

Sir  Greg,   damnably, 

Every  time  worfe  than  other  ;  yet  her  Uncle 
Thinks  the  Day  holds  a  Tuefday  ;  fay  it  did,  Sir, 
She's  fo  familiarly  us'd  to  call  me  Rafcal, 
She'll  quite  forget  to  wed  me  by  my  own  Name, 
And  then  that  Marriage  cannot  hold  in  Law,  you  know. 

Cun.  Will  you  leave  all  to  me? 

Sir  Greg,  Who  fhould  I  leave  it  to  ? 

Cun.  'Tis  our  luck  to  love  Neices  ;  I  love  a  Neice  too. 

Sir  Greg,  I  would  you  did  i'faith. 

Cun.  But  mine's  a  kind  Wretch. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay  marry.  Sir,  I  would  mine  were  fo  too. 

Cun.  No  Rafcal  comes  in  her  Mouth.  Sir  Greg.  Troth, 
and  mine 

Has  little  elfe  in  hers.    Cun.  Mine  fends  me  Tokens, 
All  the  World  knows  not  on. 

Sir  Greg.  Mine  gives  me  Tokens  too,  very  fine  Tokens, 
But  I  dare  not  wear  'em. 

Cun.  Mine's  kind  in  (ccret. 

Sir  Greg,  And  there  mine's  a  Hell-cat. 

Cun.  We  have  a  Day  fet  too. 

Sir  Greg,  *Slid,  fo  have  we  Man, 
But  there's  no  fign  of  ever  coming  together. 

Cun.  I'll  tell  thee  who  it  is ;  th'  old  Woman's  Neice. 

Sir  Greg.  Is't  flie  ? 

Cun.  I  would  your  luck  had  been  no  worfe  for  Mildneis  j 
But  mum,  no  more  Words  of  it  to  your  Lady. 
Sir  Greg,  Foh  ! 

Cun.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me. 

Sir  Greg,  None  of  our  Blood 
Were  ever  Bablers. 

Cun.  Prithee  convey  this  Letter  to  her. 
But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  Miftrefs  fcc*t. 

Sir  Greg,  Yet  again.  Sir  ? 

Cun,  There  is  a  Jewel  in'f, 
The  very  Arc  would  make  her  doat  upon't. 

Sir  Greg,  Say  you  fo  ? 

And 
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And  flie  fliall  fee  it  for  that  trick  only. 

Cun.  Remember  but  your  Miftrefs,  and  all's  well. 

Sir  Greg,  Nay,  if  I  do  not,  hang  me.  [Exit, 

Cun.  I  believe  you  *, 
This  is  the  only  way  to  return  a  Token :  [trary.' 
I  know  he  will  do't  now,  'caufe  he's  charg'd  to  th'  con- 
He's  the  neareft  kin  to  a  Woman,  of  a  thing 
Made  without  Subftance,  that  a  Man  can  find  again  ; 
Some  Petticoat  begot  him,  I'll  be  whipt  eifc, 
Engcndring  (44)  with  an  old  Pair  of  pain'd  Hole,  • 
Lying  in  iome  hot  Chamber  o'er  the  Kitchen, 
Tne  Very  Steam  bred  him. 
He  never  grew  where  Rem  in  Re  e'er  came ; 
The  Generation  of  a  hundred  fuch 
Cannot  make  a  Man  liand  in  a  white  Sheet, 
For  'tis  no  Act  in  Law  ;  nor  can  a  Conftabic 
Pick  out  a  Bawdy  Bufinefs  for  Bridewell  in't  j 

Enter  Clown  {as  a  Gallant,) - 

A  lamentable  Cafe! 

He's  got  with  a  Man's  Urine,  like  a  Mandrake. 
How  now  ?  Ha  ?  What  prodigious  Bravery's  this  ? 
A  mod  prepofterous  Gallant,  th'  Doublet  fits 
As  if  it  mock'd  the  Breeches. 
Clown.  Save  you.  Sir. 

Cun.  H'as  put  his  Tongue  in  the  fine  Suit  of  Words  too, 
Clozvn.  How  does  the  Party  ?    Cun,  Takes  me  for  a 
Scrivener. 

Which  of  the  Parties  ? 
Clown.  Hum, 

Simplicity  betide  thee  I  would  fain 

Hear  of  the  Party  ;  Pd  be  loath  to  go 

Farther  with  her  ; 

Honour  is  not  a  thing  to  be  dallied  withal. 
No  more  is  Reputation,  no  nor  Fame, 
1  take  it, 

I  muft  not  havelier  wrong'd  when  Pm  abroad 
My  Party  is  not.  Sir,  to  be  compell'd 


(44)  —  'u.i/h  an  aid  Fair  of  caun'd  Bcfti\  Probably  pain"  J  Hofe. 

With 
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With  any  Party  in  an  oblique  way  ; 
'Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  Women  ; 
May  prove  a  Lady  too,  but  (hall  be  namelefs, 
I'JJ  bite  my  Tongue  out,  e'er  it  prove  a  Traitor, 

Cun,  Upon  my  Life  I  kriow  her. 

Clown,  Not  by  me,  ♦ 
Know  what  you  can,  talk  a  whole  Day  with  mr, 
Y'are  ne*er  the  wifer,  fhe  comes  not  from  thefe  Lips. 

Cun.  The  old  Knight's  Neice.  [him.- 

Clown.  'Slid  he  has  got  her.  Pox  of  his  Heart  that  told 
Can  nothing  be  kept  fecret  ?  Let  me  entreat  you 
To  ufe  her  Name  as  little  as  you  can,  though. 

Cm,  '  Twill  be  fmall  Pleafure,  Sir,  to  ufc  her  Name. 

Clown,  I  had  Intelligence  in  my  folemn  Walks, 
'Twixt  Paddington  and  Pancridge^  of  a  Scarf 
Sent  for  a  Token,  and  a  Jewel  follow'd. 
But  I  acknowledge  not  the  Receipt  of  any  ; 
Howe'er  'tis  carried,  believe  me.  Sir, 
Upon  my  Reputation  I  received  none. 

Cun.  What,  neither  Scarf  nor  Jewel  ? 

Clown.  'T would  be  feen 
Somewhere  about  me,  you  may  well  think  that, 
I  have  an  Arm  for  a  Scarf,  as  others  have. 
An  Ear  to  hang  a  Jewel  too,  and  that's  more 
Than  fome  Men  have,  my  Betters  a  great  deal ; 
I  muft  have  Reftitution  where-e*er  it  lights. 

Cun.  And  Reafon  good. 

Clown,  For  all  thefe  Tokens,  Sir, 
Pafs  i'  my  Name. 

Cun,  It  can't  be  otherwife. 

Clown.  Sent  to  a  worthy  Friend. 

Cun.  Ay,  that's  to  thee. 

Clown.  l*m  wrong'd  under  that  Title; 

Cun.  I  dare  fwear  thou  art ; 
*Tis  nothing  but  Sir  Gregory'^  Circumvention, 
His  envious  Spite,  when  thou'rt  at  Paddington^ 
He  meets  the  Gifts  at  Pancridge. 

Clown.  Ah  falfe  Knight ! 
Falfc  both  to  Honour,  and  the  Law  of  Arms. 

Cun.  What  wilt  thou  fay  if  I  be  reveng'd  for  thee 

Vol.  IX.  •  .  U  Thou 

I 
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Thou  fir  as  Witnefs  ? 

Clown,  1  fhould  laugh  in  State  then. 

Cun,  I'll  tob  him,  here's  my  Hand, 

Clown,  I  fhali  be  as  glad  as  any  Man  alive,  to  fee  him 
well  fob*d,  Sir  j  but  now  you  talk  of  fobbing,  1  wonder 
the  Lady  fends  not  for  me  according  to  Promife.  I  ha* 
kept  out  o'  Town  thefe  two  Days,  a  purpofe  to  be  fent 
for;  1  am  almoft  ftarv'd  with  walking. 

Cun  Walking  gets  Men  a  Stomach. 

Clown.  Tis  moil  true,  bir,  I  may  fpeak  it  by  Experi- 
ence, for  1  ha'  got  a  Stomach  fix  times,  and  loft  it  again, 
as  often  as  a  Traveller  from  Chelfea  lhail  iofe  the  fight  of 
Paids^  and  get  it  again. 

Qj.n,  Go  to  her,  Man. 

Clczvn,  Not  for  a  Million ;  enfringemy  Oath  ?  There's  a 
Toy  caird  a  Vow  has  paft  between  us,  a  poor  trifle.  Sir  : 
Pray  do  me  the  Part  and  Office  of  a  Gentleman  ;  it  you 
chance  to  meet  a  Footman  by  the  way,  in  Orange 
tawny  Ribbands,  running  before  an  empty  Coach,  with 
a  Buzzard  i'ch'  Poop  on't,  direct  him  and  his  Horfes 
toward  the  new  River  by  IJlington^  there  they  fhall 
have  me  looking  upon  the  Pipes,  and  whittling. 

{Exit  Clown. 

Cun,  A  very  good  Note ;  this  Love  makes  us  all 
Monkies, 

But  to  my  Work:  Scarf  firft  ?  And  now  a  Diamond? 
Thefe  fhould  be  fure  Signs  of  her  Affedion's  Truth, 
Yet  PlI  go  forward  with  my  furer  Proof.  [£x/V. 

Enter  Neicc  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Neice.  h\  poffible  ?    Sir  Greg.  Nay,  here's  his  Let- 
ter too. 

There's  a  fire  Jewel  in*t,  therefore  I  brought  it  you. 

Neice.  You  tedious  Mongril !  Is  it  not  enough 
To  grace  thee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  Hand, 
A  thing  which  makes  me  almoll  fick  to  do. 
But  you  muft  talk  too  ? 

Sir  Greg.  I  ha*  done. 

Niice.  Fall  back. 
Yet  backer,  backer  yet,  you  unmannerly  Puppy, 

Do 
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Do  you  not  fee  I'm  going  about  to  read  it  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Nay,  thefe  are  golden  D  lys,  now  I  (lay  by't  \ 
She  once  was  wont  not  to  endure  me  in 
Her  Sight  at  all,  the  World  mends,  I  fee  that. 

Ne'ice.  What  an  ambiguous  Superfcription's  here  ! 
fT 9  the  heft  of  Neices, 

Why  that  Title  may  be  mine,  and  more  th:m  her's: 
Sure  I  much  wrong  the  neatnefs  of  his  Art ; 
'Tis  certain  fent  to  me,  and  to  requite. 
My  Cunning  in  the  carriage  of  my  Tokens, 
Us'd  the  fame  Fop  for  his. 

SirGteg.  She  nodded  now  to  me,  'twill  come  in  time. 

I^leice,  What's  here  ?  An  entire  Ruby^  cut  into  a  Heart, 
And  this  the  Word,  Iftud  Amoris  o^us  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Yes,  yes, 
I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  Love's  the  bed  Stone-cutter* 

Neice.  Why  thou  fancy  Iflue  of  feme  travelling  Sow- 
gelder. 

What  makes  Love  in  thy  Mouth  ?  Is  it  a  Thing 

That  ever  will  concern  thee  ?  1  do  wonder 

How  thou  dar'ft  think  on't  ?  Haft  thou  ever  hope 

To  come  i'  the  fame  Room  where  Lovers  arc. 

And  'fcape  unbrain'd  with  one  of  their  Velvet  Slippers  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Love  Tricks  break  out  I  fee,  and  you  talk  once 
ot  Slippers, 
It  is  not  far  off  to  Bed-time. 

Neice,  Is  it  poflible  thou  canft  laugh  yet  ? 
I  would  ha'  undertook  to  ha'  kill'd  a  Spider 
With  lefs  Venom  far,  ^han  I  have  fpit  at  thee. 

Sir  Greg,  You  muft  conceive, 
A  Knight's  another  manner  a  piece  of  FJefh, 

Neice.  Back,  Owl's  Face. 

imthin.-]  Old  K,  Do,  do, 

Neice,  *Tis  my  Uncle's  Voice,  that. 
Why  keep  you  fo  far  off.  Sir  Gregory  ? 
Are  you  afraid.  Sir,  to  come  near  your  Mlftrefs  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Is  the  proud  Heart  come  dov/n  ?  1  lookt  for 
this  ftilJ. 

Ndce.  He  comes  not  this  way  yet :  Away,  you  Dog- 
whelp, 

U  a  Would 
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Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  though  I  faid  fo  ? 

I'll  make  you  underftand  my  Mind  in  time  ; 

(45)  V^ou're  running  in  greedily,  like  a  Hound  to  his 

Breakfaft, 

Tha:  chops  in  Head  and  all  to  beguile  his  Fellows  \ 
I'm  to  be  eaten,  Sir,  with  Grace  and  Leifure, 
Behaviour  and  Dilcourfe,  things  that  ne'er  trouble  you  ; 
Aher  I  have  pelted  you  fufficiently, 
I  tro  you'll  learn  more  Manners.  Sir  Greg.  I  am  wondring 
Still  when  VvTc  two  rtiall  come  together.  Tuefdafs 
At  hand,  but  I'm  as  far  off,  as  I  was 
At  firft,  1  fwear. 

Enter  Guard ianefs. 

Guard.  Now  Cunnirighani,  I'll  be  reveng'd  at  large : 
Lady,  what  was  but  all  this  while  Sufpicion, 
Is  Truth  full  blown  now,  my  Neice  wears  your  Scarf. 

Neice.  Ha  ? 

Guard.  Do  but  follow  me,  I'll  place  you  inftantly 
Where  you  fhall  fee  her  courted  by  this  Cunningham, 

Neice.  1  go  with  greedintrfs  5  we  loi^g  for  things 
^That  break  our  Hearts  fomecimes,  there's  Pleafure's  Mifery^ 

\_Exeunt  Neice  and  Guardianefs. 
Sir  Greg.  Where  are  thofe  Gad-flies  going  ?   To  fome 
Junket  now  j 

(46)  That  fame  old  Humlle-bee  toles  th'  young  one  forth 
To  Sweet-meats  after  kind  \  let  'em  look  to't. 

The  Thi"^-  you  wot  on  be  not  mi  ft  or  gone, 

I  bring  a  Maiden-head,  and  1  look  for  one.  {Exit, 

(47)  Cunningham  (in  Difccurfe  ivitb  a  mask' d  Gentle- 
woman in  a  broad  Hat^  and  fcarfedy  which  is  only  a 

^et  fo  drejl )  Neice  at  another  Boor, 
Cun.  Yes,  yes. 

Neice. 

(45)  You  run  in  ]    So  the  Copies  of  1679,  ^^'^  '7>i  '» 

t"hnt  ot  1 647,  Tour  running          which  undoubtedly  was  once  wrote. 

You  i  e  ru  n  n  irg  

(46)  TUi  icme  old  Humble-bee  ]     Same  was  a  Corrcdion 

common  to  all  the  three. 

(47)     Which  is  on'y  a  Puppet  fo  dreft. 
Enter  Cunnn  gham  (  in  Difcourje  nvith  a  mask  d  Gintlenveman  in  a 
broad  Hat  and Jcarj  ed.)  Neice  at  another  Doar.  ]    'Tis  furpriiing 
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Wice,  Too  manifeft  now,  the  Scarf  and  all. 
Cun,  It  cannot  be,  you're  fuch  a  fearful  Soul. 
JSleice.  I'll  give  her  caufe  ot  Fear  e'er  1  pare  from  her. 
Cun.  Will  you  fay  fo  ?  Is't  not  your  Aunt's  Defire  too  ? 
J>ieice,  What  a  dilTembling  Croane*s  that  ?  She'll  for- 
fwear't  now. 

Cun.  I  fee  my  Projeft  takes,  yonder*s  the  grace  on't. 

ISieice.  Who  would  put  Confidence  in  Wit  again  ? 
Pm  plagu'd  for  my  Ambition,  to  defwe 
A  wife  Man  for  a  Husband,  and  I  fee 
Fate  will  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  (tint ; 
We  are  aliow'd  but  one  Dirti,  and  that's  Woodcock. 
It  keeps  up  Wit  to  make  us  Friends  and  Servants  of. 
And  thinks 

Any  thing's  good  enough  to  make  us  Husbands. 
•  Oh  that  Whore's  Hat  o'  thine,  o'th'  riding  Block, 
A  Shade  for  letcherous  Kifles. 

Cun.  Make  you  Doubt  on't  ? 
Is  not  my  Love  of  force 

'Neice,  Yes,  me  it  forces 
To  tear  that  forcerous  Strumpet  from  th*  Imbraces/ 

Cun,  Lady  ? 

l^eice.  Oh  thou  haft  wrong'd  the  exquificeft  Love— • 

Cun,  What  mean  you.  Lady  } 

Neice.  Mine,  you'll  anfwer  for't. 

Cun.  Alas,  what  feek  ye? 

Neice,  Sir,  mine  own  with  Lofs. 

Cun.  Youfhall. 

Neice,.  I  never  made  fo  hard  a  Bargain.' 
Cun.  Sweet  Lady  ! 

Neice.  Unjuft  Man,  let  my  Wrath  reach  her, 

to  think  that  the  Editor  of  the  Copy  of  1711  fhould  be  fo  fagacious 
at  making  this  Difcovery,  of  its  only  being  a  Puppet  in  a  Hat  and 
Scarf  that  Cunningham  was  difcourfing  with,  and  yet  not  know  where 
to  infert  it.  For,  iMhich  is  only  a  Puppet  fo  drefs^d,  is  peculiar  to  the 
Edition  of  171 1  :  I  have  now  placed  it  where  I  imagine  tne  Editor  of 
the  Odtavo  defigned  it,  and  have  Mr.  7heobalds  Concurrence  therein. 
Tho'  I  could  have  wiftied  this  Circumftance  had  bee»  left  out,  becaufe 
it  foreftals  the  Reader's  Pleafure,  and  prevents  that  agrfeeable  Surprife 
he  otherwife  would  have  had,  upon  fniing  the  Lady's  Fury  dif- 
charged  upon  a  Puppet. 

U  3  As 
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As  you  owe  Virtue  Duty     \Q\^Vi.  falls  07t  furpofe your 

Caufe  trips  you. 
Now  MmcHy  you  fhall  feel  what  Love's  Rage  is, 
Before  you  taile  the  Pleafure.    Smile  you,  falfe  Sir? 

Cu'/t,  How  can  I  chufe  ?  to  fee  what  Pains  you  take. 
Upon  a  Thing  will  never  thank  you  for't. 

Neice.  How  ? 

Cun.  See  what  Things,  Lady,  you  Women  be, 
Wheii  Cloaths  are  ta'en  for  the  bcft  Part  of  you. 
This  was  to  (hew  you,  when  you  think  I  love  you  not. 
How  y'are  deceived  ftill,  there  the  Moral  lies; 
•Twas  a  Trap  fet  to  catch  you,  and  the  only  Bait 
To  take  a  Lady  nibling,  is  fine  Cloaths : 
Now  I  dare  boldly  thank  you  for  your  Love, 
Pm  pretty  well  refolv'd  in't  by  thib  Fit, 
For  a  jealous  Ague  always  uihers  it. 

Neice,  Now  Bieffings  ftill  maintain  this  Wit  of  thine. 
And  I've  an  excellent  Fortune  coming  in  thee. 
Bring  nothing  elfe  I  charge  thee. 

Cun.  Not  a  Groat  I  warrant  ye. 

Neice,  Thou  (halt  be  worthily  v/elconie,  take  my 
Faith  tor't, 
(4S;  Next  Opportunity  fhall  make  us  one. 

Cun,  The  old  Gentlewoman  has  fooi'd  her  Revenge 
fweetly. 

Neice.  'Las,  'tis  her  Part,  flie  knows  her  Place  fo  well 
yonder ; 

Always  when  Women  jump  upon  threelcorc. 
Loves  fhoves  'em  from  the  Chamber  to  the  Door.  , 
Cufi,  Thou  arc  a  precious  She- Wit.  [ExeurJ. 

(4S)  Nexf  Opportunity  Jhall  make  us  j    Here  the  Lo(s  of  a  Mano- 
fyllable  deilroya  the  Meafure  and  injures  die  Senfe.    1  read, 

Next  Opporiunitj  jhail  make  uj  one.  Mr.  Seix:ani, 
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ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Cunningham,  at  one  Door ;  Witty-pate,  Ruinous 
Lady  Ruinous,  and  Prifcian,  at  the  other. 

CmJT^  Riend,  met  in  the  Harveft  of  our  Dcfigns, 
X/    Not  a  Thought  buc's  bufy. 

Witty,  I  knew  it  Man, 
And  that  made  me  provide  thefe  needful  Reapers, 
Hooks,  Rakers,  Gleaners  ;  we  will  fing  it  home 
With  a  melodious  Horn-pipe  j  this  is  th'  Bond, 
That  as  we  further  in  your  great  Affair, 
(^49)  You'Jl  fuffer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  few  Corns, 
And  if  we  fnatch  a  Handful  from  the  Sheaf, 
You  will  not  look  a  Churl  upon  us.    Cun,  Friend, 
We'll  fliare  the  Sheaves  of  Gold,  only  th'  Love  Acre 
Shall  be  peculiar. 

Witty.  Much  good  do  you,  Sir  ; 
Away,  you  know  your  way,  and  your  ftay ;  get  you 
The  Mufick  ready,  while  we  prepare  the  Dancers, 

Ruin,  We  are  a  Confort  of  ourfelves. 

Prif.  And  can  ftrike  up  luftily. 

Witty.  You  muft  bring.  Sir  Fop, 

Cun,  That's  perfedl  enough. 

Ruin.  Bring  all  the  Fop  you  can,  the  more  the  bet*^ 
ter  Fare, 
So  the  Proverb  runs  backwards. 

[^Exeunt  Ruin,  and  PriC 
L.  Ruin.  Pll  bring  the  Ladies.  lExit.']   Witty,  Do  fa 
firft,  and  then 
The  Fops  will  follow  j  1  muft  to  my  Father, 
He  muft  make  one.  [Exit, 

Enter  two  Servants  with  a  Banquet, 

Cun.  While  I  difpatch  a  Bufmefs  with  the  Knighr, 

(49)  ToH^ll  fufer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  for  Crums,]  This  Reading 
difcontinues  the  Metaphor,  as  well  as  dillurbs  the  Senfej  both  may 
cafily  be  amended,  by  reading  thus ; 

 ■■  to  g/ea»,  pick  up  few  Corns. 

U  4  And 
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And  I  go  with  you.    Well  faid,  I  thank  you  5 
This  fmall  Banquet  will  furnifh  our  few  Gaells 
With  tafte  and  ftate  enough  *,  one  reach  my  Gown, 
The  Adion  craves  ic,  rather  than  the  Weather. 

I  Ser,  There's  one,  Sir,  (lays  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Cun.  What  is  he  ? 

1  Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  I  know  not  what,  a  Fool,  I  think. 
That  fome  Broker's  Shop's  made  half  a  Gentleman  i 
H'as  the  Name  of  a  Worthy  too. 

Cun.  Pompey  ?  Is't  not  ? 

I  Ser.   That's  he,  Sir. 

Cun.  (50)  Alas,  poor  Fellow,  prithee  enter  himj 
He  will  lied  too. 

Enter  fecond  Servant  with  a  Gown^ 

He  fhall  ferve  for  a  Witnefs.  Oh 
Gramcrcy,  if  my  Friend  Sir  Gregory  comes. 
You  know  him. 

Enter  Clown. 

Entertain  him  kindly.    Oh  Mafter  Pompey, 
How  is't  Man  ?    Clown,  'Snails,  I'm  almoft  ftarv'd  with 
Love, 

And  Cold,  and  one  thing  or  another  j 
Has  not  my  Lady 

Sent  for  me  yet  ?    Cun,  Not  that  I  hear  ;  fure  fomc 
Unfriendly  Mefienger's  employed  betwixt  you. 

Clown.  I  was  ne'er  fo  cold  in  my  Life,  in  my  Confcience 
I  have  been  feven  Miles  in  length,  along  the  New  River  ; 
I  have  feen  a  hundred  Stickle-bags  :  I  do  not  think  but 
there's  Gudgeons  too  ;  'twiil  ne'er  be  a  true  Water. 

Cun.  Why  think  you  fo? 

Clown.  I  warrant  you  1  told  a  thoufand  Millers  Thumbs 
in  it  5 

(50)  Alas,  poor  Fello'-Wy  prithee  enter  hint^  he  nxiill  need  too. 
Enter  fecond  Servant  vvich  a  Gown. 
He  Jhall Jeyve.for  a  Witnefs.    Oh  Gramercy, 

If  my  Friend  Sir  Gregory  ]    Thus  is  tne  Meafure  entirely 

confufed,  and  tho'  Pompey  did  need  Viduals,  yet  the  Adverb  too  (hews 
w^f^/ to  be  a  Corrupuon  tor^e-^  ot /peed.  And  the  Original  ran,  I 
(knc; ,  very  near  ite  Text  of  this  prefent  Edition.         Mr.  Seward. 
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I'll  make  a  little  bold  with  your  Sweet-meats. 
Cun.  And  welcome,  Pompey, 

Clown,  '  ris  a  ftrange  thing,  I  have  no  tafte  in  any  thing.' 
Cun,  Oh,  that's  Love,  that  diftaftes  any  thing  but 
itfelf. 

Clown,  'Tis  worfe  than  Cheefe  in  that  Point,  May  not 
a  Man  break  his  Word  with  a  Lady  ?  I  could  find  in  my 
Heart  and  my  Hofe  too. 

Cun,  By  no  means.  Sir,  that  breaks  all  th'  Laws  of 
Love. 

Clown.  Well,  I'll  ne'er  pafs  my  Word  without  my 
Deed  to 

A  Lady,  while  I  live  again  ;  I  would  fain  recover  my 
Tafte. 

Cun,  Well,  I  have  News  to  tell  you. 
Clown.  Good  News,  Sir? 

Cun,  Happy  News,  I  help  you  away  with  a  Rival, 
your  Matter's  beftow'd— — 

Clown,  Where,  for  this  Plumb's  fake—— • 
Cun,  Nay,  liften  me. 

Clown.  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  I  have  two  Ears  to  one 
Mouth. 

I  hear  more  than  I  eat,  Pd  ne'er  row  by  ^een-Hithe 
[While  I  liv'd  elle. 

Cun.  I  have  a  Wife  for  him,  and  thou  flialt  witnefs 
the  Contradl. 

Clown.  (51)  The  old  one  I  hope,  'tis  not  the  Lady  ? 

Cun.  Choak  him  firft,  it  is  one  which  thou  (halt  fee, 
See  him,  fee  him  deceived,  fee  the  Deceit,  only 
The  Injundion's,  you  (hall  fmile  with  Modefty. 

Clown.  I'll  fimpcr  I'faith,  as  cold  asl  am  yets 
Th'  old  one  1  hope. 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser,  Sir,  here's  Sir  Gregory, 
Cun  U*d  fo,  fhelter,  fhei ter,  if  you  be  feen 
All's  raveil'd  out  again  5  ftund  there  in  private, 

(51)  The  old  one  I  hope,  ]  By  thi.  Expreffion  here  and  a  little 

below,  the  Clown  hopes  that  tlie  Old  Guardiane/f  was  the  Wife  in- 
tended, b/  Cunningham,  for  Sir  Gregory. 

And 


3  r  4       T^ii     fever  al  JVeapons. 

And  you  will  nnd  the  very  Opportunity 

To  caii  you  torth,  and  place  you  at  the  Table. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

You  are  welcome.  Sir,  this  Banquet 

Will  fervc,  when  it  is  crown'd  with  fuch  a  Dainty 

As  you  expedt,  and  mutt  have.     Sir  Greg.  Tulh,  thefc 

Swett-  meats 
Are  but  the  Sauce  to  that :  Well,  if  there  be 
Any  Honefly,  or  true  Word  in  a  Dream, 
She  is  mine  own,  nay,  and  extreamly  chang'd. 
Not  the  fame  Woman.  Cun,  Who,  not  th'  Lady  ?  Sir  Greg, 

No,  not' 

To  me,  the  Edge  of  her  Tongue  is  taken  off. 

Gives  me  very  good  Words,  turn'd  up-fide  down  to  me. 

And  we  live  a^  quietly  as  two  Tortcijes^ 

If  fhe  hold  on,  as  fhe  began  in  my  Dream. 

Cun.  Nay,  if  Love  fend  forth  fucn  Prediclions, 
You  are  bound  to  believe  'em,  tnere's  the  Watch-word 

[Scft  Mufick. 
Of  her  coming  ;  to  your  pradis'd  part  now,  and 
if  you  hit  it,  jEpy.s  Cupdo  nobis. 

\_Both  go  into  the  Goivn, 

Sir  Greg,  I'll  warrant  you,  Sir,  I  will  give  Arms  to 
Your  Gentry  ;  look  \  ou  forward  to  your  Bufinefs, 
I  am  an  Eye  behind  you,  place  her  in  that 
Chair,  and  let  me  alone  to  grope  her  out. 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Cun.  Silence,  Lady,  your  fweet  Prefence  illuftrates 
This  homely  Roof,  and,  as  courie  Entertainment  j 
But  where  Afiections  are  both  Hoft  and  Gueft, 
They  cannot  meet  unkindly  j  pleafe  you  fir. 
Your  fomething  long  Stay  made  me  unmannerly. 
To  place  before  you,  (you  know  him)  this  Friend  here. 
He  is  my  Gueft,  and  more  efpecial.'y, 
That  this  our  Meeting  might  not  be  too  fingle, 
W^ithout  a  Witnefs  to't. 

Mir.  I  camiC  not  unrefolv'd.  Sir  : 
And  when  our  Hands  are  ciafp'd  m  that  firm  Faith 

Which 
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Which  I  expeft  from  you.  Fame  (hall  be  bold 
To  Tpeak  the  loudcft  on  it :  Oh  you  grafp  me 
Somewhat  too  hard.  Friend. 

Cun.  That's  Love's  eager  Will, 
1*11  touch  it  gentlier.  [^#^  Hand. 

Mir.  That's  too  low  in  you, 
*Lefs  it  be  doubly  recompenc'd  in  me. 

[  She  kiffes  his  Hand. 

Clown.  Puh,  I  mud  flop  my  Mouth,  I  ihali  be  choakt 
elfe. 

Cun.  Come,  we'll  not  play  and  trifle  with  Delays, 
We  meet  to  join  thefe  Hands,  and  willingly 
I  cannot  leave  it  until  Confirmation. 

Mir.  One  Word  firft,  how  does  your  Friend,  kind 
Sir  Gregory  ? 

Cun.  Why  do  you  mention  him  ?  You  love  him  not. 

Mir,  I  fhall  love  you  the  lels  if  you  fay  fo.  Sir ; 
In  troth  I  love  him,  but  'tis  you  deceive  him. 
This  flattering  Hand  of  yours  (52)  does  rob  him,  now. 
Now  you  iteal  his  Right  from  hiin,  and  I  know 
I  fhall  have  Hate  for  it,  his  Hate  extreamly. 

Cun.  Why,  1  thought  you  had  not  come  fo  weakly 
arm'd  : 

Upon  my  Life  the  Knight  will  love  you  for*t. 
Love  you  exceedingly,  for  ever  love  you. 

Mir.  Ay,  you'll  perfuade  me  fo. 

Cun.  Why,  he's  my  Friend, 
And  wifhcs  me  a  Forcune  equal  with  him, 
I  know  and  dare  fpeak't  for  him.    Mir.  Oh,  this  Hand 
Betrays  him. 

You  might  remember  him  in  fome  Court'fy  yet  at  lead. 
Cun.  I  thank  your  Help  in  it  5  here's  to  his  Health, 

Where  e*er  he  be. 

Mir.  I'll  pledge  it,  were  it  againft  my  Health, 
Clown.  Oh,  oh,  my  Heart  hops  after  twelve  Mile  a 

Day,  upon  a  good  Return,  now  could  I  walk  three 

hundred  Mile  a-foot,  and  laugh  forwards  and  backwards., 

^^2)        ■        does  rob  him,  and  I  know 

/  Jhall  hanje  ]   The  additional  Line  in  tie  Text  is 

from  the  Copy  of  1647. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  You'll  take  the  Knight's  Health,  Sir? 

Ciowri.  Yes,  yes,  foriooth,  oh  my  :)ides!  Such  a  Banquet 
once  a  Week,  would  make  me  grow  fat  m  a  Fortnight. 

Cun  Wei',  now  to  clofe  our  Meeting,  with  the  clofe 
Of  mutual  Hinds  and  Hearts,  thus  I  begin  j 
Here  in  Heav'n's  Eye,  and  all  Loves  facrcd  Pow*rs, 
(Which  in  my  Prayers  (land  propitious) 
I  knit  this  holy  Hand  faft,  and  with  this  Hand 
The  Heart  that  owes  this  Hand,  ever  binding 
By  force  of  this  initiating  Contradb 
Bjth  Heart  and  Hand  in  Love,  Faith,  Loyalty, 
Eilate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the 
Dues,  Rights,  and  Honours  of  a  faithful  Husband, 
And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  'till  Death,  to  ftand 
Irrevocable,  fealed  both  with  Heart  and  Hand. 

Mir,  Which  thus  I  fecond  ;  but  oh.  Sir  Gregory. 

Cun.  Again  ?  This  Interpofition's  ill,  believe  me. 

Mir.  Here,  in  Heav'n's  Eye,  and  all  Love's  facred 
Pow'rs, 

I  knit  this  holy  Hand  faft,  and  with  this  Hand 
The  Heart  that  owes  this  Hand,  ever  binding 
Both  Heart  and  Hand  in  Love,  Honour,  Loyalty, 
Eftate,  or  what  to  them  belongs  in  all  the 
Dues,  Rights  and  Duties  of  a  true  faithful  Wife  ; 
And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  'till  Death,  to  ftand. 
Irrevocable,  fealed  both  with  Heart  and  Hand. 

Sir  Greg.  A  full  Agreement  on  both  parts. 

Cun.  Ay,  here's  Witnefs  of  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  I  have  over-reach'd  you,  Lady,  and 
that's  much, 

For  any  Knight  in  England  to  over- reach  a  Lady. 

Mir.  1  rejoice  in  my  Deceit,  I  am  a  Lady 
Now,  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Clown.  Good  Morrow,  Lady  Fop. 

Sir  Greg.  'Snails,  I'm  guli'd,  made  a  v;orfhipful  Afs, 
this  is  not  my  Lady. 

Cun.  But  it  is,  Sir,  and  true  as  your  Dream  told  you. 
That  your  Lady  was  become  another  W^oman. 

Sir  Greg,  Til  have  another  Lady,  Sir,  if  there  were  no 
»ore  Ladies  in  London^  Blindman-bufFis  an  unlawful  Game. 

Cun. 
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Cm.  Come  down  on  your  Knees  firft,  and  thank  your 
Stars. 

^ir  Greg,  A  fire  of  my  Stars,  I  may  thank  you,  I  think.^ 
Cun,  So  you  may  pray  for  me,  and  honour  me. 
That  have  preferv'd  you  from  a  lading  Torment, 
For  a  perpetual  Comfort ;  did  you  call  me  Friend  ? 
Sir  Greg.  I  pray  pardon  me  for  that,  I  did  mif-call  you, 
I  confefs. 

Cun.  And  fhould  I,  receiving  fuch  a  thankful  Name, 
Abufe  it  in  the  Ad  ?  Should  I  fee  my  Friend 
Baffled,  difgrac'd,  without  any  Reverence 
To  your  Tide,  to  be  call'd  Slave,  Rafcal  ?  Nay 
Curfl:  to  your  Face,  fool'd,  fcorned,  beaten  down 
With  a  Woman's  peevifh  Hate,  yet  I  Ihould  ftand 
And  fuffer  you  to  be  loft,  caft  away  ? 
I  would  have  feen  you  buried  quick  firft, 
(53)  Your  Spurs  of  Knighthood  to  have  wanted  Rowels, 
And  to  be  hack'd  from  your  Heels  ;  Slave,  Rafcal  P 
Hear  this  Tongue. 

Mir.  My  dear  eft  Love,  fweet  Knight,  my  Lord,  my 
Husband. 

Cun.  So,  this  is  not  Slave  and  Rafcal  then. 

Mir.  What  flaall  your  Eye  command,  but  fliall  be  done. 
In  all  the  Duties  of  a  loyal  Wife  ? 

Cun.  Good,  good,  ♦ 
Are  n't  Curfes  fitter  for  you?  were't  not  better 
Your  Head  were  broke  with  th'  Handle  of  a  Fan, 
Or  your  Nofe  bored  with  a  filver  Bodkin  ? 

Mir.  Why,  I  will  be  a  Servant  in  your  Lady. 

Cun.  Tox,  but  you  ftiall  not,  ftie's  too  good  for  you, 
This  Contradt 

Shall  be  a  nullity,  I'll  break  it  off. 
And  fee  you  better  beftow'd. 

(53)  Tour  Spurs  of  Knighthood 

  to  be  kickM  from  your  He  eh  ;  ]    To  kick  a  Knights 

Spurs  from  his  Heels  m  order  to  degrade  him,  1  fancy,  is  altogether 
new  and  unheard-of.  If  I  remember  right,  the  Spurs  of  a  degraded 
Knight  were  not  to  be  kicked,  but  hack'd  ofF,  by  the  King's  Cook 
then  in  being,  and  no  doubt  but  the  Original  read  back'dy  and  not 
kiclCd. 

Sir  Greg. 
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Sir  C/'c^.  'SiiJ,  but  you  fhall  not,  Sir,  (he's  mine  own, 
and  1  am  hers,  and  we  are  one  anothers  lawfully,  and  Jet 
me  fee  him  that  will  take  tier  awa)  by  the  Civil  L,iw :  If 
you  be  my  Friend,  keep  you  fo  ;  if  you  have  done  me  a 
good  turn,  do  not  hit  me  i'th'  Teem  with'c,  that's  not  the 
Part  of  a  Friend. 

Cft/j.  If  you  be  content- 

Sir  Greg.  Concent :  I  wds  never  in  better  contention  ia 
my  Life.  I'll  not  change  her  for  both  the  Exchanges^ 
NrjD  or  the  Old    come,  kifs  me  boMly. 

Clown.  Give  you  joy.  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  Sir,  i  thank  you  as  much  as  though  I  did, 
you  are  belov'd  ot  Ladies,  you  lee  we  arc  glad  of  linder- 
Wcmen. 

Qc^m.  Ladies  r  Let 
Not  Ladies  be  difgrac'd  ;  you're  as  it  were 
A  married  Man,  and  have  a  Family, 
And  for  the  Party's  fake  that  was  unnam'd 
Before,  being  Peafe-cod  time,  I  am  appeas'd. 
Yet  I  would  wilh  you  make  a  Ruler  of  your  Tongue. 

Clin.  Nay,  no  diifsnfion  here,  I  muft  bar  that; 
And  this,  Friend,  I  entreat  you,  and  be  advis*d. 
Let  this  private  Contract  be  yet  conceard. 
And  fliii  fupport  a  feeming  Face  of  Love 
Unto  the  Lady  ;  mark'how  it  avails  you,  and 
Quits  all  her  Scorns:  Her  Uncle  is  now  hot 
In  purfuit  of  the  Match,  and  will  enforce  her. 
Bend  h^r  proud  Stomach,  that  (he  fhall  proffer 
Herfdf  to  you,  which  when  you  have  Routed, 
And  laugh'd  your  fill  at,  you  (hall  fcorn  her  off. 
With  all  your  Difgraces  trebled  upon  her. 
For  there  the  Pride  of  all  her  Heart  wiil  bow. 
When  you  fnall  foot  her  from  you,  not  (he  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  i'faith    Til  continue  it.  I'd  fain  laugh  at 
*he  old  Fellow  coo,  for  he  has  abus'd  me  as  fcurvily  as  hi^ 
Neicc ;  my  Knighthood's  upon  the  Spur,  we'll  go  to 
Bed,  and  then  to  Church  as  raft  as  we  can. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Greg,  and  Mirab. 

Clo^n.  r.do  wonder  I  do  not  hear  of  the  Lady  yet. 

Chk.  The  good  Minute  m-'-y  come  fooner  than  we  are 

aware 


fVit  at  fever  al  Weapons.  319 


aware  of,  I  do  not  think  but  'twill  e'er  Night  yet,  as 
near  as  'tis. 

Clown.  Well,  I  will  go  walk  by  the  New-River^  in  that 
Meditation,  1  am  oVr  Shoes,  I'mTure  upon  the  dry  Bank  j 
this  Gullery  of  my  Maftcr  will  keep  me  company  this 
two  Hours  too  j  if  Love  were  not  an  Enemy  to  Laughter, 
]  Ihould  drive  away  the  time  well  enough  ;  you  know 
my  Walk,  Sir,  if  Ihe  fends,  I  fhall  be  found  Angling, 
for  I  will  try  what  I  can  catch  for  Luck  fake,  I  will  fifli 
fair  for't. 

Ob  Knight^  that  thou  JhouUfi  he  guU'd  fo  i  ha^  ha^  it  does  me 
good  at  Hearty 

But  oh^  Lady^  thou  tak^fl  down  my  merry  $art.  [[Exit. 
Enter  Witty-pate. 

Witty,  Friend  ! 
Cun  Here  Friend. 

Witty,  All  is  afoot,  and  will  go  fmooth  away, 
The  Woman  has  conquered  the  Women,  they  are  gone. 
Which  I  have  already  complain'd  to  my  Father, 
Suggefting  that  Sir  Gregory  is  fall'n  off* 
From  his  Charge,  for  Negledls  and  ill  Ufage, 
And  that  he  is  moft  violently  bent 
On  Gentry^s  Wife  ("whom  I  have  cali'd  a  Widow) 
And  that  without  moft  fudden  Prevention 
He  will  be  married  to  her. 

Cun,  'Sfoot  all  this  is  wrong. 
This  wings  his  Purfuit,  and  will  be  before  me  ; 
Fm  loft  for  ever. 

Witty,  No,  ftay,  you  (han't  go 
But  with  my  Father  ;  on  my  Wit  Jet  it  lie. 
You  (hall  appear  a  friendly  AfTiftant, 
To  help  in  all  Affairs,  and  in  Execution 
Help  yourfelf  only.  . 

Cun,  Oh,  would  my  Belief 
Were  ftrong  in  this  AfTurance. 

Witty.  You  fhall  credit  it. 
And  my  Wit  fhall  be  your  Slave  if  it  deceive  you* 


Enter 
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Enter  Old  Knight. 

My  Father  — 

OldK.  Oh,  Sir  ?  You're  well  met,  where's  the  Knight 
your  Friend  ? 

Cun  Sir,  I  think  your  Son  has  told  you. 

Witty,  Shall  1  (land  to  tcll't  again  ?  i  tdl  you  he  loves, 
BvJt  not  my  Kinfwoman  \  her  bafe  Ufage,  and 
Your  flack  l-'eiformance,  which  h'  accufes  moft 
Indeed,  has  t-irn'd  the  Knight's  Heart  upfide  down; 

Old  K  \  \\  curb  htr  for'i ;  can  he  be  but  recover'd, 
lie  (liall  have  her,  and  fhc  fhall  be  dutiful. 
And  love  him  a*  a  Wife  too. 

mtty.  With  that  condition,  Sir, 
I  dare  rccal  him  were  he  enter'd  th'  Church, 
So  much  intereft  of  Love  1  affure  in  him. 

iJld  K,  Sir,  it  fliall  be  no  lofs  to  you  if  you  do.' 

ll^itty.  Ay,  but 
Thcfe  are  Words  ftill,  will  not  the  Deeds  be  wanting 
At  I  he  Recovery,  if't  fhould  be  again. 

Old  K  Why  here,  I  am  provided.  Fool,  five  hundred 
In  earned  of  the  thoufands  in  her  Dower  ; 
B'lt  were  they  married  once, 
I'd  cu  him  Iho^t  enough,  that's  my  Agreement. 

JVitty,  Ay,  I  now  perceive  feme  Purpofe  in  you.  Father. 

Old  K,  But  wherefore  is  fhe  then  ftol'n  out  of  Doors 
To  him  ?  H^'itty,  To  him  ?  ph  fie  upon  your  Error, 
She  has  another  Objedl,  Sir,  believe  it. 

Old  K,  i  never  could  perceive  it. 

Cun.  I  did,  and  to  her  Shame  1  Ihould  fpeak  it. 
To  my  own  Sorrow  1  faw  it,  Dalliance, 
Kay,  Dotage  with  a  very  Clown,  a  Fool. 

Old  K.  Wit  and  Wantonnefs,  nothing  elfe ;  nothing  elfe  j 
S'nr  love  a  Fool  ?  flie'll  fooner  make  a  Fool 
Oi  a  wife  Man. 

Cun.  Ay,  my  Friend  complains  fo. 
Si.  Gregory  fays  flatly,  (he  makes  a  Fool  of  him. 
And  ti.ele  bold  Circumftances  are  approv'd  : 
F  lours  have  been  fent  by  him,  yet  he  ignerant 
Wiiither  to  carry  *em,  they've  been  underftgod, 

And 
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And  taken  from  him  :  Certain,  Sir,  there  is 
An  unfufpeded  Fellow  lies  conceai'd, 
What,  or  where-c'er  he  is —  thefc  fliglit  negleds 
Could  not  be  of  a  Knight  elfe. 
Old  K,  Well,  Sir,  you  have  promifed  (if  we  recover 
him 

Unmarried)  to  faJve  all  thefe  old  Bruifes? 
1^    Cun,  I'll  do  my  bed,  Sir. 

Old  K.  I  fhall  thank  you,  coftly  Sir,  and  kindly  too. 

Witty,  Will  you  talk  away  the  time  here.  Sir,  and  come 
Behind  all  your  Purpofcs  ? 

Old  K.  Away,  good  Sir. 

TVitty.  Then  flay  a  little,  good  Sir,  for  my  Advice. 
Why  Father,  are  you  broke  ?  is  your  Wit  beggar'd. 
Or  are  you  at  your  Wits  end  ?  or  out  of 
Love  with  Wit  ?  no  Trick  of  Wit  to  furprife 
Thofe  Defigns,  but  with  open  Hue  and  Cry, 
For  all  the  World  to  talk  on?  this  is  ftrange. 
You  were  not  wont  to  flubber  a  Projedl  fo. 

Old  K.  Can  you  help  at  a  pinch  now  ?  fhew  yourfelf 
My  Son?  go  too,  I  leave  this  to  your  Wit, 
Becaufe  I'll  make  a  proof  on't. 

PFiity,  'Tis  thus  then  ; 
I  have  had  late  Intelligence,  they're  now 
Buxfom  as  Bacchus'  Froes,  Revelling,  Dancing, 
Telling,  the  Mufick's  Numbers  with  their  Feet, 
Awaiting  th'  meeting  of  premonifh'd  Friends, 
That  is  queflionlefs,  little  dreading  you  : 
Now,  Sir,  with  a  dextrous  Trick  indeed,  fudden 
And  fufiicient  were  well,  to  enter  on  'em 
As  fomething  like  the  Abflradt  of  a  Mafque  ; 
What  though  few  Perfons,  if  beft  for  our  Purpofe, 
That  commends  the  Projed. 

Old  K.  This  takes  up  time. 

Witty.  Not  at  all,  I  can  prefently  furnifh 
With  loofe  Difguifes  that  fhall  fit  that  Scene, 

Old  K,  Why,  what  wants  then  ? 

Witty.  Nothing  but  charge  of  Mufick, 
That  muft  be  paid,  you  know. 

OldK.  That  (hall  be  my  Charge,  I  will  pay  the  Mufick, 

VoL»  IX.  X  Whatever 
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Whate'er  it  coft. 

fFiUy.  And't  fhall  be  all  your  Charge  ; 
Now  on,  I  like  it,  there'll  be  Wit  in't.  Father. 

[Exeunt  Old  Knight  and  Witty. 

Qin,  I  neither  will  diftruft  his  Wit  nor  Friendlbip, 
Yet  if  his  Mafter- Brain  fhould  be  o'erthrown. 
My  Refolution  now  ftiail.feize  mine  own.       '  [Exit, 

Enter  Neice^  Lady  Ruinous,  Guardianefs,  Sir  Ruinous 
and  Prifcian,  ( with  Inflruments)  mafqued. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  let's  have  Mufick,  let  that  fweet  Breath 
at  lead 

Give  us  her  airy  welcome,  'twill  be  th*  bed 
I  fear  this  ruin'd  Receptacle  will  yield. 
But  that  moft  freely. 

(54 j  Neice,  My  Welcome  follows  me, 
Elfe  I  am  i^ll  come  hither ;  you  affure  me 
Still  Mr.  Cunningham  will  be  here,  and  that  it  was 
His  kind  entreaty  that  wifli'd  me  to  meet  him. 

L.  Ruin,  Elfe  let  me  be  that  fhame  unto  my  Sex, 
That  all  Belief  may  fly  'em.    Neice,  Pray  continue 
Still  the  Knight's  Name  unto  my  Guardianefs, 
She  expe6bs  no  other. 

L,  Ruin,  He  will,  he  will  5  aflure  you 
Lady,  Sir  Gregory  mil  be  here,  and  fuddenly. 
This  Mufick  fore-ran  him  5  is't  not  fo,  Conforts? 

Sir  Ruin,  Yes,  Lady, 
He  ftays  on  fome  Device  to  bring  along 
Such  a  Labour  he  was  bufy  in,  fome  witty  Device. 

Neice.  'Twill  be  long  e'er  he  comes  then,  for  Wit's  a 
Great  Labour  to  him. 

Guard,  Well,  well,  you  will  agree  better  one  Day. 

Neice,  Scarce  two,  I  think. 

Guard.  Such  a  mock-beggar  Suit  of  Cloaths  as  led  mc 
Into  the  Fool's  pair  o'  Dice,  with  Dewze  Ace, 
He  that  would  make  mc  Miftrefs  Curty  Cun^  Cunnie^ 

(54)  Neice.  Mj  Welcome  follows  me, 

El/i  I nm  ill',  come  hither  &c.]  This  Pointing  takes 
sway  much  of  the  Beauty  of  this  Paffage,  well  as  makes  what  is 
plain  iQ  itfelf  not  fo  eafy  w  the  Reader* 

He'i 
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He's  quite  out  of  my  Mind,  but  I  fhall  ne'er 
Forget  him  while  I  have  a  hole  in  my  Head ; 
Such  a  one  I  do  think  would  pleafe  you  better. 
Though  he  did  abufe  you. 

Sir  Ruin.  Fye,  fpeak  well  of  him  now. 
Your  Neice  has  quitted  him. 

Guard,  I  hope  fhe  has, 
Elfe  (he  lofes  me  for  ever  j  but  for  Sir  Gregory^ 
Would  he  were  come,  I  fhall  ill  anfwer  this 
Unto  your  Uncle  elfe    Neice.  You  know  it 
Is  his  Pleafure  I  fhould  keep  him  Company. 

Guard,  Ay,and  fhould  be  your  own,  if  you  did  well  too ; 
Lord,  I  do  wonder  at  the  Nicenefs  of 
Your  Ladies  now-a-days,  they  muft  have  Husbands 
With  fo  much  Wit  forfooth —  Worlhip  and  Weakh 
Were  both  wont  to  be  in  better 
Requeft  I'm  fure  ;  I  cannot  tell  but  they 
Get  ne'er  the  wifer  Children  that  I  fee. 

L,  Ruin,  La,  la,  la,  Sol,  this  Mufick  breaths  in  vain^j 
Methinks  'tis  dull  to  let  it  move  alone. 
Let's  have  a  Female  Motion,  'tis  in  private. 
And  we'll  grace't  ourfelves,  however  it  deferves. 

Neice,  What  fay  you,  Guardianefs?  Guard,  Alas  I  am 
Weary  with  the  Walk,  my  jaunting  Days  are  done. 

L,  Ruin,  Come,  come,  we'll  fetch  her  in  by  courfe, 
or  elfe 

She  (hall  pay  the  Mufick. 

Guard,  Nay,  I'll  have  a  little  for  my  Mony  then. 

[Xhey  dance^  a  Cornet  is  winded. 
L,  Ruin,  Hark!  on  my  Life  the  Knight    it  is  your 
Friend  ; 

This  was  the  Warning-piece  of  his  Approach. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  Witty-pate,  and  Cunningham, 
mafqu*dy  and  take  them  to  dance,  ^ 

L,  Ruin,  Ha  !  No  Words  but  mum  ? 
Well,  we  fhall  need  no  Counfel- keeping  then. 
Neice.  Cunningham  ? 
Cun.  Yes,  fear  nothing. 
Neice,  Fear  ?  Why  do  you  tell  me  of  it  ? 

X  2  Cun. 
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Cun.  Your  Uncle's  here.  *j 
Neice.  Aye  me. 
Cun.  Peace. 

Old  K,  We  have  caught  'em. 
/F/V/j.  Thank  my  Wit,  Father. ' 
Guard.  Which  is  the  Knight,  think  you  ? 
Neice.  I  know  not,  when  he  fpeaks  he  will  be  found. 
No  Mafque  can  difguife  his  Tongue. 
j^iUy.  Are  you  charged  ? 
Old  K.  Are  you  awake  ? 
Wiily.  I'm  anfwer'd  in  a  Queftion. 
Cun,  Next  Change  we  meet,  we  loofe  our  Hands  no 
more. 

Neice.  Are  you  prepar'd  to  tie  'em  ?  C««.  Yes.  You  muft 
Go  with  me.  Guard.  VV  hither,  Sir  ?  Not  from  my  Charge, 
Believe  me. 

Cun.  She  goes  along. 

Neice.  Will  you  venture,  and  my  Uncle  here.^  Cufr, 

His  Stay's 

Prepar'd  for.  Guard.  'Tis  the  Knight  fure,  I  will  follow. 

[Exeunt  Cun.  Neice,  Guard. 
Old  K.  How  now,  tlie  Mufick  tir'd  before  us  ^  Ruin, 
Yes,  Sir, 

We  muft  be  paid  now.   Witty,  Oh  that's  my  Charge, 
Father. 

Old  K.  But  (lay,  where  are  our  wanton  Ladies  gone  ? 
Son,  where  are  they  ? 

PFitty,  Only  chang'd  the  Room  in  a  Change,  that's  all 
fure. 

Old  K.  ril  make  'em  all  fureelfe,  and  then  return  to  you. 
Ruin.  You  mull  pay  for  your  Mufick  firft.  Sir,    Old  K. 
Muft  ? 

Are  there  mufty  Fidlers  ?  Are  Beggars  Chufers  now  ? 
Ha  ?  Why  fVitty-patey  Son,  where  am  I  ?  Witty.  You  were 
Dancing  e'en  now.  Sir,  in  good  Meafure,  is 
Your  Health  mifcarried  fince?  What  ail  you,  Sir  ? 
Old  K.  Death,  I  may  be  gull'd  to  my  Face,  where's 
my  Neice  ? 

What  are  you  ?  L,  Ruin^  None  of  your  Neice,  Sir.  OldK, 
How  now  I 

Have 
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Have  you  loud  Inftruments  too  ?  I  will  hear 
No  more,  I  thank  you  ;  what  have  I  done  cro 
To  bring  thefe  Fears  about  me  ?  Son,  where  am  I P 

Witty,  Not  where  you  fhould  be,  faith,  Sir,  you  fliould  h\ 
Paying  for  your  Mufick,  and  you're  in  a  maze. 

Old  K.  Oh,  is  it  fo,  put  up,  put  up,  I  pray  you, 
Here's  a  Crown  for  you. 

L,  Ruin.  Pifh,  a  Crown  ? 

Ruin.  Prif,  Ha,  ha,  a  Crown  ? 

Old  K,  (55)  Which  way  do  you  laugh  ?  I  have  feen  a 
Crown  has  made  a  Confort  Jaugh  heartily. 

IVitty,  Father, 
To  tell  you  truth,  thefe  arc  no  ordinary 
Muficians,  they  exped  a  Bounty  above 
Their  pundual  defert. 

Old  K.  A  on  your  Punks  and  their  Deferts  too. 

Am  I  not  cheated,  think  you,  all  this  while  ? 
Is  not  your  Pate  in  this  ? 

JVitty,  If  you  be  cheated, 
YouVe  not  to  be  indided  for  your  own  Goods  ; 
Here  you  do  trifle  time,  market  your  Bounty 
And  make  it  bafe,  when  it  muft  needs  be  free 
For  ought  I  can  perceive. 

Old  K.  Will  you  know  the  lowed  price.  Sir  ? 

mtly.  That  I  will,  Sir,  with  all  my  He^irt.    Old  K, 
Unlefs 

I  was  difcover'd,  and  they  now  fled  home 
Again  for  fear,  I'm  abfolutely  beguil'd. 
That's  the  beft  can  be  hop'd  for. 

fVitty.  Faith  'tis  fomewhat  too  dear  yer,  Gentkm:nf 

Rian,  There's  not  a  Denier  to  be  bated.  Sir. 

Old  K.  Now,  Sir,  how  dear  is  it  ? 

JVitty,  Bate  but  the  t'other  ten  Pound. 

Prif  Not  a  Bawbee,  Sir, 

Old  K,  How?  Bate  ten  Pound  ?  Wha';  is  the  whole 
Sum  then  ? 

Witty.  Faith,  Sir,  a  hundred  Poured  ;  with  much  ado 

(55)  V/hid  n-ray  do  pu  hmgh  ?  ]    L  e.  Whether  in  jell  or 

earneit. 


I 


325       TVit  at  fever al  TVeapom. 

I  got  abated  fifty,  and  faith  Father, 
To  fay  truth,  it  is  reafonable  for 
Men  of  their  Fafhion. 

Old  K,  La,  la,  la,  down,  a  hundred  Pound  ?  la,  la,  la. 
You  are  a  Concert  of  Thieves,  are  you  not  ? 
ff^ttiy.  No,  Muficians,  Sir,  I  told  you  fo  before. 
Old  K.  Fiddle  faddle, 
Is't  not  a  Robb'ry  ?  a  plain  Robb'ry  ?  U^itty,  No, 
No,  no,  by  no  means  Father,  you've  recciv'd 
For  your  Mony,  nay  and  that  you  can't  give  back  ; 
'Tis  fomewhat  dear  I  confefs,  but  who  can  help  it? 

If  they  had  been  agreed  with  before-hand.  • 

^Twas  ill  forgotten. 

Old  K.  And  how  many  Shares  have  you  in  this?  I  fee 
My  force,  cafe  up  your  Inftruments,  I  yield,  here. 
As  robb'd  and  taken  from  me,  I  deliver  it. 

fFitly,  No,  Sir,  you  have  perform'd  your  Promife  now. 
Which  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  Mufick,  that's  all. 

Old  K.  Pve  heard  no  Mufick,  I've  receiv'd  none.  Sir, 
There's  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor  about  me. 

IVitty.  Why,  Sir,  here's 
Witnefs  'gainfi  you,  you  have  danc'd,  and  he  that 
Dances  acknowledges  a  Receipt  of  Mufick. 

Old  K,  I  deny  that.  Sir ;  look  you,  I  can  dance  without 
Mufick,  do  you  fee.  Sir  ?  And  I  can  fing  without  it  too  ; 
you  are  a  Concert  of  Thieves,  do  you  hear  what  I  do? 

PFiUy,  Pray  take  you  heed.  Sir,  if  you  do  move  the 
Mufick  again,  it  may  coft  you  as  much  more. 

Old  K.  Hold,  hold,  Pll  depart  quietly,  I  need  not  bid 
you  farewel,  I  think  now,  fo  long  as  that  hundred  Pound 
lafts  with  you. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 
Ha,  ha,  am  I  fnapt  i'faith  ? 

Guard,  Oh,  Sir  Perfidious  • 

Old  Ki  I,  I,  fome  howling  another  while,  Mufick's  too 
damnable  dear. 

Guard,  Oh  Sir,  my.  Heart-ftrings  are  broke  if  I  can 

but  live  to  tell  you  the  Tale,  I  care  not—  your  Neice 
my  Charge  is  

OldK.  What,  isihefick? 

Guards 
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Guard,  No,  no.  Sir,  Ihe's  luftiJy  well  married. 
Old  K.  To  whom  ? 

Guard,  On,  to  that  cunning  DilTembler  Cunningham, 
OldK,  PH  hang  the  Fried  firit,  what  was  he  ? 
Guard,  Your  Kinfman,  Sir,  that  has  the  ^elch  Benefice. 
Old  K,  1  fav'd  him  from  the  GalJovvs  to  that  end, 
good  ;  is  there  any  more  ? 

Guard,  And  Sir  Gregory  is  married  too. 
Old  K.  To  my  Neice  too,  I  hope,  and  then  I  may 
hang  her. 

Guard,  No,  Sir,  to  my  Neice,  thank  Cupid^  and  that's 
all  that's  likely  to  recover  me ;  fhe's  Lady  Fop  now,  and 
1  am  one  of  her  Aunts,  I  thank  my  Promotion. 

Credulous,  Cunningham,  Kleice^  ly/r  Gregory, 
and  Mirabel. 

Cred.  I  have  performed  ( 56)  your  behefl:,  Sir.   Old  K. 
What 

Have  you  performed.  Sir Wil^y,  Faith,  Sir,  I  muft 

Excufe  my  Coufin  in  this  Ad,  if  you 

Can  'fcufe  yourfelf  for  making  him  a  Prieft, 

There's  the  moft  difficult  Anfwer,  Sir,  I  put 

This  Practice  on  him,  as  from  your  Defire  : 

A  Truth,  a  Truth,  dear  Father.    Cred.  I  proteft,.  Sir, 

He  tells  you  but  the  Truth,  he  mov'd  me  to't 

In  your  Name.    Old  K,  I  proteft,  Sir,  he  told  you 

A  Lye  in  my  Name ;  and  were  you  fo  eafy, 

Mr.  Credulous^  to  believe  him  ? 

Cred.  If  a  Man  {hould  not  believe  his  Coufm,  Sir,  whom 
fhould  he  believe  ? 

Old  K,  Good  e*en  to  you,  good  Mr.  Coufin  Cunningham ^ 
And  your  fair  Bride,  my  Coufin  Cunningham  too. 
And  how  do  you  Sir  Gregory^  with  your  fair  Lady  ? 

Sir  Greg,  A  little  better  than  you  would  have  had  me, 
I  thank  you.  Sir  ;  the  Days  of  Puppy,  and  Slave,  and 
Rafcal,  are  pretty  well  blown  over  now,  I  know  Crabs 
from  Verjuice,  I  have  tried  both,  and  thou'dfl:  give  me 
thy  Neice  for  nothing,  I'd  not  have  her. 

(56)  .  your  Beft,  Sir.l    Hejfy  or  behejl,  occnrrfd  to  U3  all, 

and- is  confirmsd  by  the  Folio  of  the  higheft  Date.  • 

X  4  Cun., 
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Cun.  I  think  fo,  Sir  Gregory y  for  my  fake  you  would  not; 

Sir  Greg.  I  would  thou  hadft  fcap'd  her  too,  and  then 
fhe  had  died  of  the  Green-ficknefs :  Know  this,  that  I  did 
marry  in  fpight,  and  I  will  kifs  my  Lady  in  fpight,  and 
]ove  her  in  fpight,  and  beget  Children  of  her  in  fpight, 
and  when  1  die,  they  fhall  have  my  Lands  in  fpight  j  this 
was  my  Rtfolution,  and  now  'tis  out. 

Neice.  How  fpightful  are  you  now.  Sir  Gregory? 
Why  look  you,  I  can  love  my  deareft  Husband, 
With  all  the  Honours,  Duties,  fweet  Embraces, 
That  can  be  thrown  upon  a  loving  Man. 

Sir  Greg.  —  This  is  afore  your  Uncle's  Face,  but 
behind  his  Back,  in  private,  you'll  ihew  him  another 
Tale  

.  Can.  You  fee,  Sir,  now 
Th'  irrevocable  State  of  all  thefe  things 
Before  you  :  Come  out  of  your  Mufe,  they  have  been  but 
Vr'it- weapons,  you  were  v/ont  to  love  the  Play. 

Eijtcr  Qo-jun. 

Old  K.  Let  me  alone  in  my  Mufe,  a  little.  Sir,  I  will 
wake  to  you  anon. 

Cun.  U*d  fo,  your  Friend  Pompey^  how  will  you  anfwer 
him  ? 

Neice.  Very  well,  if  you'll  but  fecond  it,  and  help  me. 
ClouT,.  I  do  hear  ftrange  Srories,  are  Ladies  things  ob- 
noxious ? 

J\ci:e.  Oh,  the  dlffembling  falfsfl:  Wretch  is  come. 
Cu>:.  How  nov/.  Lady  ? 

Neiie.  Let  mc  come  to  him,  and  inftead  of  Love 
Let  m^e  luve  Revenge. 

im^y.  Pray  you  now,  will  you  firfl  examine,  whether 
he  be  guilty  or  no. 

Neice.  He  cannot  be  excus'd. 
How  many  MefTengers  ;chou  perjur'd  Man) 
Hafl:  thou  returned  wi:h  Vows  and  Oaths,  that  thou  wouldft 
Follow,  and  ne*er  'till  this  unhappy  Hour 
Could  I  fet  Eye  of  thee,  fifiCe  thy  talle  Eye 
Drew  my  Heart  to'c  ?  Ch  I  could  tear  thee  now, 
Lailead  of  foft  Embraces  5  pray  give  me  1:4 ve  
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Witty >  Faith  this  was  ill  done  of  you,  Sir,  if  you  pro- 
misM  otherwife. 

Clown,  By  this  Hand,  never  any  MelTenger 
Came  at  me. 

Since  the  firft  time  I  came  into  her  Company  ; 
That  a  Man  Ihould  be  wronged  thus !   Neice,  Did  not 
I  fend  thee  Scarfs  and  Diamonds  ?  And  thou 
Return'dft  me  Letters,  one  with  a  falfe  Heart  in't. 

Witty.  Oh  fie !  to  receive  Favours,  return  Falflioods, 
and  hold  a  Lady  in  hand— 

Clown.  V/ill  you  believe  me,  Sir  ?  if  ever  I 
Received  Diamonds,  or  Scarf,  or  fent 
Any  Letter  to  her,  would  this  Sword  might  ne'er 
Go  through  me. 

Witty,  Some  bad  Meflengers  have  gone  between  you 
then. 

Neice,  Take  him  from  my  Sight,  if  I  fhall  fee  to 
morrow  • 

Witty.  Pray  you  forbear  the  Place,  this  Difcontent 
May  impair  her  Health  much. 

Clown.  'Foot,  if  a  Man  had  been  in  any  Fault, 
*Twould  ne'er  a  griev'd  him  :  Sir,  if  you'll  believe. 

Witty,  Nay,  nay,  proteft  no  more,  \  do  believe  you. 
But  you  fee  how  the  Lady  is  w.ong'd  by'c; 
She  has  caft  away  herfelf,  'tis  to  be  fear'd, 
Againft  her  Uncle's  Will,  nay,  and  Confenf, 
But  out  of  a  mere  negled,  and  fpight  to  herfelf, 
Married  fuddenly  without  any  advice. 

Clown.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ?  if  Ihe  be  caft  away,lhc 
may  thank  herfelf,  fhe  might  have  gone  farther  and 
far'd  worfe  I  could  do  no  more  than  1  could  do :  'twas 
her  own  PJeafure  to  command  me,  that  I  fhould  not 
come  'till  1  was  fent  for,  I  had  been  with  her  every 
Minute  of  an  Hour  elfe. 

Witty.  Truly  I  believe  you. 

Clown.  Night  and  Day  fhe  might  have  commanded 
me,  and  that  fhe  knew  well  enough  ;  I  faid  -as  much  to 
her  between  her  and  I  yet  I  proteft,  fhe's  as  honeft 
a  Lady  for  my  parr,  that  I'd  fay,  if  fhe  would  fee  me 
hang'd :  If  fhe  be  caft  away,  I  cannot  help  it,  fhe  might 
have  ftay'd  to  have  fpoke  with  a  Man,  '  Witty* 
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Witty,  Well,  'twas  a  hard  Mifs  on  both  Parts.^ 
Clown,  So  'twas,  I  was  within  one  of  her,  for  all  this 

crofs  Luck,  I  was  fure  I  was  between  the  Knight  and 

Home. 

Wice.  Not  gone  yet  ?  Oh  my  Heart !  none  regard 
my  Health  ? 

Witty,  Good  Sir,  forbear  her  fight  awhile,  you  hear 
How  ill  (he  brooks  it. 

Clown,  Foolilh  Woman,  to  overthrow  her  Fortunes  fo ; 
I  fhall  think  the  worfe  of  a  Lady's  Wit,  while  I  live 

for't  -I  could  almoft  cry  for  Anger  ;  if  Ihe  fhould  mif- 

carry  now,  'twould  touch  my  Confcience  a  little ;  and  who 
knows  what  Love  and  Conceit  may  do  ?  What  would 
People  fay,  as  I  go  along  ?  Inhere  goes  he  that  the  Lady 
dfdfor  Love  on^  I  am  fure  to  hear  on't  i'th'  Streets,  I 
ihall  weep  before  hand  ;  foolilh  Woman,  1  do  grieve 
more  for  thee  now,  than  I  did  love  thee  before ;  well,  go 
thy  ways,  now  wouldft  thou  fpare  thy  Husband's  Head, 
and  break  thine  own  Heart,  if  thou  had  ft  any  Wit  ;  I 
would  feme  other  had  been  the  Caufe  of  thy  undoing,  I 
lhall  be  twitted  i'th'  Teeth  with  it,  I'm  fure  of  that, 
foolifh  Lady.  {Exit, 

Neice.  So,  fo,  this  Trouble's  well  fhook  off. 
Uncle,  how  d'ye  ?  there's  a  Dowry  due.  Sir. 

Cun,  We  have  agreed  it,  Sweeteft, 
And  find  your  Uncle 
Fully  recover'd,  kind  to  both  of  us. 

IVitty,  To  all  the  reft,  I  hope. 

OldK.  Never  to  thee,  nor' thee,  eafy  Coufin  Cr^^i«/(?aj, 
Was  your  Wit  fo  raw  ? 

Cred.  Faith,  yours  Sir,  fo  long  feafon'd. 
Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame. 
Speaking  it  with  Reverence,  Uncle. 

Sir  Greg,  Yes  faith.  Sir,  you  have  paid  as  dear,  for 
your  time,  as  any  Man  here. 

Witty.  Ay,  Sir,  and  I'll  reckon  it  to  him.  Imprimis^  The 
firft  Preface-cheat  of  a  Pair  of  Pieces  to  the  Beggars ; 
you  remember  that  I  was  the  Example  to  your  Bounty 
there,  I  fpake  Greek  and  Syriack,  Sir  ;  you  under ftand 
me  now.    Next,  the  Robbery  put  upon  your  indulgent 

Coulin, 
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Coufin,  which  indeed  was  no  Robbery,  no  Conftable, 
no  Juftice,  no  Thief,  but  all  Cheaters  j  there  was  a  hun- 
dred Mark,  mark  you  that :  Laftly,  this  memorable 
hundred  Pounds  worth  of  Mufick,  this  was  both  Cheats 
and  Wit  too ;  and  for  the  Afliftance  of  this  Gentleman 
to  my  Coufin  ( for  which  I  am  to  have  a  Fee )  that  was 
a  little  Pradice  of  my  Wit  too,  Father  :  Will  you  come 
to  Compofition  yet,  Father  ? 

Cm.  Yes  faith,  Sir,  do,  two  hundred  a  Year  will  be 
cafier  than  fo  much  Weekly,  I  do  not  think  he's  barren 
if  he  (hould  be  put  to't  again. 

Old  K.  Why  this  was  the  Day  I  look'd  for,  thou  lhalt 
have't 

And  the  next  Cheat  makes  it  up  three  hundred  ; 
Live  thou  upon  thy  ten  Pound  Vicarage, 
Thou  get'ft  not  a  Penny  more,  here's  thy  full 
Hire  now. 

Cred,  I  thank  you.  Sir, 

Witty.  Why  there  was  the  Sum  of  all  my  Wit,  Father, 
To  fhove  him  out  of  your  Favour,  which  I  fear'd 
Would  have  difinherited  me. 

Old  K,  Moft  certain't  had. 
Had  not  thy  Wit  recover'd  it.  Is  there  any  here 
That  had  a  hand  with  thee  ?. 

mtty.  Yes,  all  thefe.  Sir.  [»em. 

Old  K,  Nephew,  pray  part  a  hundred  Pound  amongft 
ril  repay*t;  Wealth,  love  me  as  I  love  Wit  j 
When  I  die, 

I'll  build  an  Alms-houfe  for  decayed  Wits. 

Sir  Gre^.  I'll  entertain  one  in  my  life-time }  Scholar, 
you  fhall  be  my  Chaplain,  I  have  the  Gift  of  twenty 
Benefices,  fimple  as  I  am  here. 

Prif.  Thanks,  my  great  Patron. 

Cun.  Sir,  your  Gentry  and  your  Name  fiiall  both  be 
rais'd  as  high  as  my  Fortunes  can  reach  'em,  for  your 
Friends  fake. 

Witty.  Something  will 
Be  in  my  prefent  Power,  the  future  more. 
You  fhall  lhare  with  me. 

Ruifj.  and  Wife.  Thanks,  worthy  Gentlemen; 
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Neice.  Sir,  I  would  beg  one  thing  of  you. 

Sir  Greg,  You  can  beg  nothing  of  me. 

Witty^  Oh  Sir,  if  fhe  begs,  there's  your  Power  over  her. 

Sir  Greg,  She  has  begg'd  me  for  a  Fool  already,  but, 
'tis  no  matter.  I  have  begg'd  her  for  a  Lady,  that  (he 
might  have  been,  that's  one  for  another. 

Witty.  Nay,  but  if  Ihe  beg  

Sir  Greg.  Let  her  beg  again  then. 

Neice,  That  your  Man  Pompefs  Coat  may  come  over 
his  Ears  back  again,  I  would  not  he  Ihould  be  Joft  for 
my  fake. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  'tis  granted,  for  mine  own  fake. 
Mir.  I'll  intreat  it.  Sir. 

Sir  Greg,  Why  then  'tis  granted  for  your  fake.  OldK, 
Come,  come, 
Down  with  all  Weapons  now,  'tis  Mufick  time. 
So  it  be  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  Rate ; 
Some  have  receiv'd  the  Knocks,  fome  giv'n  the  Hits, 
And  all  concludes  in  Love  j  there's  happy  Wits. 

[ExeufjL 


This  Play  concluding  that  Part  of  the  Work,  the  Care  and  Con- 
duft  of  which  fe!l  to  my  Share,  I  (hall  here  tike  my  leave  of  the  learned 
and  candid  Reader,  and  at  the  fame  time  affure  him,  that  thepleafure 
of  having  finifhed  my  Labour,  far  exceeds  what  1  received  in  the  Pro- 
grefs  of  the  Work,  a  Thing  I  imagine  very  common  to  all  Editors: 
This  is  my  firft  Effay  in  Criticifm,  and  i:s  good  or  ill  Succefs  will 
•  either  encourage  me  in,  or  deter  me  from,  profecuting  an  Edition  of 
Spe.>tf£r^  toward  which  I  have  thefe  feveral  Years  been  colledling 
Materials.  And  as  I  wi{h  to  fee  a  good  Edition  of  that  fine  Poet,  fo 
I  would  invite  all  the  Learned  and  Ingenious  Part  of  the  World  to 
contribute  their  Afliftarce  toward  the  efFeding  of  i^.  Fori  am  per« 
fuaded,  that  Spenfer  will  make  a  Figure  no  way  inferior  to  the  bell 
Oretk  or  Rcr.ar.  Writers,  when  publiflied  like  them.   Cum  No/is 

7.  Sympfon. 
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At  the  Reviving  of  this  P  L  A  Y. 


WE  need  not  tell  you  ^  Gallants,,  that  this  Night 
The  Wits  have  jumpt^  or  that  the  Scenes  hit  right ; 
*Twould  he  hut  Lahour  loft  for  to  excufe 
What  FJctcher  had  to  do  in ;  his  hrisk  Mufe 
Was  fo  Mercurial^  that  nf  he  hut  writ 
An  J5l^  or  two^  the  whole  Play  rofe  up  Wit. 
We*ll  not  appeal  unto  thofe  Gentlemen, 
Judge  hy  their  Cloaths,  if  they  fit  right,  nor  when 
The  Ladies  fmile,  and  with  their  Fans  delight 
To  whisk  a  Clinch  afide,  then  all  goes  right  \ 
'Twas  well  received  before,  and  we  dare  fay^ 
Tou  now  are  wekone  to  na  vulgar  Play. 
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FAIR  MAID 

O  F  T  H  E 

I    N  N. 

A 

T  R  A  G  I-C  O  M  E  D  Y. 


PROLOG  U  E. 

PLays  have  their  Fates^  not' as  in  their  true  Senfe 
They^re  tindcrjicod^  ^but  as  the  Influence 
Of  idle  Cuftom  madly  works  upon 
1'be  Brofs  of  many-tongu'd  Opinion, 
A  worthy  Story ^  how[oel:er  writ^ 
For  Language^  modejl  Mirth^  Conceit  or  IFit, 
Meets  oftentimes  with  the  fweet  Commendation 
Of  hangU^  'tis  fcurvy  ;  when  for  Approbation 
A  Jigg  fhall  be  clap  at^  and  every  Rh'ime 
Frais'd  and  applauded  by  a  clamorous  Chime, 
Let  Ignorance  and  Laughter  dwell  together^ 
They  are  beneath  the  Mufes  Pity,  Hither 
Come  nobler  Judgments,  and  to  thofe  the  Strain 
Of  our  Invention  is  not  bent  in  vain 
The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn  to  you  commends 
Her  Hopes  and  Welcomes^  and  withal  intends 
In  th^  Entertains  to  which  fhe  doth  invite  ye^ 
All  things  to  pleafe^  and  fome  things  to  delight  ye. 


Vol.  IX. 
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D  RAM  AT  IS    P  ERSO  N 


MEN. 

DVKE  of  VlortncQ, 
Ccfario,  a  young  Gentleman  of  a  fiery  Nature y  Son  to 
Albertus. 

Albercus,  Father  to  Cefario,  Admiral  of  Florence. 
Baptifta,  a  brave  Sea  Commander^  ancient  Friend  to  Alber- 
tus, and  Father  to  Mentivole  and  Biancha. 
MentivoJe,  Son  to  Baptifta,  Lover  of  Clarifla. 
trofpero,  a  nolle  Friend  to  Baptifta. 
*i[wo  Magifirates  of  Florence. 
Bofi-t  the  fuppofed  Father  to  Biancha. 
Forobofco,  a  cheating  Mountebanks 
Clown ^  the  Mountebank's  Man^  and  Setter* 
^hree  Gentlemen, 
Secretary  to  the  Duke. 
Dancer^ 

T ayloYy    (  Four  Fools  and  Knaves^  who  pretend  Love  to 
Muletteer^r^     Biancha,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn, 
Pedanty  j 
Sailors, 


WOMEN. 

Mariana,  fFife  to  Albertus,  a  virtuous  Ludy. 
ClarifTa,  Mariana'^  Daughter^  in  Love  with  Mentivole. 
Juliana,  Neicetothe  Duke  of  Genoa,  Baptifta'j  fecoud  Wife, 
Biancha,  the  fair  Maid  of  the  Inn^  beloved  cf  Cefario,  a7id 

Daughter  to  Baptifta  and  Juliana. 
IJofiefsy  the  fuppofed  Mother  of  Biancha. 

SCENE  FLORENCE. 


THE 


THE 

Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 


ACT   I.     SCENE  I. 

"E^ter  Cefario,  and  ClarilTao 

C  E  S  A  R  I  O. 

Nterprct  not,  Clarijfa^  my  true  zeal 
In  giving  you  counfel,  to  tranfcend  the  Bounds 
That  fhould  confine  a  Brother;  (i)  'tis  your 
Honour, 

And  Peace  of  Mind  (which  Honour  loft,  will 
leave  you) 

I  labour  to  preferve  ;  and  though  you  yet  are 
Pure  and  untainted,  and  refolve  to  be  fo, 
Having  a  Father's  Eye,  and  Mother's  Care 
In  all  your  Ways  to  keep  you  fair  and  upright, 
In  which  refpedls  my  beft  Advices  muft 
Appear  Juperfluous  ;  yet  fince  Love,  dear  Sifter, 
WilJ  fometimes  tender  things  unneceftary, 

(  l)    "'tis  your  Honour^ 

j^fid  Peace  of  Mind  {ivh'ich  Honour  laft,  nvill  leafveyou) 

I  labour  to  preferve  ;  ]  Thus  all  the  Editions  calling  Peace 

Mind  an  Honour,  and  the  laji  that  leanje  us.  1  need  not  iniill  upon 
the  ScifFnefs  cf  luch  a  Sentiment,  fince  the  Moment  the  true  Reading 
occurs  by  the  Change  of  a  fmgle  Letter  it  is  felf-svident :  Honour 
being  lojl^  Peace  of  Mind  would  leave  her. 

Y  2  Mifeon- 
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Mifconftrue  not  my  Purpofe. 

Cla.  Sir,  I  dare  not : 
But  ftill  receive  it  as  a  large  Addition, 
To  th'  much  that  I  already  ftand  ingag'd  for. 
Yet  pardon  me,  though  I  profefs,  upon 
A  true  Examination  of  myfelf, 
Even  to  my  private  Thoughts,  I  cannot  find 
(Having  fuch  ftrong  Supporters  to  uphold  me) 
On  what  flight  Ground  the  lead  Doubt  can  be  rais'd. 
To  render  it  fufpcdled  I  can  fall. 
Or  from  my  Fame  or  Virtue. 

Cefa.  Far  bs't  from  me. 
To  nourifh  ft  ch  a  Thought ;  and  yet  excufe  me. 
As  you  would  do  a  Lapidary,  whofe  whole  Fortunes 
Depend  upon  the  fafety  of  one  Jewel, 
If  he  think  no  Cafe  precious  enough 
To  keep  it  in  full  Luftre,  nor  no  Locks, 
Though  lending  ftrength  to  Iron  Doors,  fufEcient 
To  guard  it,  and  fecure  him  ;  you  to  me  are 
A  Gem  of  more  efteem,  and  prized  higher 
Than  Ufurers  do  their  Muck,  or  great  Men  Title, 
And  any  Flaw  (which  Heav'n  avert)  in  you, 
(Whofe  Reputation  like  a  Diamond 
Cut  newly  from  the  Rock,  Women  with  Envy, 
And  Men  with  covetous  Defires  look  up  at) 
By  prying  Eyes  difcovered,  in  a  Moment, 
Would  render  what  the  Braveries  of  Florence^ 
For  want  of  Counterpoife,  forbear  to  cheapen. 
Of  little  or  no  Value. 

Cla,  I  fee,  Brother, 
The  Mark  you  (hoot  at,  and  much  thank  your  Love  \ 
But  for  my  Virgin  Jewel  which  is  brought 
In  Comparifon  with  your  Diamond,  reft  aflur'd 
It  (hall  not  fall  in  fuch  a  Workman's  Hands 
Whofe  Ignorance  or  Malice  fhall  have  power 
To  caft  one  Cloud  upon  it,  but  ftill  keep 
Her  native  Splendor. 

Cefa.  'Tis  well,  I  commend  you  ; 
And  ftudy  your  Advancement  with  that  care 

As 
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As  I  would  do  a  Sifter's,  (2)  whom  I  iove 
With  more  than  common  Ardor. 

Cla,  That  from  me, 
I  hope's  return'd  to  you. 

Cefa,  1  do  confefs  it. 
Yet  let  me  tell  you,  (but  ftill  with  that  Love 
I  wifh  t'encreafe  between  us)  that  you  are 
Obferv'd,  againft  the  Gravity  long  maintair/d 
In  Italy  (where  to  fee  a  Maid  unmafqu'd 
Is  held  a  Blemifli)  to.be  over-frequent 
In  giving  or  receiving  Vifits, 

Cla,  How? 

Cefa,  Whereas  the  Cuftom's  here  to  wooe  by  PIdure, 
And  never  fee  the  Subftance.    You  are  fair. 
And  Beauty  draws  Temptations  on  ;  you  know  it, 
I  would  not  live  to  fee  a  willing  Grant 
From  you,  to  one  unworthy  of  your  Birth, 
Feature  or  Fortune  ;  yet  there  have  been  Ladies 
Of  Rank,  Proportion,  and  of  Means  beyond  yoj, 
That  have  prov'd  this  no  Miracle. 

Cla,  One  unworthy  ? 
Why,  pray  you  gentle  Brother,  who  are  they 
That  I  vouchfafe  thefe  Bounties  to  ?  I  hope. 
In  your  ftridl  Criticifm  of  me,  and  my  Manners, 
That  you  will  not  deny  they  are  your  Equals. 

Cefa,  Angry  ? 

Cla,  Pve  reafon,  but  in  cold  Blood  tell  me. 
Had  we  not  one  Father  ? 
Cefa,  Yes,  and  Mother  too. 
Cla,  And  he  a  Soldier. 
Cefa,  True. 

Cla.  If  I  then  borrow  ' 
A  little  of  the  Boldnefs  of  his  Temper, 
Imparting  it  to  fuch  as  may  defer ve  it  \ 

^  2  )  -  'whom  I  lo'ue 

With  more  than  common  Order.]  Here  a  very  grofs  Miftakc 
has  run  through  all  the  Editions  ;  but  here  too  it  has  kept  To  near  the 
Letters  of  the  Original,  that  the  Moment  the  falfe  Reading  is  obferVed, 
the  true  one  will  readily  occur.  After  writing  this,  1  found  the  fame 
Correction  in  Mr.  fheobaltPi  Margin. 

Y  3  (Howe'er 
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(Howe'er  indulgent  to  yourfelves,  you  Brothers 
Allov/  no  pare  of  Freedom  to  your  Sifters^ 
I  hope  'twUl  not  pafs  tor  a  Crime  in  me. 
To  grant  Accefs  and  Speech  to  noble  Suitors ; 
And  you  efcape  for  innocent,  that  dcfceid 
T'  a  Thing  fo  far  beneath  you?  Are  you  touch'd  ? 
Why  did  you  think  that  you  had  Glgt^"*  Ring, 
Or  th*  Herb  that  gives  Invifibility  ? 
Or  that  B\a.nchcL\  Name  had  ne'er  been  mention'd ; 
Tne  Fair  Maid  of  the  grand  O/leriay  Brother  ? 
Cefa,  No  more. 

C!a.  A  little,  Brother.    Your  Night-walks, 
And  offer'd  Prefents  ;  which  coy  flie,  contemn'd. 
Your  Combats  in  Difguifes  with  your  Rivals, 
Brave  Muletiers^  Scullions  perfum'd  with  Greafe, 
(3;  Such  as  cry  Meat  for  Cats,  muft  be  remembred  i 
And  all  this  Pother  for  a  common  Trull, 
A  tempting  Sign,  and  curioufly  fet  forth, 
To  draw  in  riotous  Guefts,  a  thing  expos'd 
To  every  Ruffian's  rude  Afiault  ;  and  fubjecfb. 
For  a  poor  Salary,  to  a  rich  Man's  Luft, 
Though  made  up  of  Difeafes. 

Cefi,  Will  you  end  yet  ^ 

Cla.  And  this  a  MiHrefs  for  Ahertus*  Son, 
One  that  I  fhould  call  Sifter  } 

Ceja.    Part  not  with 
Your  Modefty  in  this  violent  Heat  •,  the  Truth  is, 
(For  you  fhall  be  my  Confeflbr)  I  love  her, 
But  virtuoufly    Report  that  gives  her  out 
Only  for  fair,  and  adds  not  fhe  is  chafte, 
Dctrads  much  from  her :  for  indeed  fhe  is. 
Though  of  a  low  Condition,  compos'd 
Of  all  thofe  Graces,  Dames  of  higheft  Birth, 
Though  rich  in  Nature's  Bounties,  fhould  be  proud  of  \ 
But  leave  her,  and  to  you  my  neareft  Care, 

(  3  )  And  fuck  as  want  Meat  for  Cats  ]    This  feem'd  obfcare, 

b-^t  is  cleared  up  by  the  old  Folio,  who  for  inant  reads  cry;  but  the 
conjunctive  Particle  at  the  Beginning  feems  to  hurt  both  Senfe  and 
Meafure,  and  to  have  crept  in  from  the  Line  below  i  for  Scullions  are 
tfee  proper  Perfons  to  fell  Cats  and  Dogs  Meat. 

Mjr 
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My  de'areft  beft  Clarijfa.    Do  not  think 

(For  then  you  wrong  me)  1  wifli  you  fhould  live 

A  barren  Virgin  Life;  I  rather  aim  at 

A  noble  Husband,  that  may  make  you  Mother 

Of  many  Children,  one  that  when  I  know  him 

Worth  your  Embraces,  I  may  ferve,  and  fue  to  ; 

And  therefore  fcorn  not  to  acquaint  me  with 

That  Man,  that  happy  Man,  you  pleafe  to  favour^ 

Cla,  I  ever  purposed  it,  for  I  wilJ  like 
With  your  AlJowance. 

Cefa.  As  a  Pawn  of  this, 
Receive  this  Ring,  but  e*er  you  part  with  it 
On  any  terms,  be  certain  of  your  Choice  5 
And  make  it  known  to  me. 

Enter  Servants  with  Lights,  Alberto,  Baptifta, 
Mariana,  and  Mentivole. 

Cla.  You  have  my  Hand  for't. 

Cefa.  Which  were  it  not  my  Sifter's,  I  fliould  kifs. 
With  too  much  heat. 

Cla,  My  Father  and  his  Guefts,  Sir. 

Alher.  Oh  my  old  Friend,  my  try'd  Friend,  my  Baptijla : 
Thefe  Days  of  Reft  and  Feafting  fuit  not  with 
Our  tougher  Natures,  thofe  were  golden  ones. 
Which  were  enjoy 'd  at  Sea  ;  that's  our  true  Mother  c 
The  Land's  to  us  a  Step-dame  :  There  we  fought 
Honour  and  Wealth  through  Dangers  ;  yet  thofe  Dangers 
Delighted  more  than  their  Rewards,  though  great  ones. 
And  worth  the  Undertakers  :  Here  we  ftudy 
The  Kitchen  Arts,  to  fliarpen  Appetite,  / 
Dull'd  with  Abundance  ;  and  difpute  with  Heav'n, 
(4)  If  that  the  ieaft  Puff  of  the  rough  North-wind 
Blaft  our  Vine's  Burthen,  rendring  to  our  Palats 
The  charming  Juice  lefs  plcafmg;  whereas  there 

(4)  If  that  the  leaji  puff  of  the  rough  North"wind 
Blaft  our  time's  Burthen^  rendring  to  our  Pnlati 
7he  charming  Juice  lefs  f  leafing  ;  — ]  The  fine  Sentiment 
of  the  Poets  here  is  corrupted  into  ablolute  Darkncfs.  What  is  our 
time's  Burthen  ?  If  Age^  what  Connexion  has  it  with  v^hat  f©lk)ws  \ 
Vine^s  Burthen^  or  the  Grape,  is  undoubtedly  the  true  Reading,  and 
I  believe  will  be  thought  felf-evident  by  e;very  Reader, 

Y4  K 
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If  we  had  Biskec,  pov^derM  Flefli,  frefti  Water, . 
We  thought  them  Perfian  Dclicates  ;  and  for  Mufick 
If  a  flrong  Gale  but  mude  the  Main  Yard  crack, 
We  danc'd  to  the  loud  Minfirel. 

Bait.  And  fear'd  lefs, 
(So  far  we  were  in  love  with  noble  Aflion) 
A  Tcmpeft  than  a  Calm. 

Aijer.  'Tis  true,  Baptifla  ; 
There,  there,  from  mutual  Aids  lent  to  each  other. 
And  virtuous  Emulation  to  exceed 
In  manly  daring,  the  true  School  of  Friend  (hip, 
We  learnt  thofe  Frincipfes,  which  confirmed  us  Friends 
Never  to  be  forgot. 

Bapt,  Never,  I  hope. 

Alter.  W'  were  married  there;  for  Bells,  the  roaring 
Cannon, 

Aloud  proclaim'd  it  lawful,  and  a  Prize 
Then  newly  ta'en,  and  equally  divided. 
Served  as  a  Dowry  t'  you,  then  ftil'd  my  Wife  j 
And  did  enable  me  to  be  a  Husband, 
Fit  to  encounter  fo  much  Wealth,  though  got 
With  Blood  and  Horror. 

Mar.  If  fo  got,  'tis  fit.  Sir, 
Now  you  poflcfs  it,  that  you  fhould  enjoy  it 
In  peace  and  quiet ;  I,  your  Son,  and  Daughter, 
That  reap  the  Harvefl:  of  your  Winters  Labour, 
Though  Debtors  for  it,  yet  have  often  trembled. 
When  in  way  of  Difcourfe,  you  have  related 
How  ycu  came  by  ir. 

Alher,  Trembled  ?  How  the  Softnefs 
Of  your  Sex  may  excufe  you,  I'll  not  argue. 
But  to  the  World,  howe'er  I  hold  thee  noble, 
I  fhouid  proclaim  this  Boy  fome  Coward's  Baftard^  ' 
And  not  the  Image  of  Aihertus*  Youth, 
If  when  fome  wifh'd  Occafion  calls  him  forth 
To  a  brave  Trial,  one  weak  Artery 
O:  his  fhould  fhow  a  Fever,  though  grim  D;fath 
Futon  a  thoufand  dreadful  Shapes  to  fright  him  ; 
The  Elements,  the  Sea,  and  all  the  Winds 
Vyc  number  on  our  Compafs,  then  confpiriig 
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To  make  the  Scene  more  ghaftly  ;  I  muft  have  thee. 

Sirrah,  I  muft,  if  once  you  grapplt;  wiiij 

An  Enemy's  Ship,  to  board  her,  though  you  fee 

The  defperate  Gunner  ready  to  give  fire. 

And  blow  the  Deck  up,  or  like  G?/^r*s  Soldier 

Thy  Hands  like  his  cut  off,  hang  by  the  Teeth, 

And  die  undaunted. 

Mar.  I  even  die  to  hear  you  : 
jMy  Son,  my  lov'd  Cefario  run  fuch  Hazards  ? 
Blcfs'd  Saints  forbid  it  ;  you  have  done  enough 
Already  for  one  Family,  that  rude  way  ; 
TJl  keep  him  fafeat  home,  and  train  him  up 
A  compieat  Courtier :  May  I  live  to  fee  him. 
By  fweet  Difcourfe,  and  gracious  Demeanor, 
Win,  and  bring  home  a  fair  Wife,  and  a  rich  ; 
'Tis  all  I  reft:  ambitious  of. 

Alher.  A  Wife! 
As  if  there  were  a  Courfe  to  purchafe  one 
Prevailing  more  than  honourable  Adlion  ? 
Or  any  Interceflbrs  move  fo  far. 
To  take  a  Miftrefs  of  a  noble  Spirit, 
As  the  true  Fame  of  glorious  Vidories, 
Atchiev'd  by  Sweat  and  Blood  I  Oh  the  brave  Dames 
Of  warlike  Genoua !  they  had  Eyes  to  fee  • 
The  inward  Man,  and  only  from  his  Worth, 
Courage,  and  Conquefts,  the  blind  Archer  knew 
To  head  his  Shafts,  or  light  his  quenched  Torch  ; 
They  were  Proof  againft  them  elfe  j  no  Carpet  Knight 
That  fpent  his  Youth  in  Groves,  or  pleafant  Bovvers, 
Or  ftretching  on  a  Couch  his  lazy  Limbs, 
Sung  to  his  Lute  fuch  foft  and  melting  Notes, 
As  Ovid^  nor  Anacreon  ever  knew. 
Could  work  on  them,  nor  once  bewitch'd  their  Senfe  ; 
Though  he  came  fo  perfum'd  as  he  had  robb'd 
Behaa^  ox  Arabia.,  of  their  Wealth, 
And  ftor'd  it  in  one  Suit  :  1  ftill  remember, 
And  ftill  remember  it  with  Joy,  Baptijia^ 
When  from  the  Refcue  of  the  Genoua  Fleet, 
Almoft  furpriz'd  by  the  Venetian  Gallies, 
Thou  didft  return,  and  were  received  in  Triumph, 

How 
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How  lovely  in  thy  honour'd  Wounds  and  Scars 

Thou  didft  appear,  what  Worlds  of  amorous  Glances 

The  Beauties  of  the  City,  where  they  ftood, 

Fix'd  like  fo  many  of  the  faireft  Stars, 

Shot  from  their  Windows  at  thee  ?  How  it  fir*d 

Their  Bloods  to  fee  (5)  the  Enemies  Captive  Screamers 

Born  through  the  Streets  ?  nor  could  chafte  Juliana^ 

The  Duke's  fair  Neice,  though  guarded  with  her  Greatnefs, 

Refift  this  gallant  Charge,  but  laying  by 

Difparity  of  Fortune  from  the  Objedl, 

Yielded  herfelf  thy  Prifoner. 

Bap.  Pray  chufe  fome  other  Theme. 

Mar,  Can  there  be  one  more  pleafing  ? 

Bap.  That  Triumph  drew  on  me  a  greater  Torture, 
And  'tis  in  the  Remembrance  little  lefs 
Than  ever  Captive  fufFer'd. 

Mar,  How  ?  to  gain  the  Favour  of  fo  great  a  Lady  ? 

Bap,  (6)  Yes,  fince  it  prov'd  fo  fatal ;  t'have  been 
happy.  Madam, 
Adds  to  Calamity,  and  the  heavy  Lofs 
Of  her  I  durft  not  hope  for,  once  enjoy'd. 
Turns  what  you  think  a  Blefling  to  a  Curfe, 
Which  Grief  would  have  forgotten;    Alher,  I  am  forry 
I  touch'd  upon  it.    Mar,  I  burn  rather.  Sir, 
With  a  Defire  to  hear  the  Story  of 
Your  Loves,  and  fhall  receive  it  as  a  Favour, 
Which  you  may  grant. 

Bap,  You  muft  not  be  deny'd. 
Yet  with  all  Brevity  1  mud  report  it ; 
'Tis  true,  fair  Juliana.,  {Genoua^%  Pride) 
Enamour'd  of  my  A(ftions,  lik'd  my  Perfon  ; 
Nor  could  1  but  with  Joy  meet  her  AfFedion ; 
Since  it  was  lawful ;  for  my  firft  Wife  dead, 

( 5  )  —  the  Enemies  Capti've  Streams 

Born  through  the  Streets  ?  ]    Streams  for  Streamers^  has 

run  through  ail  the  Editions,  tho'^  the  Corruption  was  fo  extremely 
obvious.    Mr.  Theobald  agreed  with  me  in  the  Corre£bun. 

(6)  Tes,  fince  it  pron}" d. fatal  \  ]    The  Particle  inferted  in  the 

Text  improving  both  Senfc  and  Meafure  was  mott  probably  in  the 
Original. 

W'  were 
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W'  were  clofely  marry'd,  and  for  fome  few  Months 

Tafted  the  Fruits  oPt  ;  but  nnalicious  Fate, 

Envying  our  too  much  Happinefs,  wrought  upon 

A  taithlefs  Servant,  privy  co  our  Plot, 

And  Cabinet  Counfellor  to  Juliana^ 

Who  either  for  Hope,  or  Reward,  or  Fcar^ 

Difcover'd  us  to  the  incenfed  Duke  : 

Whofe  Rage  made  her  clofe  Prifoner,  and  pronouncM 

On  me  perpetual  Baniflimcnt :  Some  three  Years 

I  wander'd  on  the  Seas,  fince  entertained 

By  the  great  Duke  of  Florence  \  but  what  Fate 

Attended  her,  or  Profpero  my  Friend, 

That  (laid  at  Genouay  to  exped  the  Iffue, 

Is  yet  uncertain. 

Enter  a  Gentleman.  ^ 

Alber.  From  the  Duke. 

Bap,  He's  welcome. 
To  end  my  forc'd  Relation,  Alber.  Signior  Baptlfia^ 
The  Great  Duke's  Will  commands  your  prefcnt  Care. 

Gent,  It  points  indeed  at  both  of  you. 

Bap,  I  wait  it. 

Alber,  In  MariM^a^  to  your  Reft; 

Bap,  Nay  leave  us. 
We  muft  be  private. 

Mar,  Stay  not  long,  Cefario, 

[_Exeunt.    Manent  Cefario,  Mentivole. 

Ment,  So,  thefe  old  Men  being  vanifh'd,  'tis  allowed 
That  we  may  fpeak ;  and  howfoe'er  they  take 
Delight  in  the  Difcourfe  of  former  Dangers, 
It  cannot  hinder  us  to  treat  a  little 
Of  prefent  Pleafures. 

Cefa.  Which  if  well  employed. 
Will  not  alone  continue,  but  increafe 
In  us  their  Friendfhip. 

Ment.  How  fliall  we  fpend  the  Night  ? 
To  fnore  it  out  like  drunken  Dutchmen^  would 
Sort  ill  with  us  Italians,  We  are  made 
Of  other  Metal,  fiery,  quick,  and  adlive  ; 
Shall  we  take  our  Fortune  I  and  while  our  cold  Fathers 

(In 
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(In  whom  long  fince  their  youthful  Heats  were  dead) 
Talk  much  of  Mars^  ferve  under  Venus  Enfigns, 
And  fcek  a  Miftrels  ? 

Cefa,  That's  a  Game,  dear  Friend, 
That  does  admit  no  Rival  in  chafe  of  it. 
And  either  to  be  undertook  alone, 
Or  not  to  be  attempted. 

Ment,  Til  not  prefs  you  ; 
What  other  Sports  to  entertain  the  time  with 
The  following  Morning  ? 

Cefa,  Any  that. may  become  us. 

Ment,  Is  the  Neapolitan  Horfe  the  Viceroy  fent  you. 
In  a  fit  Plight  to  run  ? 

Cefa.  So  my  Groom  tells  me. 
I  can  boaft  little  of  my  Horfemanfhip  5 
Yet  upon  his  Afltirance,  I  dare  wager 
A  thoufand  Crowns,  'gainft  any  Horfe  in  Florence^ 
For*n  eight  Mile  Courfe. 

Ment,  I  would  not  win  of  you. 
In  refpedl  you  are  impatient  of  Lofs  : 
Elie  I  durft  match  him  with  my  Barhary 
For  twice  the  Sum.    Cefa,  You  do  well  to  excufe  it. 
Being  certain  to  be  beaten.    Ment,  Tulh,  you  know 
The  contrary. 

Cefa.  To  end  the  Controverfy 
Put  it  to  Trial,  by  my  Life  I'll  meet  you 

Enter  ClarifTa. 

With  the  next  rinng  Sun. 

Ment,  A  Match.    But  here 
Appears  a  Cynthia^  that  fcorns  to  borrow 
A  Beam  of  Light  from  the  great  Eye  of  Heav'n> 
She  being  herfelf  all  Brightnefs ;  how  I  envy 
Thofe  amorous  Smiles,  thofe  Kiffes,  but  fure  chafte  ones. 
Which  fhe  vouchfafes  her  Brother  ? 

Cla,  You  are  wanton  : 
Pray  you  think  me  not  Biancha^  leave  I  pray  you  ; 
My  Mother  will  not  deep  before  fhe  fee  you. 
And  fince  you  know  her  Tendernefs,  nay  Fondnefs, 
In  every  Circumftance  that  concerns  your  Safety, 


Hoe  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn.  349 

You  are  not  equal  to  her,  Cefa,  I  muft  leave  you. 
But  will  not  fail  to  meet  you. 

Ment.  Soft  Sleeps  to  you.  a 

(7)  Mar,  \Wtibw.']  Cefario. 

Cla,  You're  cali'd  again. 

Cefa,  Some  Sons 
Complain  of  too  much  Rigour  in  their  Mothers ; 
1  of  too  much  Indulgence  ;  you  will  follow   [Exit.  . 

Cla.  You  are  her  firft  Care,  therefore  lead  the  Way. 

Ment,  She  ftays  5  bleft  Opportunity,  flie  ftays 
As  fhe  invited  Conference,  fhe  was  ever 
Noble  and  free;  but  thus  to  tempt  my  Frailty, 
Argues  a  yielding  in  her  ;  or  Contempt 
Of  all  that  I  dare  offer ;  ftand  I  now 
Confuting  ?  No,  I'll  put  it  home.  Cla,  Who  waits  there? 
More  Lights.  Ment,  You  need  them  not,  they're  as  ufeleis 
As  at  Noon-day  ;  can  there  be  Darknefs,  where 
Nature,  then  wifely  liberal,  vouchfaf 'd 
To  lend  two  Suns  ? 

Cla,  Hyperboles, 

Ment,  No,  Truths  : 
Truths,  beauteous  Virgin,  fo  my  Love-fick  Heart 
Aflures  me,  and  my  Underftanding  tells  me 
I  muft  approach  them  wifely  i  fhould  I  rafhly 
Prefsnear  their  fcorching  Beams,  they  would  confume  me : 
And  on  the  contrary,  fhould  your  Difdain 
Keep  me  at  too  much  Diftance,  and  I  wane 
Their  comfortable  Heat,  the  Froft  of  Death 
Would  feize  on  all  my  Faculties. 

Cla.  Pray  you  paufe.  Sir. 
This  Vehemency  of  Difcourfe  muft  elfe  needs  tire  you. 
Thefe  gay  Words  take  not  me,  'tis  fimple  Faith, 
Honeft  Integrity  and  lawful  Flames 
I  am  delighted  with. 

Ment,  Such  I  bring  with  me. 
And  therefore,  Lady— — 

Cla,  But  that  you  took  me  off 
E'er  1  came  to  a  period  ;  I  had  added 

(7)  Within,  Mariana^  Ce/aria.']    Former  Editions, 

A 


35^      The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

A  long  Experience  muft  be  requir'd 

Both  of  his  Faith  and  Truft,  with  whom  a  Virgin 

TraiHcks  for,  what  is  dearc'A  in  this  Life, 

Her  Liberty  and  Honour  ;  1  confef? 

I  oft  have  view'd  you  with  an  Eye  of  Favour, 

And  with  your  generous  Parts  the  rhany  tenders 

Of  doing  me  all  fair  Offices,  have  won 

A  good  Opinion  from  me.    Merit.  Oh  fpcak  ever, 

I  never  heard  fuch  Mufick.    Cla.  A  plain  Tune,  Sir, 

But  'tis  a  hearty  one  ;  when  T  perceive, 

By  evident  Proofs,  your  Aims  are  truly  noble. 

And  that  you  bring  the  Engines  of  fair  Love, 

Not  of  foul  Lufl-,  to  fhake  and  undermine 

My  Maiden  Fortrefs :  I  may  then  make  good 

What  now  I  dare  not  promife. 

Ment.  You  already. 
In  taking  notice  of  my  poor  Defervings, 
Have  been  magnificent,  and  'twill  appear 
A  frontlefs  Impudence  to  ask  beyond  this; 
Yet  qualify,  though  not  excufe  my  Error, 
Though  now  I  am  ambitious  to  defirc 
A  Confirmation  of  it.    Cla.  So  it  wrong  not 
My  Modefty  to  grant  it.    Merit.  'Tis  far  from  me, 
1  only  am  a  Suitor,  you  would  grace  me 
With  fome  Toy,  but  made  rich  in  that  you  wore  it. 
To  warrant  to  the  World  that  I  ufurp  not. 
When  I  prefume  to  ilile  myfelf  your  Servant, 
A  Ribbon  from  your  Shoe. 

Cla.  You  are  too  humble, 
I'll  think  upon't ;  and  fomething  of  more  Value 
Shall  witnefs  how  I  prize  you  ;  it  grows  late, 
ril  bring  you  to  the  Door. 

Ment.  You  ftill  more  bind  me.-^—  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Duke  of  Florence,  Alberto,  Baptifta,  Magif 
trates  and  Attendards. 

Duke.  You  find,  by  this  aflur'd  Intelligence, 
The  Preparation  of  the  Turk^s  againfl  us. 
We've  met  him  oft  and  beat  him  ;  now  to  fear  him 
Would  argue  want  of  Courage,  and  I  hold  it 
A  &fcr  Policy  for  us  and  our  Signiories, 
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To  charge  him  in  his  Paflage  o'er  the  Sea, 
Than  to  cxped  him  here. 

Alher,  May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
Since  you  vouchsafe  to  think  me  worthy  of 
This  great  Imployment,  if  I  may  deliver 
My  Judgment  freely,  'tis  not  FJattery 
Though  I  fay  ( 8  j  my  Opinion  waits  on  yours. 
Nor  would  I  give  my  Suffrage  and  Confent 
To  what  you  have  proposed,  but  that  I  know  it 
Worth  the  great  Speaker,  though  that  the  denial 
Call'd  on  your  heavy  Anger.    For  myfelf 
I  do  profefs  thus  much,  if  a  blunt  Soldier 
May  borrow  fo  much  from  the  oyl'd  tongu'd  Courtier, 
(That  echoes  whatfoe'er  the  Prince  allows  of) 
AW  that  my  long  Experience  hath  taught  me,  . 
That  have  fpent  three  parts     my  Life  at  Sea, 
(Let  it  not  tafte  of  Arrogance  that  1  fay  it) 
Could  not  have  added  Reafons  of  more  Weight 
To  fortify  your  AfFedions,  than  fuclv 
As  your  Grace  out  of  Obfervation  meerly 
Already  have  propounded.    Bap,  With  the  Honour 
To  give  the  daring  Enemy  an  Affront 
In  being  the  firft  Oppofer,  it  will  teach 
Your  Soldiers  boldnefs ;  and  ftrike  fear  in  them 
That  durft  attempt  you. 

I  Magu  Viduals  and  Ammunition, 
And  Mony  too,  the  Sinews  of  the  War, 
Are  ftor'd  up  in  the  Magazine.  2  Map.  And  the  Galliei 
New  rigg'd  and  train'd  up,  and  at  two  Days  warning 
Fit  for  the  Service.    Duke.  We  commend  your  Care, 
Nor  will  we  e'er  be  wanting  in  our  Counfel^, 
As  we  doubt  not  your  Adlion  ;  you  Bapijla 
Shall  flay  with  us  ;  that  Merchant  is  not  wife. 
That  ventures  his  whole  Fortunes  in  one  Bottom. 
(9)  Alberto  be  our  Admiral  ;  fpare  your  Thanks, 

(8)  —mj  Opinion  nvaits  on  you,  ]  The  fmall  Change  of  w« 
to  yours  takes  all  Obfcurity  from  this  Expreffion. 

(9)  Albcr.  Be  our  J^mira/,^]  The  Continuation  ©f  the  Duke'j 
Speech  IS  thus  abfurdly  broke  in  all  the  former  Editions.  The  Correftioa 
It  extremely  obvious,  and  Mr.  TMa/d  h&d  corrcaed  it  before  me. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  Merit  in  you  that  invites  this  Honour, 
Preferve  it  fuch ;  e'er  long  you  fliall  hear  more, 
Things  rafhly  undertaken  end  as  ill. 
But  great  Ad:s  thrive  when  Reafon  guides  the  Will. 

\_Exeunt, 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent,  No  Queftion  'twas  not  well  done  in  Cefaiio^ 
To  crofs  the  Horle  of  young  Mentivole  , 

In  the  midft  of  this  Courfe. 

2  Gent,  That  was  not  all, 
Th'  Twitching  him  duU'd  him. 

3  Gent.  Would  that  both  the  Jades 

Had  broke' their  Necks,  when  they  firft  darted  :  'flight, 
'We  fland  here  prating,  give  them  leave  to  whifper. 
And  when  they  have  cut  one  anothers  Throats 

Enter  Mentivole  and  Cefario. 

Make  in  to  part  'em. 

z  Gent.  There  is  no  fuch  Hazard, 
Their  Father's  Friendlhip  and  their  Love  forbid  it  j 
See  where  they  come. 

I  Gent.  With  Fury  in  their  Looks. 

Mint.  You  have  the  Wager,  with  what  foul  play  got 
I'll  not  difpute. 

Cefa.  Foul  Play  ? 

Ment.  I  cannot  fpeak  it 
In  a  fairer  Language,  and  if  fome  Refpedls 
Familiar  to  myfdf  chain'd  not  my  Tongue, 
I  fhould  fay  more.    I  fhould,  but  I'll  (it  down 
With  this  Dif^race ;  howe'er  prefs  me  no  farther. 
For  if  once  more  provok'd,  you'll  uhderftand 
I  dare  no  more  fuffer  an  Injury, 
Than  I  dare  do  one. 

Cefa.  Why,  Sir,  are  you  injur'd 
In  that  I  take  my  Right,  which  I  would  force^ 
Should  you  detain  it  .'^ 

Ment.  Put  it  to  Judgment. 

Cefa.  No  ;  my  Will  in  this  fhall  carry  it. 

Ment.  Your  Will?  Nay,  farcwel Sofnefs  then. 

3  Giut. 
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3  Gmt,  This  I  forefaw.  \they  fuddenly  draw, 

2  Gent.  Hold,  hold. 
Cefa.  I'm  hurt. 

2  Gent.  Shift  for  yourfelf,  *tis  Death. 

Af^«/.  As  you  refped  me,  bear  him  off  with  Care, 
If  he  mifcarry,  fmce  he  did  the  Wrong, 
ril  (land  the  fhock  oft. 

X  Gent,  Gently,  he  will  faint  elle  

[^Exeunt  Gentlemen  with  Ccfario. 

Ment.  And  fpeedily,  1  befeech  you  5  my  Rage  over. 
That  pour'd  upon  my  Reafon  Clouds  of  Error, 
I  fee  my  Folly,  and  at  what  dear  Lofs 
I  have  exchanged  a  real  Innocence^ 
To  gain  a  meer  fantaftical  Report, 
Tranfported  only  by  vain  popular  Wind, 
To  be. a  daring,  nay,  fool-hardy  Man. 

Enter  Baptifta. 
But  could  T  fatisfy  myfelf  within  here. 
How  fhould  I  bear  my  Father's  Frowns  ?  They  meet  me, 
My  Guilt  conjures  him  hither. 

Bapt,  Sirrah. 

Ment.  Sir. 

Bapt.  I've  met  the  Trophies  of  your  ruffian  Sword  : 
"Was  there  no  other  Anvil  to  make  trial 
How  far  thou  durft  be  wicked,  but  the  Bofom 
Of  him,  which  under  the  adulterate  Name 
Of  Friendfhip  thou  haft  murder'd  ? 

Ment.  Murder'd,  Sir? 
My  Dreams  abhor  fo  bafe  a  Fa<5l ;  true  Valour, 
Imploy'd  to  keep  my  Reputation  fair. 
From  the  aufterefl:  Judge,  can  never  merit 
T*  be  branded  with  that  Title  ;  you  begot  me 
A  Man,  no  Coward  j  and  but  call  your  Youth 
To  Memory,  when  injur'd,  you  could  never 
Boaft  of  the  Aflcs  Fortitude,  Slave-like  Patience  ; 
And  you  might  juftly  doubt  I  were  your  Son, 
If  I  fhoul4  entertain  it ;  if  Cefario 
Recover,  as  I  hope  his  Wound's  not  mortal^ 
A  fecond  Trial  of  what  I  dare  do 
In  a  juft  Caufe,  lhaUgive  ftrong  Witnefs  forme 

Vol.  IX.  Z  J 
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I  am  the  true  Heir  to  Baptijla^s  Courage, 
As  to  his  other  Fortunes. 

Bapt.  Boy,  to  neither: 
But  on  this  ftri£b  Condition,  which  Intreatles 
From  Saints,  nay  Angels,  fhall  not  make  me  alter. 
A  Friendfhip  fo  began,  and  fo  continu'd 
Between  me  and  Alberto  my  beft  Friend, 
Your  Brawls  fhall  not  diflblve  ;  it  is  my  Will, 
And  as  I  am  thy  Father,  I  command  thee. 
That  inftantly,  on  any  Terms,  how  poor 
Soe'er,  it  skills  not,  thou  defire  his  Pardon, 
And  bring  Aflurance  to  me  he  has  fign'd  it. 
Or  by  my  Father's  Soul  1*11  never  know  thee. 
But  as  a  Stranger  to  my  Blood  ;  perform  it. 
And  fuddcnly,  without  reply  ;  I've  faid  it. 

Ment.  And  in  it  given  a  heavier  Sentence  on  rate 
Than  the  moft  cruel  Death  ;  you  are  my  Father, 
And  your  Will  to  be  ferv*d,  and  not  difputed 
By  me,  that  am  your  Son  :  But  I'll  obey. 
And  though  my  Heart- firings  crack  for't,  make  it  knowbi 
"When  you  command,  my  Faculties  are  your  own. 


ACT    IL     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Albertus,  'Phyjlcian^  and  a  Surgeon, 

Pi/^'.TT  AVE  Patience,  noble  Sir  ;  your  Son  Cefarh 
Jfl  will 

Recover,  without  Queftion.    Surg.  A  flight  Wound, 
Though't  pierc'd  his  Body,  it  hath  mifs'd  the  Vitals. 

Phy,  My  Life  for't,  he  fhall  take  the  Air  again 
Within  thefe  ten  Days. 

Alher,  O  but  from  a  Friend, 
T*  receive  this  bloody  Meafure  from  a  Friend  ? 
If  that  a  Man  fhould  meet  a  violent  Death, 
In  a  Place  where  he  had  taken  Sanduary, 
Would  it  not  grieve  him  ?  Such  all  Florence  held 
Their  Friendibip,  and  'tis  thur  which  multiplies 

The 
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The  Injury. 

Phy,  Have  Patience,  worthy  Signior. 

Alher,  1  do  proteR,  as  I  am  Man  and  Soldier^ 
If  I  had  buried  him  in  a  Wave  at  Sea, 
(Loft  in  fome  honourable  A6tion) 
1  vvould  not  to  the  ialcnefs  of  his  Grave 
Have  added  the  leaft  Teaf  5  but  thefe  Quarrels j 

EnUr  Mariana,  and  Clarifia. 

Bred  out  of  Game  and  Wine,  I  had  as  lief 

He  fhould  havedy'd  of  a  Surfeit.  Mar.  Oh  what  Comfort? 

How  is  it  with  our  Son,  Sir  ?    Alher.  His  Work-mafters 

Bear  me  in  hand  here^  as  my  Lawyer  does. 

When  I've  a  crack'd  Title,  or  bad  Suit  in  Law, 

All  fhall  go  well. 

Mar,  I  pray  you.  Gentlemen^ 
What  think  you  of  his  Wound?  Phy.  *Tis  but  a  Scratch, 
Nothing  to  danger. 

Cla,  But  he  received  it  from  a  Friend^ 
And  the  Unkindnefs  ta'en  at  that,  may  kill  him^ 

Mar.  Let  me  fee  him. 

Phy.  By  no  means,  he  flumberS. 

Mar.  Then  I  cannot  believe  you,  when  you  tell  mc 
There's  Hope  of  him. 

Alher.  And  yet  many  Ladies 
Do  give  more  Faith  to  their  Phyficiaa 
Than  to  their  ConfefTor. 

Cla.  O  my  poor  loft  Brother, 
And  Friend  more  dear  than  Brothel 

Alher.  More  loud  Inftruments 
T'  difturb  his  Slumbers  !  Go,  go,  take  Caroch  : 
And  as  you  love  mc,  you  and  the  Girl  retire 
T*  our  Summer- Houfe  i'th*  Country  ;  I'll  be  with  you 
Within  thefe  two  Days. 

Mar.  I  am  yours  in  all  things, 
Though  with  much  Sorrow  to  leave  him^ 

[Exeunt  Mar.  ^nd  Cla* 

Alher.  I  pray  you  Gentlemen,. 
With  beft  Obfcrvance  tend  your  Patient ; 
The  Lofs  of  my  Heir  Male  lies  now  a  bleeding, 

Z  2  E?2ler 
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Enter  Mentivole. 

And  think  what  Payment  his  Recovery 

Shall  fhower  upon  you.    Of  all  Men  breathing, 

[_Exeunt  Pbyfician  and  Surgeon, 
Wherefore  do  you  arrive  here  ?  Are  you  mad  ? 
My  Injury  begins  to  bleed  afrefh 
At  fight  of  you  ;  why  this  Affront  of  yours 
I  receive  more  malicious  than  the  other. 
Your  Hurt  was  only  Danger  to  my  Son,  but 
Your  Sight  to  me  is  Death  :  Why  come  you  hither  ? 
P'  you  come  to  view  the  Wounds  which  you  have  made. 
And  glory  in  them  ? 

Ment,  Rather,  worthy  Sir, 
To  pour  Oyl  into  them.    Mber,  I'm  a  Soldier, 
Sir,  leaft  part  of  a  Courtier,  and  underftand 
By  your  fmooth  Oil,  your  prefent  Flattery. 

Ment,  Sir,  for  my  Father's  fake  acknowledge  mc 
To  be  born  a  Gentleman,  no  Slave  ;  I  ever 
Held  Flatterers  of  that  Breed  ;  do  not  mifconllrue, 
In  your  Diftafte  of  me,  the  true  Intent 
Of  my  coming  hither,  for  I  do  protefl: 
I  do  not  come  to  tell  you  I  am  forry 
For  your  Son's  Hurt* 

Alber,  Not  forry  ? 

Ment.  No,  not  forry ; 
I  have  to  th'  lowed  Ebb  loft  all  my  Fury, 
But  muft  not  lofe  my  Honefty  :  'Twas  he 
Gave  Heat  unto  the  Injury,  which  returned 
(Like  a  Petard  ill-lighted,  into  th*  Bofom 
Of  him,  gave  Fire  to't)  yet  I  hope  his  Hurt 
Is  not  fo  dangerous,  but  he  may  recover  : 
When  if  it  pleafe  him,  call  me  to  Account 
For  th'  Lofs  of  fo  much  Blood,  I  fhall  be  ready  • 
To  do  him  noble  Reafon. 

yllber.  You  are  arm'd 
Methinks  with  wondrous  Confidence. 

Merd,  O,  with  the  beft,  Sir ; 
For  I  bring  Pfnicence,  and  SatisfacHiion. 

Alber,  Satibfadion  ?  Whv>  I  heard  you  fay  but  novr^ 

YOL! 
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You  were  not  forry  for  his  Wounds. 

Ment.  Nor  am  I  : 
The  Satisfadtion  which  I  bring.  Sir,  is  to  you. 
You  are  a  Gentleman  ne'er  injur'd  me  ; 
One  ever  lov'd  my  Father,  the  right  way. 
And  moft  approved  of  noble  Amity. 
Yet  I  have  run  my  Sword  quite  through  your  Heart, 
And  flightly  hurt  your  Son ;  for't  may  be  fear'd, 
A  Grief  ta'en  at  thefe  Years  for  your  Son's  Lofs, 
May  hazard  yours  :  And  therefore  I  am  fenc 
By  him  that  has  moft  intereft  in  your  Sorrow, 
(10)  Who  having  chid  me  almoft  to  my  Ruin, 
To  a  Diflieritance,  for  violating 
(iij  So  conftant  and  fo  facred  a  Friendfhip 
Of  fifty  Winters  ftanding  ;  fuch  a  Friendlhip, 
That  ever  did  continue  like  the  Spring, 
Ne'er  faw  the  fall  o'th'  Leaf  \  by  him  I  am  fent 
To  fay  the  Wrong  I  have  done.  Sir,  is  to  you. 
And  that  I  have  quite  loft  him  for  a  Father, 
Until  I  find  your  Pardon  ;  nay,  there  follows 
A  weightier  Deprivation  :  His  Eftate 
I  could  with  a  lefs  Number  of  Sighs  part  with. 

(10)  Who  having  chid  me  almofl  to  the  Ruin, 

Of  a  Dijheritance,  ]    This  can  Tcarce  be  made  Senfe  ; 

to  the  Ruin  of  my  Inheritance  may  be  allow'd,  but  in  leems  better  to 
put  both  Subllantives  in  the  fame  Cafe. 
■  to  my  Ruin, 

To  a  Disheritance,  &c. 

(11)  5o  continu'd  and  fo  facred  a  Friendjhip 

fiPy  Winters  Jianding  ;  fuch  a  Friendjhip, 
That  e^er  did  continue  &c.  J    Here  feems  a  reiterated  Tauto- ' 
logy  in  thefe  Lines  very  uniike  and  unworthy  of  our  Authors.  Befides 
which,  the  Reader  will  find  the  Accents  of  the  firil  Line  f^dling  twice 
on  wrong  Syllables,  and  utterly  fpoiling  the  Verfe.    This  might  be 
correcled  thus. 

Such  a  continued,  fuch  a  facred  Friendjhip. 
But  the  Tautology  ftill  remains.    Tiie  following,  therefore,  was  more 
probably  the  Original  ; 

So  conjiant  and  fo  facred  a  Friendjhip. 
Yi^xt  facred  muft  be  read  as  three  Syllables,  a  thing  very  comaion  with 
our  Poets,  and  very  eafy  in  the  Pronunciation.    Confiant  in  the  Senle 
oijirm  and  unfhaken  by  Accidents,  keeps  clear  of  the  Tautology  com- 
plain'd  of. 

Z  3  Eprtune 
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J^ortune  might  attend  my  Youth,  and  my  Defervlngs 
In  any  Climate  5  but  a  Father's  Bleffing, 
To  fettle  and  confirm  that  Fortune,  no  where. 
But  only  here.    Your  Pardon,  give  me  that  ; 
And  when  you  have  done,  kill  me    for  'tis  that 
Takes  from  me  the  Effect  of  Excommunication  j 
A  Father's  heavy  Curfe. 

^Iber.  Nay,  may  that  Curfe 
Light  on  himfelf,  for  fending  thee  in  this  Minure, 
When  I  am  grown  as  deaf  to  all  Compaflion, 
As  the  cruelleft  Sea-fight,  or  mod  horrid  Tempeft. 
That  I  had  drown'd  i'th*  Sea  a  thoufand  Duckets, 
Thou  hadft  not  made  this  Vifit  >  rafh  young  Man, 
That  tak'ft  me  in  an  ill  Planet,  and  haft  Caufe 
To  curfe  thy  Father  j  for  I  do  proteft-. 
If  I  had  met  thee  in  any  part  o'th'  World, 
But  under  my  own  Roof,  I  would  have  kiil'd  thee. 
Within  there  5 

Enter  Pbyfician^  Surgeon^  and  Servants,  • 

Look  ^^ou !  Here's  a  Triumph  fent  for 
The  Death  of  your  young  Mafter. 

Ser,  Shall  we  kill  him?    Alber,  No, 
I'll  not  be  fo  unhofpitable    but,  Sir, 
B'  my  Life,  I  vow  to  take  AfTurance  from  you, 
That  right  Hand  never  more  fhall  ftrike  my  Son. 

Ment.  That  will  be  eafily  protefted. 

Alber.  Not  eafily. 
When  it  muft  be  exadled,  and  a  bloody  Seal  to't. 
Bind  him,  and  cut  off 's  right  Hand  prefently : 
Fair  Words  fhall  never  fatisfy  foul  Deeds. 
Chop  his  Hand  ofi\ 

Ment.  You  cannot  be  f  unrighteous 
To  your  own  Honour.    Phy.  O,  Sir,  colled  yourfelf ; 
Recall  your  bloody  Purpofe.    Alber.  My  Intents 
O'  this  Nature- ever  come  to  action.    Surg,  Then  I 
Muft  fetch  another  ftickler.  {Exit. 

Alber.  Yet  I  do  grieve  at  Heart  ; 
And  1  do  curfe  thy  Father  heartily, 
That's  th'  Caufe  of  my  Difhonour  j  fending  thee 

In 
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In  fuch  an  Hour,  when  I  am  apt  for  M;iichief  : 

Apt  as  a  'Dutchman  after  a  Sea-fighc, 

When  his  Enemy  kneeJs  afore  him  j  come,  difpatch. 

Fhy,  Intrcat  him,  noble  Sir. 

Ment,  You  lhall  excule  me  \ 
Whatfoe'cr  he  dares  do,  that  I  dare  fuffer. 

Enter  Cefario,  and  Surgeon, 

Cefa,  Oh,  Sir,  for  Honour's  fake  (lay  your  foul  Purpole, 
For  if  you  do  proceed  thus  cruelly. 
There  is  no  Queftion  in  the  Wound  you  give  him, 
I  (hall  bleed  to  death  for't.    Alher,  Thou  art  not  of 
My  Temper,  what  I  purpofe,  can't  be  aker'd. 

Ser.  Th'  Duke,  with  all  fpeed  expecls  you.  You  muft 
inftantly 

Ship  all  your  Followers,  and  to  Sea.  Mer,  My  Bleffing 

Stay  with  thee  upon  this  Condition, 

Take  away  his  ufe  of  fighting  j  as  thou  hop'ft 

To  be  accounted  for  my  Son,  perform't.  \Ey:\t, 

Cefa,  You  hear  what  I  am  injoin'd  to. 

Ment.  Pray  thee  take  it ; 
Only  this  Ring,  this  bed  efteem.ed  Jewel, 
I  will  not  give't  to  th'  Hangman  chops  it  off; 
It  is  too  dear  a  Relick.    I'll  remove  it 
Nearer  my  Heart.    Cefd.  Ha,  that  Ring's  ray  Sifter's. 
The  Ring  I  enjoin'd  her  never  part  withal 
Without  my  Knowledge  ;  come.  Sir,  we  are  Friends : 
Pardon  my  Father's  Heat,  and  Melancholy  i 
Two  violent  Fevers  which  he  caught  at  Sea, 
And  cannot  yet  ihake  of:  Only  one  Promife 
I  mufl  injoin  you  to,  and  ferioufly. 
Hereafter  you  fhall  never  draw  a  Sword 
T'  th'  prejudice  of  my  Life.  By  my  bed  hopes 

I  fliall  not.    C$fa.  Pray  deliver  me  your  Sword 
On  that  Condition. 

Ment.  1  (hall.  Sir,  may  it  hereafter 
Ever  fight  on  your  part. 

Cefa.  Noble  Sir,  I  thank  you  ; 
But  for  Performance  of  yoiir  Vow,  I  intreat 
Some  Gage  from  you. 

Z  4  Ment. 
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Ment.  Any,  Sir. 

Cefa.  Deliver  me  that  Ring. 

Ment.  Ha,  this  Ring  ?  indeed  this  Jewel  binds  mf. 
If  you  knew  the  virtue  of  it,  never  more 
To  draw  my  Sword  againft  you. 

Cefa.  Therefore  I 
Will  have  it. 

Ment.  You  may  not,  Sir. 

Cefa.  Come,  you  mud : 
I  that  by  violence  could  take  your  Hand, 
Can  inforce  this  from  you ;  this  is  a  Token,  Sir, 
That  w'-may  prove  Friends  hereafter.    Fare  you  well, 

Phy.  Why  did  you  feize  his  Sword,  Sir  ? 

Cefa.  To  perform 
That  which  my  Father  bad  me,  I've  for  the  prefent 
Ta'en  'way  his  ufe  of  fighting.    Phy.  Better  fo, 
Than  take  that  which  your  Father  meant. 

[^Exeunt.  Manet  Mentivolc. 

Ment,  Was  ever  the  like  Ufage  ?  O  that  Ring! 
Dearer  than  Life,  whither  is  Honour  fled  ? 
Cefarioy  thou'rt  unmanly  in  each  Part, 
To  feize  my  Sword  fir  ft,  and  then  fplit  my  Heart.  [Exit, 

Enter  Hofi  and  Clown, 

^  Hofi.  Thy  Mafter 

That  lodges  here  in  my  Ofieria^ 

Is  a  rare  Man  of  Art,  they  fay  he's  a  Witch. 

Clown.  A  Witch  ?  Nay,  he's  one  ftep  of  the  Ladder  to 
Preferm^ent  higher,  he's  a  Conjurer. 

Hofi.  Is  that  his  higher  Title? 

Clown.  Yes,  I  affure  you, 
F'r  a  Conjurer's  th'  Devil's  Mafter,  and  commands  him  j 
Whereas  a  Witch  is  but  .the  Devil's  Prentice, 
And  ob^ys  him.  Hofi,  Bound  Prentice  to  the  Devil ! 

Clon'n.  Bound  and  inroU'd  I  afifure  you,  he  can't  ftart ; 
And  therefore  I  would  never  wifh  an'  Gentleman 
To  turn  Witch.  Hojl,  Why,  Man  ?  Clown.  Oh  helofes  his 
Gentility  by  it,  the  Devil  in  this  Cafe  cannot  help  him, 
fi'  muft  go  to  the  Herald  for  new  Arms,  believe  it. 

Hojl.  As  I'm  true  Inn- keeper,  yet  a  Gentleman  born, 

•  -  I'll 
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Pll  ne'er  turn  Witch  for  that  Trick  5  and  thou  haft 
Been  a  great  Traveller  ?  Clown,  No  indeed,  not  I,  Sir. 
Hoft,  Come,  you  are  modeft.    Clown,  No,  I  am  not 
modeft, 

For  I  told  you  a  Jye,  that  you  might  th'  better 
Under ftand  I  have  been  a  Traveller. 

Eoft,  So,  Sir, 
They  fay  your  Mafter's  a  great  Phyfician  too. 

Clown,  He  was  no  Fool  that  told  you  that,  I  afTure  you. 

Hoft,  And  you  have  been  in  England  ?  but  they  fay. 
Ladies  in  England  take  a  great  deal  of  Phyfick. 

Clown,  Both  ways,  on  my  Reputation. 

Hoft,  So  'tis  to  be  underftood  : 
But  they  fay  Ladies  there  take  Phyfick  for  fa/hion. 

Clown,  Yes,  Sir,  and  many  times  die  to  keep  fafhion, 

Hoft,  How? 

Die  to  keep  fafhion !    Clown,  Yes,  I  have  known  a  Lady 

Sick  of  the  Small-pox,  only  to  keep  her  Face 

From  Pit-holes,  take  cold,  ftrike  them  in  again. 

Kick  up  the  Heels  and  vanilh.  Hoft,  There  was  kicking  up 

Th'  Heels  with  a  witnefs.    Clown.  No,  Sir    1  confefs 

A  good  Face  'as  many  times  been  the  Motive  to  [not. 

The  kicking  up  of  the  Heels  with  a  witnefs  j  but  this  was 

Enter  Hojlefs  and  Biancha. 

Hoft,  Here  comes  my  Wife  and  Daughter. 
Clown,  You  have  a  pretty  Commodity  of  this  Night- 
worm. 
Hoft,  Why,  Man  ? 

Clown,  She  is  a  pretty  Lure  to  draw  Cuftom  to  your 
Ordinary. 

Hoft,  Doft  think  I  keep  her  to  that  purpofe? 
Clown,  When  a  Dove-houfe  is  empty,  there  is  Cumin- 
feed 

Ufed  to  purloin  from  the  reft  of  the  Neighbours  ; 
In  England  you  have  feveral  (12)  Adamants, 
To  draw  in  Spurs  and  Rapiers  ;  one  keeps  Silk-worms 
1'  a  Gallery  :  A  Milliner  has  choice 

(12)  Adamants,']    i.e.  Loadpnes,    Sec  5>l/««er  on  the  Word. 
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O'  Monkies  and  Paraketoes  ;  another  ftiew^ 
Bawdy  Eaft-Indian  Pidures,  worfe  than  ever 
Were  Jretines ;  a  Goldfmith  keeps  his  Wife 
Wed^^'d  into  his  Shop  like  a  Mermaid,  nothing  of  her 
To  b^fecn  (that's  Woman)  but  her  upper  Part. 

Hoft.  Nothing  but  'r  upper  Part  ? 

Clown,  Nothing  but  her  upper  Bodies^ 
And  he  lives  at  th*  more  Heart  s  eafe.    Hoft^  What's  the 
Reafon?  . 

Clown.  Bccaufe  her  nether  Part  c'n  give  no  Temptation  5 
By  your  leave.  Sir,  Pll  tend  my  Mailer,  and  inftantly 
Be  with  you  for  a  Cup  of  Cberally  this  hot  Weather. 

Hoft,  A  nimble-pated  Rafcal.  Come  hither,  Daughter, 
When  was  Cefario  here  ? 

Bian.  Sir,  not  this  Fortnight. 

Hoft.  I  do  not  like  his  Vifits,  commonly 
He  comes  by  Owl-light,  both  the  Time  and  Manner  is 
Sufpicious  ;  I  don't  like  it. 

Bian.  Sir,  the  Gentleman 
Is  every  way  fo  noble,  that  you  need  not 
Queftion  his  '  ^t^^^-^u 
Pray  Sir  prefc 
That  though  _ 

Makes  me  familiar  to  every  Guelt, 
I  lhall  in  all  things  keep  myfelf  a  Stranger 
To  th'  Vices  they  bring  with  them. 

Right  my  Daughter :  . 
She  h's  the  right  Strain  of  h'r  Mother. 

Hofl,  Of  her  Mother  ?  n.       i  • 

And  I  would  fpeak,  I  know  from  whence  ihe  took  it. 
Hoftefs.  (13)  When  I  was  as  young,  I  was  as  honeft-^ 
leave  your  prating, 

When  Injodi  as  youvg.  Inxjas  as  hineji.']  This  has  been  hitherto 
xnade  the  Conclufion  of  the  K./s  Speech,  by  which  it  feems  to  have 
l^ft  all  its  Humour.  It  evidently  belongs  to  the  HoJIefs  vv ho  flop, 
her  Husband  from  giving  farther  Hmts  concerning  and  this 

fs  ar"ally  contrivM^vith  regard  to  the  Audience,  whofe  Cunofit^^ 
are  h  ightened  by  a  Glimmermg  of^the  P  ot,  but  not  too  foon  fatisfy  d 
by  a  full' View  of  it.  To  do  this  judiciouily,  is  one  of  the  greateft  Dif- 
ficulties in  alpioft  every  Species  to  Writing. 

And 
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And  ftudy  to  be  drunk :  and  abufe  your  Guefts  over  and 
over. 

Enter  Forobofco  and  Clown. 

Hoft,  Peace,  Wife,  my  honourable  Gueft. 
Foro,  My  indear'd  Landlord, 
And  the  reft  of  the  Complements  of  the  Houfe. 

Hoft.  Breakfaft  is  ready,  Sir,  it  vvaiteth  only 
TheTideof  your  Stomach.   Clowit.  And  mine  gapes  for't 
Like  a  ftale  Oyfter.    E'er  you  go  to  Bed, 
Fail  not  of  that,  I  pray. 

\_Exeunt  all  hut  Forobofco,  and  Clown. 
Foro.  We'll  inftantly  be  with  you  ; 
Now  we're  all  Fellows. 
Nine  a  Clock,  and  no  Clients  come 
Yet,  fure  thou  doft  not  fet  up  Bills  enough. 

Clown-  I've  fet  up  Bills  i'  abundance.  Foro,  What  Bills  ? 
Clown.  Marry, 
For  curing  all  Difeaifes,  recovery  of  ftol'n  Goods, 
And  a  thoufand  fuch  Impo/Tibilities. 
Foro.  The  Place 's  unlucky. 
Clown.  No,  certain  *tis  fcarcity  of  Mony ; 
Do  not  you  hear  the  Lawyers  complain  of  it  ? 
Men  have 's  much  Malice  as  e'er  they  had  to  wrangle. 
But  they've  no  Mony  :  Whither  fhould  this  Mony 
Be  travell'd  ?  Foro.  To  the  Devil,  I  think.  Clown. 'T'ls  with 
His  Cofferer  Pm  certain,  that's  the  Ufurer. 

Foro.  Our  cheating  does  not  profper  fo  well  as 
'Twas  wont  to  do.    Clown.  No  fure,  why  in  England  we 
Cou'd  cozen  'em  as  familiarly,  as  if 
We'd  travell'd  with  a  Brief,  or  a  Lottery. 
Foro.  In  the  Low-Countries  we  did  pretty  well. 
Clown.  So,  fo :  as  long  as  we  kept  the  Mop- headed  But- 
Ter-boxes  fober  j  marry  when  they  were  drunk, 
Then  they  grew  Buzzards  :  You  fliould  have  them  reel 
Their  Heads  together,  and  deliberate  ; 
Your  Dutchman  when  he's  foxt,  is  like  a  Fox ; 
For  when  he's  funk  in  Drink,  quite  Earth  to  a  Man's 
thinking, 

'Tis  full  Exchange  time  with  him,  then  he's  fubtleft  ; 

But 
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But  your  Swilzer,  'twas  nothing  to  cheat  him. 
Foro.  Nothing  ? 

Clown.  No,  nor  Confcience  to  be  made  of  it ;  for  fincc 
Nature  afore- hand  cozen'd  him  of  his  Wit, 
Twas  lefs  Sin  f 'r  us  to  cozen  him  of  his  Mony. 

Foro.  But  thefe  Italians  are  more  nimble- pated. 
We  muft  have  fome  new  Trick  for  them  ;  I  proteft 
But  that  our  Hoftefs's  Daughter's  a  fweet  Lafs, 
And  draws  great  Refort  to  th*  Houfe,  we  were  as  good 
Draw  Teeth  a  Horfeback. 

Clown.  I  told  'em  in  the  Market-place  you  could  conjure, 
And  no  body  would  believe  me  ;  but  e'er  long 
I'll  make  'em  believe  you  can  conjure  with  fuch  a  FiguaYy. 

Foro.  What  Language  (hall's  conjure  in?  High  Dutch 
I  think,  that's  full  in  the  Mouth.  Clown*.  No,  no ;  Spanijh^ 
That  roareth  beft,  and  will  appear  more  dreadful. 

Foro.  Prithee  tell  me  thy  Conceit  thou  haft  to  gull  them. 

(14)  Clown.  No,  no,  1  will  not  ftale  it ;  but  my  dear 
Jews-trump, 

(15)  For  thou  art  but  my  Inftrument,  I'm  the  Plotter, 
And  when  we  have  cozen'd  'em  mod  titely,  thou 
Shalt  fteal  away  the  Inn-keeper's  Daughter,  I'll 
Provide  myfelf  of  another  Moveable  j 
And  we'll  moft  pioufly  retire  ourfelves 
1 '  Geneva. 

Foro.  Thou  art  the  Compafs  I  fail  by.  {Exeunt^ 
Enter  Baptifta  and  Mentivole. 

Bapt.  Was  ever  Expectation  of  fo  noble 
Requital  anfwered  with  fuch  Contumely  ! 
A  wild  Numidian,  that  had  fuck'd  a  Tigrefs, 
Would  not  have  been  fo  barbarous  j  did  he  threat 
To  cut  thy  Hand  off? 

Ment.  Yes,  Sir,  and  his  Slaves 

(14)  Clown.  'No,  no,  I  nvill  not  Q.t2\  it  ]    Steal  in  this  Place 

was  evidently  corrupt,  and  Jiale  zs,  evidently  the  true  Word.  Mr.  Theo- 
bald and  Mr.  Sympfon  concurred  with  me  in  the  Correction,  as  they 
did  in  the  next. 

(15)  Tar  thou  art  by  my  Injirument  ]  We  all  read  but  my  In- 
firument. 

Were 
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Were  ready  to  perform't.    Bapt,  What  hinder'd  it  ? 

Ment.  Only  his  Son's  Intreaty. 

Bapt.  Noble  Youth, 
I  wifh  thou  wert  not  of  his  Blood ;  thy  Pity 
Gives  me  a  Hope  thou  art  not. 

Ment.  You  miftake.  Sir, 
The  Injury  that  follow'd  from  the  Son, 
Was  worfe  than  th*  Father's  ;  he  did  firft  difarm 
And  took  from  me  a  Jewel,  which  I  prize 
Above  my  Hand  or  Life. 

Bapt.  Take  thy  Sword  from  thee  ? 
He  ftoie  it  like  a  Thief  rather,  he  could  not 
I'th'  Field  deprive  thee  of  it. 

Ment.  He  took  it  from  me. 
And  fent  me  forth  fo  thin,  and  fo  unmade  up. 
As  if  rd  been  a  Foot-boy. 

Bapt.  O  my  Fury  ! 
I  now  ask  thee  forgivenefs,  that  my  Raflinefs, 
Bred  out  of  too  much  Friendfhip,  did  expofe  thee 
To  r  eminent  a  Danger  ;  which  I  vow 
I  will  revenge  on  the  whole  Family  : 
All  the  Calamities  of  my  whole  Life, 
My  Banifliment  from  Genoa^  my  Wife's  Lois, 
Compar'd  to  this  Indignity,  is  nothing ; 
Their  Family  fhall  repair't ;  it  fhall  be  to  them 
Like  a  Plague,  when  the  Dog-Star  reigns  mod  hot; 
An  Italian's  Revenge  may  paufe,  but's  ne'er  forgot. 

[Exit. 

Ment,  I  would  I  had  concealed  this  from  my  Father, 
For  my  Int'rcft  in  Clarijfa  \  my  Care  now 
Muft  be  t'  untangle  this  Divifion, 
That  our  moft  equal  Flames  may  be  united  ; 
And  from  thefe  various  and  perturbed  Streams, 
Rife,  like  a  fweet  Morn,  after  terrible  Dreams.  [Exit, 

Ejtter  ClarifTa,  and  Cefario. 

Cla.  Brother,  I'm  happy  in  your  Recovery. 

Cef.  And  J,  Sifter, 
Am  ever  beft  pltas'd  in  your  Happincfs  ; 
But 

I 
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I  mifs  a  Toy  fhould  be  upon  your  Finger. 

Cla.  My  Ring  ; 
This  Morning  when  I  wafli'd  I  put  it  off, 
*Tis  in  my  W indow.   Ceja,  Where's  your  Looking-glafs  ? 

Cla.  Here,  Sir. 

Cefa,  'Tis  a  fair  one. 

Cla.  *Tis  pure  Cryftal. 

Cefa,  Can  a  Diamond  cut  in  Cryftal  ?  Let  me  fee, 
I'll  grave  my  Name  in't. 

(16)  Cla.  Oh,  you'll  fpoil  my  Glafs. 

Ce\a.  Would  you  not  have  your  Brother  in  your  Eye? 
I'd  thought  he  had  been  planted  in  your  Heart, 
Look  you. 

The  Diamonds  cut  quaintly,  you  are  ccxzen'4. 
Your  Cryftal  is  too  brittle. 

Cla.  'Tis  the  Ring 
I  gave  unto  Mentivole^  fure  the  fame. 
You  put  me  to  Amazement,  Sir,  and  Horror  5 
How  came  you  by  th^it  Ring  ? 

Cefa.  Does  the  Blood  rife? 

Cla.  Pray,  Sir,  refolve  me,  O  for  Pity  do. 
And  take  from  me  a  trembling  at  the  Heart, 
That  elfe  will  kill  me ;  for  I  too  much  fear 
Nothing  but  Death  could  ravifn  it  from  his  Hand 
That  wore  it.  Cefa.  Was  it  given  to  Mentivole 
On  that  Condition  }    Cla.  Tell  me  of  his  Health  firft. 
And  then  I'll  tell  you  any  thing. 

Cefa.  By  my  Life  he's  well. 
In  better  Health  than  I  am. 

Cla.  Then  it  was,  Sir. 

Cefa.  Then  fliall  I  ever  hate  thee.    Oh  thou  falfe  one. 
Haft  thou  a  Faith  to  give  unto  a  Friend, 
And  break  it  to  a  Brother  ?  Did  I  not. 
By  all  the  Ties  of  Blood,  importune  thee 
Never  to  part  with  it  without  my  Knowledge  ? 

(16)  Cla.  Oh,  you' II  fpoil  my  Glafs. 

Would  ycu  not  ka  -je  your  Brother  in  your  Eye^?'\  This  fecond 
Line  evidently  belongs  to  Cefario,  tho'  given  in  the  former  Editions 
to  Clarijfu.  Mr.  Sympfon  and  Mr.  Jheohald  concuri'd  in  this  Cor- 
rection. 

Thoa 
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Thou  might'ft  have  given  it  to  a  Muleteer, 
And  made  a  Contradl  with  him  in  a  Stable, 
At  as  cheap  a  Price  of  my  Vengeance :  Never  more 
Shall  a  Woman's  Truft  beguile  me ;  you  are  all 
Like  Relicks :  You  may  well  be  look'd  upon. 
But  come  a  Man  to  th'  handling  of  you  once. 
You  fall  in  pieces. 

Cla.  Dear  Sir,  I  have  no  way 
Look'd  either  beneath  Reafon,  or  myfelf. 
In  my  Eledlionj  there's  Parity  in  our  Blood, 
And  in  our  Fortunes  ;  ancient  Amity 
Betwixt  our  Parents ;  to  which  wants  nothing,  but 
The  Fruit  of  bleflfed  Marriage  between  us. 
To  add  to  their  Pofterities  :  Nor  does  now 
Any  Impeachment  rife,  except  the  fad 
And  unexpedled  Quarrel,  which  divided 
So  noble  and  fo  excellent  a  Friendfhip, 
Which  as  I  ne'er  had  Magick  to  forefce. 
So  I  could  not  prevent. 

Cefa,  Well,  you  mufl:  give  me  leave 
To  have  a  hand  in  your  difpofing  %  I  fhall. 
In  th'  Abfence  of  my  Father,  be  your  Guardian  ; 
His  Suit  muft  pafs  through  my  Office.  Mentivoky 
He  has  too  much  o'  my  Blood  already  ;  he  has. 

And  h'  gets  no  more  oft  

Wherefore  weep  you,  Mother 

Enter  Mariana  and  a  Sailor. 

Mar,  'Tis  occafion'd  by  a  Sorrow, 
Wherein  you  have  a  Child's  part,  and  the  maineft. 
Your  Father's  dead. 

Cefa.  Dead.?* 

Mar,  There  is  one  can 
Relate  the  red.    Sail.  I  can,  Sir ;  your  Father's  drownM, 
Mod  unfortunately  drown'd. 

Cefa,  How.?  In  a  Tempeft 

Sail,  No,  Sir,  in  a  Calm, 
Calm  as  this  Evening;  the  Gunner  being  drunk. 
Forgot  to  fallen  the  Ordnance  to  their  Ports. 
When  came  a  fudden  Guft,  which  tumbled  them 
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All  to  the  Starboard  fide,  o'erturn'd  the  Ship, 
And  funk  her  in  a  Moment ;  fome  fix  Men 
That  were  upon  the  Deck  were  fav'd  ;  the  reft 
Perilh'd  wi'  your  Father. 

Cla,  O  my  deareft  Father- 

Cefa.  I  pray  thee  leave  us. 

Mar,  I  have  a  Sorrow  of  another  Nature 
Equal  to  th'  former.    Cefa,  And  moft  commonly 
They  come  together. 

Mar.  Th'  Family  of  the  Baptijli 
Are  grown  to  Fadlion,  and  upon  diftafte 
Of  th*  Injury  late  ofFer'd  in  my  Houfe, 
Have  vow'd  a  moft  fevere  and  fell  Revenge 
'Gainft  all  our  Family,  but  efpecially 
*Gainft  you,  my  dear  Cefario, 

Cefa.  Let  them  threat, 
I  am  prepar'd  t'  oppofe  them.  > 

Mar,  Is  your  Lofs  then 
Of  r  eafy  an  Eftimation  ?  What  Comfort 
Have  I  but  in  your  Life,  and  your  late  Danger 
Prefents  afore  me  what  I  am  to  fuffer. 
Should  you  mifcarry  5  therefore  Til  advife  you, 
When  th'  Funeral  is  over,  you  would  travel  j 
Both  to  prevent  their  Fury,  and  wear  out 
The  Injury.    Ce/a.  No,  Mother,  I'll  not  travel. 
So  in  my  Abfence  he  may  marry  my  Sifter, 
I  will  not  travel  certain. 

Mar.  O  my  Cefario y 
Whom  I  refpe61:  and  love  'bove  my  own  Life, 
Indeed  with  a  kind  of  Dotage,  he  fhall  never 
Go  forth  o'  Doors,  but  the  contrary  Fa6lion 
Will  indanger's  Life,  and  then  am  I  moft  wretched. 
I'm  thinking  of  a  ftrange  Prevention, 
Which  I  fhall  witnefs  with  a  bleeding  Eye, 
Fondnefs  fomecimes  is  worfe  than  Cruelty.— 


ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Hoft,  Hoftefs  and  Bianca. 

i/^^.TTAunted,  my  Houfe  is  haunted  wi*  Goblins.  I  flail 

\^  Be  frighted  out  o'  my  Wits,  and  fet  up  a  Si^ui 
Only  c'  invite  Carriers  and  Foot-po(t:i;  Scar-crows 
T'  keep  oiT  th'  Cavalry,  and  Gentry  of  the  befl  Rank. 
I  will  nail  up  my  Doors,  and  wall  up  my  Girl 
(Wifej  like  an  Anchorefs ;  or  fhe  will  be  ravifii'd 
Before  our  Faces  b'  Rafcais  and  Cacafugo's 
(Wife)  Cacafugo's.    Hojlefs.  Thefe  are  your  In-comes, 
Rt^member  your  ov/n  Proverb,  that,  the  Savour 
Of 'every  Gain  fmelt  fweet-,  thank  no  body  but  your 
Self  for  this  Trouble.    Heft,  No  gauling  (Jcar  Spoufc) 

no  gauling,* 
Every  Day's  new  Vexation  abates  me 
Two  Inches  in  the  Wafte,  tefi  ible  Penance 
For  an  Hoft,  Girl,  Girl,  Girl,  which  of  all  this- 
Gally-maufry  of  Mans  flefh  appears  tolerable 
T'  thy  Choice  ?  fpeak  ihortly,  and  fpeak  truly :  I 
^^u{t  and  will  know,  muft  and  will ;  hear  ye  that  ? 

Bian,  Sir,  be  not  jealous  of  my  Care  and  Duty  ; 
I  am  fo  far  from  entertaining  Thoughts 
Of  Liberty,  that  much  more  excellent  Objeas. 
Than  any  of  fuch  coarfe  Contents  as  thefe  are. 
Could  not  betray  mine  Eye  to  force  mine  Heart 
Conceive  a  Wifli,  of  any  dearer  Happinefs 
Than  your  Direction  warrants.    I  am  yours,  Sir. 

Hofteft.  What  thinks  the  Man  now  ?   Is  not  this  ftrange 
At  thirteen      Hoft,  Very  good  Words,  there's  a  Tang 
in  *em. 

And  a  fweet  one,  'tis  Mufick,  Wife,  and  now 
I  come  t'ye.  Let  us  a  little  examine 
The  feveral  Conditions  of  our 
Paragraphiflical  Suitors.    The  firfl, 
A  traveling  Tailor,  who  by  the  Myftery 
Of 's  Needle  and  Thimble  hath  furvey'd  the  Fafliions 
Of  th'  French^  and  Eiigliflj  \  this  Signior  Ginger-bread, 
Vol,  IX.  A  a  Scitch'd 
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Stitch'd  up  in  the  Shreds  of  a  gaudy  Outfide, 
Sows  Linings  with  his  crofs-leg'd  Comp  'ment, 
Like  an  Ape  doing  Tricks  over  a  Staff, 
Cringes,  and  crouches,  'nd  kifles  his  Fore-finger;* 
Hoftefs,  Cut  upon  him. 
Hoft.  A  fecond,  a  Lavolteere,  a  Saltatory, 
A  Dancer  with  a  Kit  at's  Bum ;  one  that, 
By  teaching  great  Madonnas  t*  foot  it,  has 
Miraculoufly  purchas'd  a  ribanded 
Wade-coat,  and  four  clean  Pair  of  Socks :  A  Fellow 
That  skippeth  as  he  walketh,  and  inftead 
Of  fenfible  Difcourfe,  venteth  the  curious 
Conceit  of  forne  new  Tune  flol'n  at  a  Mask, 
Or  bawdy  Ditty,  elevated  for 
Th'  Pole  ArBkk  of  a  Lady's  Bed-Chamber ; 
In  that  File  (lands  another  o*  your  Inamoratoes. 

Hoftefs.  Hang  him  and  his  Fiddle  together,  he  ne'er 
fiddles 

Any  Child  of  ours.    Heft,  The  third,  a  Mongrel, 
Got  by  a  Sivilzer  on  an  Italian  \  this  Puppy, 
Being  left 'well  cftated,  comes  to  Florence^ 
That  the  World  may  take  notice,  how  impoflible 
A  thing  'tis  for  Experience  to  alter 
The  Courfe  of  Nature  ;  a  Fool,  Wife  ;  and  indeed 
A  Clown  turn'd  Gallant,  feldom  or  ne'er  proves 
Other  than  a  gallant  Fool,  this  Toy  prates 
To  little  purpofe  other  than — What's  a  Clock  ? 
Shall's  go  drink  ?  Yea  forfooth  ;  and  thank  ye  heartily. 
I  fear  no  Art  in  him  to  catch  thee,  and 
Yet  we  muft  be  tormented  with  this  Buzzard 
Amongft  the  reft.    Hojiefs.  ' Tis  your  own  Folly  forbid 
him  the  Houfe. 
Hof^.  The  fourth  a  Mule-driver,  a  ftubborn  and  a  harfli 
Knave ; 

The  fifth  a  School-mafter,  a  very  amorous  Pedant, 
(ii)  Run  almoft  mad  with  Study  of  new  Sonnets, 

And 

{17)  Run  almoji  mad  ivith  Study  of  Sonnetsi]  All  the  Part 
in  this  Scene,  as  the  Conjurer's  in  otners,  has  been  hitherto  printed  as 
Profe;  but  the  Reader  will  fee  that  without  any  Strain  (for  I  have 
fcarce  added  or  llruck  out  a  lingle  Expletive)  it  runs  into  an  afFeded 

hobbling 
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And  Compliments  of  old  Play-ends  ;  the  lad 

(18)  An  Advocate's  Clerk,  that  fpeaks  pure  Fuftian 

Law- Terms; 
Excellent  Courtiers  all,  and  all  as  neat 
Asa  Magnifico'%  Poft  new  painted,  at 
His  Entrance  to  an  Office  ;  thou  fhalthave 
None  of 'em.  Laugh  at  'em,  do.    I  fay 
Thou  fhalt  have  none  of  'em. 

Bian,  Still  your  Command  to  me  fliall  ftand  a  Law. 

Hoft.  Now  they  throng  like  fo  many  Horfe-courfers 
At  a  Fair,  in  Clufters  'bout  the  Man  of  Art, 
For  Love-Powders,  Ingredients,  Potions,  Counfels, 
Poftures,  and  Compliments,  Philters,  the  Devil 
And  the  How  now  ?  Tumults,  Batteries,  Noife? 

(19)  Foro.  Ha,  get  from  my  Sight. 

\Clown  cries  witUn, 

Enter  Forobofco,  and  Clown  with  his  Head  bloody. 

Clown.  Murder  me,  do. 
Pound  me  to  Mummy,  do ;  fee  what  will  come  on*t. 

Foro.  Dog,  leave  thy  fnarling,  or  I'll  cut  thy  Tongue  out. 
Thou  unlickt  Bear,  dar'ft  thou  yet  ftand  my  Fury, 
My  generous  Rage  ?  Yet!  by  the  fulphureous  Damps 
That  feed  the  hungry  and  inceflant  Darknefs, 
Which  curls  around  the  grim  Alaftor^s  Back, 
Mutter  again,  and  with  one  powerful  Word 
I'll  call  an  Hoft  up  from  the  Stygian  Lakes, 
Shall  waft  thee  to  the  Acherontick  Fens, 
Where  choak'd  with  Mifts  as  black  as  thy  Impoftures, 
Thou  fhalt  live  ftill  a  dying. 

hobbling  Verfe  ;  which  to  me  feems  to  add  great  Hamour  to  alraoft 
every  Sentiment,  giving  a  comic  Dignity  to  the  whole,  which  is  of 
all  Drollery  the  moft  laudable.  In  this  Line  a  Monofyllable  feems  evi- 
dently dropr,  for  the  Epithet  neiv  not  only  hlls  the  Meafure,  but 
makes  a  proper  Antithefis  to  the  old  in  the  next  Line,  which  is  a 
proof  of  its  having  been  originally  a  Verfe. 

(18)  An  Ad'vocate's  Clerky  that  fpeaks  pure  Fujlian  in  Laixi-Terms \\ 
The  Particle  here,  equally  hurts  the  Senfe  as  the  Meafure,  which 
is  another  Proof  of  the  Meafure*s  being  genuine. 

(19)  Ha,  get  from  my  Sight."]  This  has  been  made  the  Conclufion 
of  the  Hoji'i  Speech,  which  evidently  belongs  to  fVrc^^fff  as  he  enters. 

•     A  a  2  Clown, 
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Clown.  Conjure  me  to 
The  Devil  and  you  can,  I  live  in  Hell 
On  Earth  ah'eady,  and  you  had  any  Mercy, 
You  would  not  praftice  on  a  kind  Heart  thus. 

Hoft.  You  have  drawn  Blood  fr.om  him, 
Signior,  is  his  Offence  unpardonable  ? 

Foro.  A  Lump  of  Ignorance,  pray  fpeak  not  for  him, 
A  drowfy  Grofsnefs  ;  in  all  Chriftian  Kingdoms, 
The  mention  of  my  Art,  my  Name,  my  Pradlice, 
Merit  and  Glory  hath  begot  at  once 
Ddight  and  Wonder  y  I'll  not  be  intreated. 
Spare  IntercelTion  for  him,- — —  O  thou  Scorn 
Of  Learning,  fhame  of  Duty  j  muft  thy  Sloth 
Draw  my  juft  Fame  in  Queftion  ?  1  difcharge  thee 
From  my  Service;  fee  me  no  more  henceforth. 

Clown,  Difcharge  me! 
Is  that  m'  Year's  Wages  ?  I  will  not  be  fo  anfwer'd. 

Foro,  Not,  Camel  ?  Sirrah  I  am  liberal  to  thee ; 
Thou  haft  thy  Life,  be  gone. 

Clown.  Vengeance,  fweet  Vengeance. 

Foro.  D'ye  mumble  P 

Clown.  rU  be  reveng'd,  monftroufly,  faddenly,  and 
Infatiably :  My  Bulk  begins  to  fwell. 

Foro.  Homotolenton^  Pragmatophoros^  Heliojlycorax, 
Clown.  Call  up  your  Spirits,  I  defy  'em  ;  well, 
ril  have  Law  for  my  broken  Pate,  twelve  Ounces 
Of  pure  Blood,  7V<?>'-weight.  In  defpite  of  thee 
My  Mafter,  and  thy  Mafter  the  grand  Devil 
Himfelf,  %)indi^ay  vindicla  *    ■  ■  [Exit. 
Hoft.  Signior,  you  are  exceeding  mov'd.        [talk'ft  ? 
Hoftefs.  Mercy  upon  us,  what  terrible  Words  thou 

Foro,  A  Slave,  a  Cur,  >  But  be  not  you  afrighted 

Young  Virgin,  'twere  an  Injury  to  Sweetnefs  : 

(20)  Should  any  rougher  Sound  draw  from  your  Cheeks 

(2C)  Should  any  rough  Sound  dra<w  from  your  Cheeks 

The  precious  TinSiure,   &c.]    Mr.  Sympjon  concurs  with  me  in 

reading  any  rougher  Sound —  'Tis  necefiary  to  the  Verfe,  and 

every  Man  of  the  learc  Tafte  knows  how  much  more  elegant  the  Com- 
parative Degree  renders  the  Exprefiion,  The  Compliment  here  is  fo 
extremely  beauiiful,  that  I  could  have  wiflied  it  had  been  put  in  the 
Mouth  of  a  Cefario  or  Menti^jole.  ^ 

•  The 
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The  precious  Tindlure,  which  makes  Nature  proud 
Of  her  own  Workmanfhip. 

Hofi,  Wife,  mark,  mark  that  Wife. 

Bian,  Shake  then  your  Anger  off.  Sir. 

Foro,  You  command  it 
Fair  one,  mine  Hoft  and  Hoflefs,  with  your  Leaves 
I  have  a  Motion  jointly  to  you  all. 

Hojlefs,  An  honej  one,  I  hope. 

Hoft.  WeJl  put  in,  Wife. 

Foro,  A  very  neceflary  one  ;  the  Mefs 
And  half  of  Suitors,  that  attend  to  ufher 
Their  Loves  Sir-reverence  to  your  Daughter,  wait 
With  one  Confent,  which  can  beft  pleafe  her  Eye 
In  offering  at  a  Dance ;  I  have  provided  . 
Mufick.    And  'twill  be  fomething,  I  dare  promife, 
Worthy  your  Laughter.    Shall  they  have  Admittance  ? 

Hoft,  By  any  means,  for  I'm  perfuaded 
That  the  Manner  will  be  fo  ridiculous, 
That  it  will  well  confirm  the  Affurance  of 
Their  miferable  Fooleries,  but  no  longer 
Trouble  us  with  'em  here,  than  they  are  in 
Thefe  May-games.    Foro.  So  I  am  refolv'd.  Hoftefs. 

Nor  any 
Wife  Word  of  fenfelefs  Love. 

Foro.  Not  any  ;  I  have  charm'd  them  ;  did  you  fee 
Ho>y  they've  prepared  themfelves,  how  they  ftroak  up 
Their  Foretops,  how  they  juftle  for  the  Looking-glafs, 
To  fet  their  Faces  by  it  5  (See  they  mufter) 
You  would  look  for  fome  moft  impbffible  Antick. 

E?iter  faihr^  "Dancer^  Mule- driver ^  (21)  School-mafter, 
Clerk,  Coxcomb  ;  all  mth  fever al  Papers^  and  -preftnt 
them  to  Forobofco. 

Hoft.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo,  here  flutter  th'  Ned  of  Hornets, 

(21)  School-mafler,  C/erky']  I  have  added  the  Coxcomb  to  the 
Number,  Mr.  Sympfqn  having  juftly  obferv'd  that  the  Mefs  and  a  half 
of  Suitors  were  evidently  Six,  and  as  the  Coxcomb  is  one  of  them  in 
the  next  Scene  in  which  they  appear,  and  is  the  fecond  in  Forobofco^ 
Lift,  he  o,ught  evidently  to  have  a  Place  here.  The  Reader  will  fee 
how  much  more  humorous  my  Hofi\  next  Speech  is  when  printed  in 
its  true  Order,  as  Verfe,  than  it  was  when  the  Metre  was  difregarded. 

A  a  3  The 
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The  hotch-potch  of  Rafcality  ;  now,  now,  now,  now, 
The  Dunghil  of  Corruption  hath  yawn'd  forth 
The  Burthen  of  Abomination.  I  am 
Vext,  vext  to  the  Soul,  will  rid  my  Houfe 
Of  this  unchriften*d  Fry,  and  never  open* 
My  Doors  again. 

Fcro.  Some  other  time,  I'Jl  give  no  Anfwcr  now,« 
But  have  preferred  your  Suits,  here  (hqw  your  Cunning. 
Firft,  every  one  in  order  do  his  Honour 
To  the  fair  Mark  you  ihoot  at ;  courtly,  courtly. 
Convey  your  feveral  Loves  in  lively  Meafure  ; 
Come,  let  us  take  our  Seats,  fome  fprightly  Mufick. 

Hojl.  Dance  all  and  part,  'tis  a  very  necellary  Farewel. 

^hey  all  make  ridiculous  Congees  to  Biancha,  rank  them- 
fetves  and  dance  in  feveral  Pojlures ;  during  the  Dance^ 
Enter  Celario,  a7id  Jtands  off, 

.   Hoji.  Well  done  my  lufty  Bloods,  precifely  .well  done. 
One  lufty  Roufe  of  Wine,  and  take  leave  on  all  Sides. 

Cefa,  Thanks  for  ydur  Revels,  Gentlemen  ;  accept 
This  Gold,  and  drink  as  freely  as  you  danc*d. 

Heft,  My  noble  Lord  Cefario  !  clear  the  Rooms,  Sirs. 

Foro.  Away  j  attend  your  Anfwers. 

[^Exeunt  Foro.  and  thofe  that  danc*d, 

Cefa.  With  your  Favour, 
Rolando^  I  would  change  a  Word  or  two 
With  your  fair  Daughter.    Hoft,  At  your  Lordfliip's 
Pleafure ; 

Come  W ife,  no  muttering,  have  a  care  Girl  5  my  Love, 
Service  and  Duty  unto  your  good  Lordfhip. 

[Exeunt  Hoft  and  Hoftefs. 
Cefa,  My  often  Vifits,  fweet  Biancha^  cannot 
B  t  ccnftantly  ipform  thy  Judgment,  wherein 
Thy  H.ippinefs  confifts  \  for  to  fteal  Minutes 
From  grea:  Employments,  to  converfe  with  Beauty, 
Lodg'd  ii)  fo  mean  a  Fortune,  to  lay  by 
Confideration  of  the  unequal  Diftance 
Between  my  B^ood  and  thine,  to  fhun  Occafions 
Oi  Courtfhip  with  the  Ladies  of  the  time. 
Noble  and  fair,  only  for  Love  to  thee, 

Muft 
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Muft  of  neceflity  invite  a  Tendernefs, 

As  low  as  Nature  could  liave  ftampt  a  Bondwoman's, 

To  entertain  quick  Motions  of  rare  Gratitude 

For  my  uncommon  Favours.    Bian.  'Deed,  my  Lord, 

As  far  as  my  Simplicity  can  lead  me, 

1  freely  thank  your  Courtefies.    Cefa.  To  thank  them. 

Is  to  reward  them,  pretty  one.    Bian,  Then  teach  me 

How  1  may  give  them  back  again  ;  in  truth 

I  never  yet  receiv'd  a  Pair  of  Gloves, 

A  trifling  Ring  from  any  that  expedted 

An  equal  Satisfadlion,  but  as  willingly 

I  parted  with  the  Gift  unto  the  Owner, 

As  he  beftow'd  it.    Cefa,  But  I  pour  before  tliec 

Such  Plenties,  as  it  lies  not  in  the  Ability 

Of  thy  whole  Kindred,  to  return  proportionable 

One  for  a  thoufand. 

Bian,  You,  my  Lord,  conclude' 
For  my  Inftrudion,  to  ingage  a  Debt  • 
Beyond  a  Poflibility  of  Payment, 
I  ever  thought  a  Sin  ;  and  therefore  juftly. 
Without  Conceit  of  Scorn,  or  curious  Ruder.cfs, 
I  muft  refufe  your  Bounty. 

Cefa,  Canft  thou  love  ? 

Bian.  Love !  is  there  fuch  a  Word  in  any  Language 
That  carries  honeft  Senfe  ? 

Cefa.  Never  dwelt  Ignorance 
In  fo  fweet-fhap'd  a  Building  :  Love,  Bianca^ 
Is  that  firm  Knot  which  ties  two  Hearts  in  one  : 
Shall  ours  be  ty'd  fo  ? 

Bian,  Ufe  a  plainer  Word, 
My  Lord  ;  inftead  of  ties,  fay,  marries  Hearts, 
Then  I  may  under ftand. 

Cefa.  Their  Hearts  are  marry 'd, 
Whofe  interchange  of  Pleafures,  and  Embraces, 
Soft  Kifles,  and  the  Privacies  of  Sweets, 
Keeps  conftant  League  together  ;  when  Temptation 
Of  great  Mens  Oaths  and  Gifts  lhall.  urge  Contempr, 
Rather  than  batter  Refolution.  Novelty 
Of  Sights,  or  Tafte  of  new  Delights  in  Wantonnefs, 
Breeds  Surfeit  more  than  Appetite  in  any 

Aa  4  Refcrv'd 
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Rcferv'd  to  noble  Vows  \  my  excellent  Maid, 

Live  thou  but  true  to  me,  and  my  Contents, 

Mine  only,  that  no  Partner  may  partake 

Thtr  Treafure  of  thofe  Sweets  thy  Youth  yet  glories  in. 

And  I  will  raife  thy  Lowncfs  to  abundance 

Or  all  Varieties,  and  more  Triumph 

In  fuch  a  Miftrefs,  than  great  Princes  doating 

On  truch-betraying  Wives. 

B'lan.  Thus  to  yield  up  then 
The  Cottage  of  my  Virtue,  to  be  fvvallow'd 
By  fome  hard-neighbouring  Landlord,  fuch  as  you  are. 
Is  in  effecfl  to  love.    A  Lord  fo  vicious ! 
O  where  fnall  Innocence  find  fome  poor  Dwelling, 
Free  from  Temptation's  Tyranny  ? 

Ce;a.  Nay  prithee. 

Bian.  Gay  Cloaths,  high  Feeding,  eafy  Beds  of  Luft, 
Change  of  unfeemly  Sights,  with  bafe  Difcourfe, 
Draw  Curfes  on  your  Palaces ;  for  my  Part, 
This  I  will  be  confirm'd  in,  I  will  eat 
The  bread  of  Labour,  know  no  other  Reft 
Than  what  is  earn'd  from  honeft  Pains,  e'er  once  more 
Lend  ear  (22)  to  your  vile  Toils  :  Sir,  v/ould  you  were 
As  noble  in      fires,  as  I  cguld  be 
In  knowing  Virtue.    Pray  do  not  affli6i: 
A  poor  Soul  thus.    Cefa,  I  fwear— — to  me  ?  ■ 

[Bianca  fie  ah  off. 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Gent.  The  Duke,  my  Lord,  commands  your  fpeedy 
Prefcnce 

(23)  For  anfvverihg  Aggrievances  late  urg'd 

Againft 

(22)   to  your  vile  Toils :  ]    Mr.  Sympfon  would  read  Tales 

for  Toils,  which  1  cannot  affent  to ;  for  fmall  Inconfiliencies  in  Me- 
taphor aie  too  common  with  all  nervous  Writers  to  be  fuppos'd  Cor- 
rii'^iricns  of  the  Prefs :  Neither  is  the  Expreflion  of  lending  an  ear  to 
Toils  abrduteiy  indefenfible.  For  Toils  ^r^  the  Snare?  the  Bird  catchers 
fpread,  which  are  generally  accompany'd  with  Decoy  r.irds,  or  Decoy- 
pi;  es.  Let  ihefe  Birds,  orl*ipes,  then  be  taken  into  the  Idea  of  the 
Word  Toils,  and  the  Metaphor  is  perfeftiv  jalt. 

(23)  Tor  anfwering  Grievances  lately  urg'd'\  How  many  ways  does 
the  iMetre  of  our  old  Writers  luffer  in  our  iate  Editions  ?  They  have 
generally  followed  the  modern  inftead  of  the  ancient  Spelling,  and  this 

frequently. 
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Againft  you  by  your  Mother  ? 
Cefa  By  my  Mother. 
Gent.  The  Court  is  near  on  fitting. 
Cefa.  I  wait  on  it,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke^  Mag'iftraiey  Secretary^  Baptifla,  Attendants^ 
Mentivole;  (they  fit)  Mtntivok  JIands  by. 

Duke.  What  wafte  of  Blood,  what  Tumults,  what  D:- 
vifions. 

What  Outrages,  what  Uprores  in  a  State, 
Fadions,  though  iffuing  from  mean  Springs  at  firfl. 
Have  (not  reftrain'd)  flowed  to,  the  fad  Example 
At  Rome,  between  the  Urfins  and  Colonnas: 
Nay,  here  at  home,  in  Florence^  'twixt  the  Neris 
And  the  Bianchi,  can  too  mainly  witnefs. 
I  fit  not  at  the  Helm,  my  Lords,  of  Sovereignty 
Deputed  Pilot  for  the  Common-wealth, 
To  fleep  while  others  fteer,  as  their  wild  Fancies 
Shall  counfel,  by  the  Compafs  of  Diforders, 
Baptifta,  this  Ihort  Preface  is  diredled 
Chiefly  to  you  ;  the  petty  Brawls  and  Quarrels 

•  Late  urg'd  betwixt  th'  Alherti  and  your  Family, 

•  Mufl:,  yes,  and  fhall,  like  tender  unknit  Joints, 
Fafl:en  again  together  of  themfelves  : 

Or  like  an  angry  Surgeon,  we  will  ufe 

The  roughnefs  of  our  Juftice,  to  cut  off 

The  ftubborn  Rancour  of  the  Limbs  ofl^ending. 

Bapt.  Mofl:  gracious  Florence. 

Duke.  Our  Command  was  fignificd, 
That  neither  of  the  Followers  of  each  Party 
Should  appear  here  with  Weapons. 

Bap.  'Tis  obey'd,  Sir, 
On  my  fide, 

Duke.  We  mufl:  leave  the  general  Caufe 
Of  State  Employments,  to  give  ear  to  Brawls 

frequently  alters  even  the  Number  of  Syllables.  It  would  be  too  much 
trouble  to  reduce  the  whole  to  the  old  Spelling  ;  but  where  it  is  necef- 
fary  to  the  Meafure  we  carefully  do  it.  The  Hobbling  of  this  Verfe 
made  me  confult  the  old  Folio,  where  I  find  true  Meafure  by  reading 
—  Aggrie'vances  late  urg'd ^  inftead  of  --^Grievances  lately  urg'd. 

Of 
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Of  fome  particular  Grudges,  politick  Government 
For  tutor'd  Princes,  but  no  more  henceforth. 

Enter  Mariana  and  Clarifla  at  one  Door^  Cefario 
at  the  other^ 

Out  Frown  (hall  check  Prefumption,  not  our  Clemency, 

Mar,  All  Blefiings  due  unto  unpartial  Princes, 
Crown  Florence  with  eternity  of  Happinefs. 

Cefa,  If  double  Prayers  can  double  Blefllngs,  great  Sir, 
Mine  join  for  your  Profperity  with  my  Mother's. 

Duke.  Rife  both  ,  now  briefly.  Lady,  without  Cir- 
.  cumftance. 
Deliver  thofe  Aggrievances,  which  lately 
Your  Importunity  poffeft  our  Counfel 
Were  fit  for  Audience,  wherein  you  petitioned 
You  might  be  heard  without  an  Advocate, 
Which  Boon  you  find  is  granted. 

(24)  Alar,  Though  divided 
I  (land  between  the  Laws  of  Truth  and  Modefty, 
Yet  let  my  Griefs  have  vent :  Yet  the  clearnefs 
Of  ftrange  NeceiTity  requires  Obedience 
To  Nature  and  your  Mercy,  in  my  Weeds 
Of  Mourning,  Emblems  of  too  dear  Misfortunes, 
Badges  of  Griefs,  and  Widowhood,  the  Burthen 
Of  my  charg'd  Soul,  muft  be  laid  down  before  you  5 
Wherein,  if  ftrid  Opinion  cancel  Shame, 
My  Frailty  is  my  Plea,    Stand  forth  young  Man, 
And  hear  a  Story  that  will  ftrike  all  Reafon 
Into  amazement.  Cefa,  1  attend.    Mar.  ^Ibertus^ 
Peace  dwell  upon  his  Afhes,  ftill  the  Husband 
Of  my  Remembrance  and  unchanging  Vows, 
Has,  by  his  Death,  left  to  his  Heir  PoiTeiTion 
Ot  fair  Revenue,  which  this  young  Man  claims 
As  his  Inheritance.    I  urg'd  him  gently. 
Friendly,  and  privately,  to  grant  a  partage 
Of  this  Eftate  to  her  who  owns  it  all, 
This  his  fuppofed  Sifter. 

(24  Mar,  though  divided  &c.  ]  Mariana's  difowning  Cefario  for 
her  Son,  and  the  Duke's  Injundlion  to  marry  him,  is  related  by  Cau- 
fin  in  his  Holy  Court,  and  is  tranfcribed  by  Wanlty  in  his  Hijiory  of 
Many  Fol.  Beck  3.  Chap.  26. 

Bap, 
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Bapt.  How?  fuppofed? 
Cefa.  Pray  Madam  recollefl:  yourfelf. 
Mar.  The  relifh 
Of  a  ftrange  Truth  begins  to  work  like  Phyfick 
Already  :  1  have  bitternefs  to  mingle 
With  thcfe  Preparatives,  fo  deadly  loathfome. 
It  will  quite  choak  Digeftion ;  fhortly  hear  it 
Cefarioy  for  I  dare  not  rob  unjuftly 
The  poor  Soul  of  his  Name;  this,  this  Cefam 
Neither  for  Father  had  Jlherto^  me 
For  Mother,  nor  Clarijfa  for  his  Sifter. 
Cla,  Mother,  Mother! 
Ment,  I  am  in  a  Dream  fure. 
Duke,  No  Interruptions,  Lady,  on. 
Mar,  Miftake  not. 
Great  Duke  of  ^ufcany^  or  the  Beginning 
Or  Procefs  of  this  Novelty  j  my  Husband, 
The  now  deceased  JlbertOy  from  his  Youth 
Inur'd  to  an  Impatiency,  and  Roughnefs 
Of  Difpofition,  when  not  many  Months 
After  our  Marriage  were  worn  out,  repin'd 
At  the  unfruitful  Barfennefs  of  Youth, 
Which,  as  he  pleas'd  to  term  it,  cut  our  Hopes  off 
From  blefling  of  fome  IfTue  ;  to  prevent  it 
I  grew  ambitious  of  no  fairer  Honour 
Than  to  preferve  his  Love,  and  as  Occafions 
Still  call'd  him  from  me,  ftudy*d  in  his  Abfence 
How  I  might  frame  his  Welcome  home  with  Comfort. 
At  laft  1  feign'd  myfelf  with  Child  ;  the  MefTage 
Of  Freedom,  or  Relief,  to  one  half  ftarv'd 
In  Prifon,  is  not  uttered  with  fuch  Greedinefs 
Of  Expedlation,  and  Delight,  as  this  was  to 
My  much  afFe6ted  Lord    his  Care,  his  Goodnefs, 
(Pardon  me  ihat  I  ufe  the  Wordj  exceeded 
All  former  Fears ;  the  Hour  of  my  Deliverance, 
As  I  pretended,  drawing  near,  I  fafhion'd 
(25)  My  Birth-Rites  at  a  Country  Garden  Houfe, 

Where 

(25)  My  Birth'Kights  ]  Mr.  Symp/on  would  read  either  Birth- 
Night  or  Birth  ( i.  e.  Labour  or  Delivery)  right  at  a  Country  Garden 
Houfe,  But  this  only  fhews  that  in  any  Correction,  if  we  inifs  the  true 

one. 
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Where  then  my  Faulkner^s  Wife  was  brought  a-bed 
Of  this  Cefarioy  him  I  own'd  for  mine  ; 
Prefented  him  unto  a  joyful  Father. 
Duke,  Can  yo'  prove  this  true  ? 
Mar.  Proofs  I  have  mofl  evident ; 
But  oh  the  Curfe  of  my  Impatience !  (hortly, 
E'er  three  new  Moons  had  fpent  their  borrow'd  Lights, 
I  grew  with  Child  indeed  ;  fo  juft  is  Heav'n, 
The  Ifibe  of  which  Burthen  was  this  Daughter  : 
Judge  now  mod  gracious  Prince,  my  Lords  and  you, 
V/hat  Combats  then,  and  fince,  I  have  endur'd. 
Between  a  Mother's  Piety,  and  Weaknefs 
Of  a  Soul-trembling  Wife  ;  to  have  reveai'd 
This  Secret  to  Alberto^  had  been  danger 
Of  Ruin  to  my  Fame,  befides  the  conflidl 
Of  his  Diftradlions    now  to  have  fupprefs'd  it, 
Were  to  defeat  my  Child,  my  only  Child, 
Of  her  mofl:  lawful  Honours,  and  Inheritance. 
Cefaric^  thou'rt  a  Man  ftill,  Education 
Hath  moulded  thee^a  Gentleman,  continue  fo  ; 
Let  not  this  tall  from  Greatnefs  fink  thee  lower 
Than  worthy  Thoughts  may  warrant,  yet  difclaim 
All  Inte-eft  in  /iiherto^  Blood,  thou  haft  not 
One  drop  of  his  or  mine. 

Duke,  Produce  your  Witnefs. 

Mar,  The  Faulkner's  V\  ite  his  Mother, 
And  Womf  n  fuch  as  waited  then  upon  me. 
Sworn  to  the  Privacy  of  this  great  Secret. 

Duke,  Give  them  all  their  Oaths. 

Cefa,  O  let  me  crave  forbearance,  gracious  Sir, 
Vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

Duke,  Speak,  Cefario. 

Cefa.  Thus  long 
I  have  fl:ood  filent,  and  with  no  unwillingnefis 
Attended  the  Relation  of  my  Fall, 
From  a  fair  Expedation  j  what  I  fear'd 

one.  Ingenuity  of  Conjefture  only  carries  us  further  out  of  our  way. 
Where  Wo  ds  have  the  fame  Sound,  as  Rights  and  Ritejy  nothing  is 
fo  common  with  Tranfcribcrs  as  to  millake  one  for  the  other  j  to  rec- 
tify the  Spelling  therefore  is  all  that  is  here  wanted, 

(Since 
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(Since  the  firft  Syllable  this  Lady  utter'd 
Of  my  not  being  hers)  benevolent  Fates 
Have  eas'd  me  of ;  (26)  for  to  be  bafely  born. 
If  not  bafe-born,  detrads  not  from  the  Bounty 
Of  Nature's  Freedom,  or  an  honeft  Birth. 
Nobility  claim'd  by  the  Right  of  Blood, 
Shews  chiefly,  f  17)  that  our  Anceftors  deferv'd 
What  we  inherit  •,  but  that  Man  whofe  Actions 
Purchafe  a  real  Merit  to.  himfelf. 
And  ranlc^  him  in  the  filet)f  Praife  and  Honour, 
Creates  his  own  Advancement ;  let  me  want 
The  Fuel  which  beft  feeds  the  Fires  of  Greatnefs^ 
Lordly  Poffcffions,  yet  fhall  (till  my  Gratitude 
By  fome  Attempts,  of  mention  no:  unworthy. 
Endeavour  to  return  (28)  a  fit  Acquittance 
To  that  large  Debt  I  owe  your  Favours,  Madam, 
And  great  Alberto'^  Memory  and  Goodnefs 
O  that  I  could  as  gently  fhake  off  PafTion 
For  th'  Lofs  (29)  of  that  great  brave  Man,  as  I  can 
fhake  off 

Remembrance  of  what  once  I  was  reputed  \ 

(26)  ■  for  io  he  bafely  born. 

Is  not  hafe-borny  ]    Mr.  Byt:ipfon  juflly  read,  If  not  bafe- 

horn         which  gives  the  Author's  Meaning  much  more  clearly,  ^ivz. 

To  be  born  of  mean  Parents,  if  in  Wedlock,  is  no  Deti  adtion  to  any 
Man. 

(27)   that  our  Anrrjiors  ^Q^ifdi 

What  nve  inherit  j  ]    Defir'd  is  undoubtedly  corrupt,  and 

fo  appear'd  to  us  all.  Mr.  Sympfon  reads  acquird,  but  I  believe  he 
will  readily  allow  defer'v'd  (in  which  Mr.  Theobald  and  I  concurred) 
to  be  the  better  Reading. 

{28)  — •  a  fit  Acquaintance]    This  is  only  the  grofs  Millake  of 
the  late  Editions :  Mr.  Theobald  and  I  concurr'd  in  the  Emendation, 
without  knowing  it  to  be  confirm'd  by  the  old  Folia. 
(29)  of  ihzX.  great  brave 

 '  of  that  oKce  I  ]  I  fufpefted  the  fecond  that  fliould 

have  been  nvhat,  and  found  in  the  old  Folio  an  odd  Confirmation  of  it. 
The  two  Lines  there  run  thus  : 

of  what  great  bra've 
— —  of  that  ojfce  I 
Here  M^7/  and  nvhat  evidently  had  changM  Places,  which  the  latter 
Editors  did  not  perceive,  thoupch  they  favv  the  Abfurdiiy  of  ivkat  in 
'■\?.  firft  Line. 

I 
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I  have  not  much  to  fay,  this  Princely  Prefcnce 

Needs  not  too  rtridlly  to  examine  farther 

The  Truth  of  this  Acknowledgment  j  a  Mother 

Dares  never  difavpw  her  only  Son, 

And  any  Woman  muft  come  fhort  of  Piety, 

That  can,  or  dif-inherit  her  own  liTue, 

Or  fears  the  Voice  of  Rumour  for  a  Stranger, 

Madam,  you  have  confefs'd,  my  Father  was 

A  Servant  to  your  Lord  and  you :  By  intereft 

Of  being  his  Son,  I  cannot  bu€  claim  juftly 

The  Honour  of  continuing  ftili  my  Service 

To  you  and  yours  \  which  granted,  I  beg  leave 

I  may  for  this  time  be  difmift. 

Duke.  Bold  Spirit. 

Bapt.  I  love  thee  now  with  pity. 

X>uke,  Go  not  yet  

A  fudden  Temped  that  might  (hake  a  Rock, 
Yet  he  ftands  firm  againft  ic ;  much  it  moves  me. 
He,  not  Alberto's  Son,  and  fhe  a  Widow, 
And  flie  a  Widow,  Lords,  your  Ear. 

Omnes.  Your  Pleafure.  [Whifperi 

Duke.  So,  Lady,  what  you  have  avouch'd  is  Truth. 

Mar,  Truth  only,  gracious  Sir. 

Duke.  Hear  then  our  Sentence. 
Since  from  his  Cradle  you  have  fed  and  fofter'd 
Cefario  as  your  Son,  and  train'd  him  up 
To  hopes  of  Greatnefs ;  which  now  in  a  Moment 
You  utterly  again  have  ruin'd,  this  way 
We  with  our  Counfel  are  refolv'd,  you  being 
A  Widow,  fhall  accept  him  for  a  Husband. 

Mar.  Husband  to  me.  Sir  ^ 

Duke.  'Tis  in  us  to  raife  him 
To  Honours,  and  his  Virtues  will  deferve  *em. 

Mar.  But  Sir,  *cis  in  no  Prince,  nor  his  Prerogative, 
To  force  a  Woman's  Choice  againfl:  her  Heart. 

Duke.  True,  if  then  you  appeal  to  higher  Juftice, 
Our  Doom  includes  this  Claufe  upon  refufal. 
Out  of  your  Lord's  Revenues  lhall  Cefario 
Affure  to  any,  whom  he  takes  for  Wife, 
Th'  Inheritance  of  three  Parts    the  Icfs  remainder 
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Is  Dowry  large  enough  to  marry  a  Daughter ; 
And  we,  by  our  Prerogative,  which  you  queftion, 
Will  publickly  adopt  him  into  th'  Name 
Of  your  deceas'd  Alhertus^  that  the  Memory 
Of  fo  approved  a  Peer  may  live  in  him 
That  can  preferve  his  Memory  ;  *lefs  you  find  out 
Some  other  means,  which  may  as  amply  fatisfy 
His  Wrong,  our  Sentence  ftands  irrevocable : 
What  think  you,  Lords  ? 

Omnes.  The  Duke  is  juft  and  honourable. 

Bapt.  Let  me  embrace  Cefario^  henceforth  ever 
I  vow  a  conftant  Friend/hip.    Ment,  I  remit 
All  former  Difference.    Cefa^  I  am  too  poor 
In  Words  to  thank  this  Juftice.    Madam,  always 
My  Studies  fhall  be  Love  to  you,  and  Duty. 

Duke,  Replies  we  admit  none.    Cefario  wait  on  us. 

[Exeunt,  Manent  Ment.  Bapt.  Mar.  and  Cla, 

Bapt,  Mentivole. 

Ment.  My  Lord. 

Bapt.  Look  on  Clarijfa, 
She's  noble,  rich,  young,  fair,    Ment,  My  Lord,  and 
virtuous. 

Bapt,  Mentivole^  and  virtuous.  Madam.  M^r. 

Tyranny 

Of  Juftice,  I  fiial  live  Report's  Derifion, 

That  am  compell'd  t'  exchange  a  graceful  Widow-hood 

For  a  continual  Martyrdom  in  Marriage, 

With  one  fo  much  beneath  me. 

Bapt.  I'll  plead  for  ye 
Boldly  and  conftantly,  let  your  Daughter  only 
Admit  my  Son  her  Servant  at  next  Vifit, 
Madam,  I'll  be  a  MefTenger  of  Comfort. 
Mentivole^  be  confident  and  earneft.  [Exit, 

Mar.  Married  again,  to  him  too  !  better 't  had  been 
The  young  Man  fhould  have  ftill  retained  the  Honours 
Of  old  Alberto's  Son,  than  I  the  Shame 
Of  making  him  SuccefTor  of  his  Bed  ; 
I  was  to  blanie.    Ment,  Indeed  without  Offence, 
Madam,  I  think  you  were. 

Cla,  You  urge  it  fairly, 

And 
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And  like  a  worthy  Friend. 

Mar.  Can  you  fay  any  thing 
In  commendation  of  a  Mufhroom  withered. 
As  foon  as  darted  up  ? 

Ment,  You  fcorn  an  Innocent 
Of  noble  growth,  for  whiles  your  Husband  liv'd 
I've  heard  you  boaft,  Cefario  in  all  Adions 
Gave  matter  of  Report,  of  Imitation, 
Wonder  and  Envy  ;  let  not  difcontinuance 
Of  fome  few  Days  eflrange  a  fweet  Opinion 
Of  Virtue,  chiefly  when,  in  fuch  Extremity," 
Your  Pity,  net  Contempt,  will  argue  Goodnefs. 

Mar.  O  Sir. 

Cla.  If  you  would  ufe  a  thriving  Courtfhip, 
You  cannot  utter  a  more  powerful  Language, 
That  I  fhall  liften  to  with  greater  Greedinefs, 
Than  th'  Argument  you  profecute  j  this  fpeaks  you 
A  Man  com  pleat  and  excellent. 

Ment.  I  fpeak  not. 
They  are  his  own  Deferts.    A'lar.  Good  Sir,  forbear, 
I  am  now  fully  fenfible  of  running 
Into  a  violent  Lethargy,  whofe  deadlinefs 
Locks  up  all  Reafon,  1  fhall  never  henceforth 
Remember  my  pafl  Happinefs. 

Me7it.  Thefe  Clouds 
May  be  difpers'd. 

Mar.  I  fear  continual  Night 
Will  over-fhroud  me,  yet  poor  Youth  his  Trefpafs 
Lies  in  his  Fortune,  not  the  Cruelty 
Of  the  Duke's  Sentence. 

Cla.  1  dare  think  it  does; 

Mar.  If  all  fail,  I  will  learn  then  to  conquer 
Adverfity  with  Sufferance. 

Ment,  You  refolve  nobly.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE 


1. 


Enter  Cefario  and  a  Servant', 


Cefa.T   ET  any  Friend  have -Entrance. 
I  J    Serv.  Sir,  a'fhall. 
Ceja.  Any,  I  except  none. 

Serv.  We  know  your  Mind,  Sir.  [Exit, 
Cefa.  PJeafures  admit  no  Bounds.  I'm  picch'd  fo  high. 
To  fuch  a  Growth  of  full  Profperities, 
That  to  conceal  my  Fortunes  were  an  Injury 
To  Gratefulnefs,  and  thofe  more  liberal  Favours 
By  whom  my  Glories  profper.    He  that  flows 
In  gracious  and  fwoln  (30)  Tides  of  bleft  Abundance, 
Yet  will  be  ignorant  of  his  own  Fortunes, 
Deferves  to  live  contemn'd,  and  die  forgotten  ; 
The  Harvefl:  of  my  Hopes  is  now  already 
Ripen'd  and  gather'd,  1  can  fatten  Youth 
With  choice  of  Plenty,  and  fupplies  of  Comforts, 
My  Fate  fprings  in  my  own  Hand,  and  I'll  ufe  it. 


1  Serv.  'Tis  my  Place. 

2  Serv.  Yours?  Here  fair  one,  Pll  acquaint 

My  Lord,  i  Serv.  He's  here,  go  to  him  boldly.  2  Serv.- 

Pleafe  you 
To  let  him  underfland  how  readily 
I  waited  on  your  Errand  ?    i  Serv.  Saucy  Fellow  ; 
You  mufl  excufe  his  Breeding.    Cefa.  What's  the  matter? 
Biancha^  my  Biancha,  to  your  Offices.       {^Exeunt  Serv. 
This  Vifit,  Sweet,  from  thee,  my  pretty  dear, 
By  how  much  more  'twas  unexpedled,  comes 
So  much  th'  more  timely  :  Witnefs  this  free  Welcome, 
Whate'er  Occafion  led  thee. 

Bian.  You  muft  guefs,  Sir, 
Yet  indeed  his  a  rare  one. 

{50)   ^ides.ofhd^Alundance,']  Former  Editions.  Mr.Sympfon 

concurr'd  with  me  in  the  Correftion. 


Enter  two  Servants  and  Biancha. 
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Cefa,  Prithee  fpeak  it, 
My  honeft  virtuous  Maid. 

Biaf2.  Sir,  I  have  heard 
Of  your  Misfortunes,  and  I  cannot  tell  you 
Whether  I  have  more  caufe  of  Joy  or  Sadnefs, 
To  know  they  are  a  Truth: 

Cefa.  What  Truth,  Biancha  ? 
Misfortunes,  how,  wherein  ?    Bian,  You  are  difclaim'd 
For  being  the  Lord  Alberto^  Son,  and  pubiickly 
Acknowledged  of  as  mean  a  Birth  as  mine  is, 
It  cannot  chufe  but  grieve  ye.    Cefa.  Grieve  me  ?  Ha, 
ha,  ha,  ha? 

Is  this  all  ?    Bian.  This  all  ?    Cefa.  Thou  art  forry  for't 
I  warrant  thee  :  Alas  good  Soul,  Biancha^ 
That  which  thou  cairft  Misfortune  is  my  Happinefs, 
My  Happinefs,  Biancha. 

Bian.  if  you  love  me. 
It  may  prove  mine  too. 

Cefa.  May  it  ?  I  will  love  thee. 
My  good,  good  Maid,  if  that  can  make  thee  happy. 
Better  and  better  love  thee. 

Btan.  Without  Breach  then 
Of  Modefty,  I  come  to  claim  the  Intereft 
Your  Proteftations,  both  by  Vows  and  Letters, 
Have  made  me  Owner  of;  from  the  firft  Hour 
I  faw  you,  I  confefs  I  wifti'd  I  had  been. 
Or  not  fo  much  below  your  Rank  and  Greatnefs, 
Or  not  fo  much  above  thofe  humble  Flames 
That  fliould  have  warm'd  my  Bofom  with  a  temperate 
Equality  of  Defires  in  equal  Fortunes. 
Still  as  you  utter'd  Language  of  Affedion, 
I  courted  Time  to  pafs  more  flowly  on. 
That  I  might  turn  more  Fool  to  lend  Attention 
To  what  I  durft  not  credit,  nor  yet  hope  for  : 
Yet  ftill  as  more  I  heard,  I  wifli'd  to  hear  more. 

Cefa.  Didfl  thou  in  troth.  Wench  ? 

Bian.  Willingly  betray 'd 
Myfelf  to  hopelefs  Bondage. 

Cefa.  A  good  Girl, 
I  thought  1  fnould  not  mif?,  whate'er  thy  Anfwer  was. 

Bian. 
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Bian,  But  as  I  am  a  Maid,  Sir,  and  i'faith 
You  may  believe  me,  for  I  am  a  Maid, 
So  dearly  I  refpeded  both  your  Fame 
And  Qiiality,  that  I  would  firft  have  perifh'd 
In  my  fick  Thoughts,  than  e'er  have  given  confcn-c 
To  have  undone  your  Fortunes,  by  inviting 
A  Marriage  with  fo  mean  a  one  as  I  am. 
I  fhould  have  died  fure,  and  no  Creature  known 
The  Sicknefs  that  had  kill'd  me, 

Cefa.  Pretty  Heart, 
Good  Sou],  aias,  alas.    Bian.  Now  fince  I  know 
There  is  no  difference  *twixt  your  Birth  and  mine. 
Not  much  'twixt  our  Eftates,  if  any  be. 
The  Advantage  is  on  my  fide,  I  come  willingly 
To  tender  you  the  firft  Fruits  of  my  Heart, 
And  am  content  t'accept  you  for  my  Husband, 
Now  when  you  are  at  Joweft. 

Cefa.  For  a  Husband  ? 
Speak  fadJy,  doft  thou  mean  fo  ? 

Bian,  In  good  deed.  Sir, 
'Tis  pure  Love  makes  this  Proffer. 

Cefa,  1  believe  thee. 
What  Counfel  urg'd  thee  on,  tell  me,  thy  Father 
My  worfhipful  fmug  Hoft  ?  Was*t  not  he,  Wench? 
Or  Mother  Hoftefs ?  Ha? 

Bian.  D'ye  mock  my  Parentage  ? 
I  do  not  fcorn  yours.  Mean  Folks  are  as  worthy 
To  be  well  fpokcn  of,  if  they  deferve  well. 
As  fome  whofe  only  Fame  lies  in  their  Blood. 
O,  y'are  a  proud  poor  Man  :  Ail  your  Oaths  Falfhood, 
Your  Vows  deceit,  your  Letters  forg'd  and  wicked. 

Cefa.  Thou'dft  be  my  Wife,  I  dare  fwear. 

Bian..  Had  your  H^^art, 
Your  Hand  and  Toiigue  been  Twins,  you  had  reputed 
This  Courtefy  a  Benefit. 

Cefa,  Simplicity, 
How  prettily  thou  mov'ft  me  ?  Why,  Biancba, 
Report  has  cozen'd  thee,  I  am  not  fallen 
From  my  expeded  Honours  or  Pofiefiions, 
Though  from  the  Hope  of  Birth- right. 

B  b  i  Bian. 
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Bian.  Are  you  not  ? 
Then  I  am  loft  again  *,  I  have  a  Suit  too, 
You'jl  grant  it  if  you  be  a  good  Man. 

Cefa,  Any  thing. 

Bian.  Pray  do  not  talk  of  ought  what  I  have  faid  t'ye, 

Cefa.  As  I  wilh  Health  I  will  not. 

Bian,  Pity  me, 
But  never  love  me  more. 

Cefa,  Nay,  now  y'are  cruel. 
Why  all  thefe  Tears  f*  Thou  (halt  not  go, 

Bian.  I'll  pray  for  ye 
That  you  may  have  a  virtuous  Wife,  a  fair  one. 
And  when  I'm  dead  

Cefa,  Fie,  fie. 

Bian,  Think  on  me  fometimes. 
With  Mercy  for  this  Trefpafs. 

Cefa.  Let  us  kifs 
At  parting,  as  at  coming. 

Bian.  This  I  have 
As  a  free  Dower  to  a  Virgin's  Grave, 
All  Goodnefs  dwell  with  ye.  \Exit. 

Cefa.  Harmlefs  Biancha  ! 
Unskiird  !  What  handfome  Toys  are  Maids  to  play  with  ? 

Enter  Mariana  and  Clariffa. 

How  innocent  ?  But  1  have  other  Thoughts 

Of  nobler  Meditation.  My  Felicity, 

Thou  com'ft  as  I  could  wifli ;  lend  me  a  Lip 
"As  foft  and  melting  as  when  old  Alberto^ 
After  his  firft  Night's  Trial,  taking  farewel 
Of  thy  Youth's  Conqueft,  tafted. 
Mar.  You're  uncivil. 

Cefa.  I  will  be  Lord  of  my  own  Pleafures,  Madam, 
Y'aremine,  mine  freely  \  come,no  whimpering  henceforth. 
New  con  the  Leflbns  of  Loves  beft  Experience, 
That  our  Delights  may  meet  in  equal  Meafure 
Of  Refolutions  and  Defires  j  this  Sullennefs 
Is  fcurvy,  I  like  it  not. 

Mar.  Be  mode  ft  ; 
And  do  not  learn,  Cefario^  how  to  proftitute 
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The  Riot  of  thy  Hopes  to  common  Folly  ; 
Take  a  fad  Woman's  Word,  howe'er  thou  doat'ft 
Upon  the  prcfent  Graces  of  thy  Greatnefs, 
Yet  Pm  not  fallen  fo  below  my  Conftancy 
To  Virtue,  nor  the  Care  which  I  once  tendred 
For  thy  Behoof,  that  I  prefer  a  Sentence 
Of  Cruelty  before  my  Honour. 
Cefa.  Honour! 

Mar,  Hear  me,   thou  feeeft  this  Girl !   Now  the 
Comfort, 

Of  mj  laft  Days.    She  is  the  only  Pledge 

Of  a  Bed  truly  noble :  She  had  a  Father 

(I  need  not  fpeak  him  more  than  thou  remembreft) 

Whom  to  diflionour  by  a  meaner  Choice, 

Were  Injury  and  Infamy. 

Cla,  To  Goodnefs, 
To  Time  and  virtuous  Mention. 

Mar,  I  have  vow'd, 
Obferve  me  now,  Cefario^  that  how-e'er 
I  may  be  forc'd  to  marry,  yet  no  Tyranny, 
Perfuafions,  Flattery,  Gifts,  Intreats,  or  Tortures, 
Shall  draw  me  to  a  fecond  Bed. 

Cla,  'Tisjufl  too. 

Mar,  Yes,  and  'tis  juft,  Clarijffa.   I  allow 
The  Duke's  late  Sentence,  am  refolv'd  young  Mar^ 
To  be  thy  Wife  ;  but  when  the  Ceremony 
Of  Marriage  is  performed,  in  Life  I  will  be, 
Though  not  in  Name,  a  Widow. 

Cefa,  Pray  a  Word  t'ye. 
Shall  I  in  earned  never  be  your  Bedfellow  ? 

Mar.  Never,  O  never  ;  and  'tis  for  your  good  too, 

Cefa,  Prove  that. 

Mar.  Alas,  too  many  Years  are  numbred 
In  my  Account  to  entertain  the  Benefit 
Which  Youth  in  thee,  Cefario,  and  Ability 
Might  hope  for  and  require,  it  were  Injuftice 
To  rob  a  Gentleman  deferving  Memory 
Of  I  flue  to  preferve  it. 

Cefa,  No  more  j  herein 
You  are  an  excellent  Pattern  of  true  Piety, 
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Let  me  now  turn  your  Advocate.    Pray  look  int© 
The  Order  ot  the  Duke  injoin'd  admit 
I  fatisfy  Che  Sentence,  without  Marriage 
With  you,  how  then  ? 

Mar,  Cefario. 

Cefa,  If  I  know 
H  )w  to  acquit  your  Fears,  yet  keep  th'Injundlion 
In  every  Claufe  whole  and  intire,  your  Charity 
Will  caii  me  ftill  your  Servant. 

Mar.  Still  my  Son. 

Cefa,  Right,  Madam,  now  you  have  it,  ftill  your  Son 
The  Genius  of  your  BlelTings  hath  inftrudted 
Your  Tongue  oracukmfly,  we'll  forget 
How  once  I  and  Clariffa  interchang'd 
The  Ties  of  Brother  and  of  Sifter,  henceforth 
New  ftile  us  Man  and  Wit-e. 

Cla.  By  what  Authority  ? 

Ceja,  Heav'n's  great  Appointment.  Yet  in  all  my  Dotage 
On  thy  Perfedlions,  when  1  thought,  Clarijfa^ 
We  had  been  Pledges  of  one  Womb,  no  loofe. 
No  wanton  Heat  of  Youth  defir'd  to  claim 
Priority  in  thy  Affedions,  other 
Than  Nature  might  commend.    Chaftly  I  tendered 
Thy  Welfare  as  a  Brother  ought    but  fince 
Our  Bloods  are  Strangers,  let  our  Hearts  contract 
A  long  Life-lafting  Unity,  for  this  way 
The  Sentence  is  to  be  obferv'd,  or  no  way. 

Mar.  Then  no  way.  Cefa.  I  expedled  other  Anfwer, 
Madam,  Irom  you     Mar.  No,  every  Age  ftiall  curfe  me. 
The  iVjonfter,  and  the  Prodigy  of  Nature, 
Horrors  beyond  Extremity. 

Cla.  Pray  Mother, 
Confine  the  Violence  of  Grief.    Cefa.  Yes,  Mother, 
Pray  do.    Mar.  Thus  fome  catch  at  a  Matron's  Honour 
By  flying  Luft,  to  plot  inceftuous  Witchcrafts, 
More  terrible  than  Whoredoms  i  cruel  Mercy  ! 
When  to  prelerve  the  Body  from  a  Death 
The  Soul  is  ftrangled. 

Cefa.  This  is  more,  than  PaiTion, 
It  comes  near  to  Diftradtion. 

Mar. 

I 
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Mar,,. I  am  quieted. 
Ce/ariOf  thou  mayeft  tell  the  Duke  fecurely 
Aiberto^s  \  icles,  Honours  and  Revenues, 
l^lic  Duke  may  give  away,  enjoy  them  thou. 
Cia}ija\  Birch  right,  Mariana^s  Dower 
'1  a.>u  thalt  be  Lord  of;  turn  us  to  the  World 
L'.j^iity'd  and  UiiFriended  ;  yet  my  Bed 
Tfiuu  never  deep' ft  in  :  As  for  her,  (he  hears  me. 
It  /he  as  much  as  in  a  Thought  confent. 
That  thou  may'ft  call  her  Wife,  a  Mother's  Curfe 
Shall  never  leave  her. 

C/a.  As  a  Brother  once 
I  Jov'd  you,  as  a  noble  Friend  yet  honour  ye. 
But  for  a  Husband,  Sir,  I  dare  not  own  you. 
My  Faith  is  giv'n  already. 

Ce/a.  To  a  Villain, 
ril  cut  his  Throat. 

Mar.  Why  this  is  more  than  Pajfion  ? 
It  comes  near  a  Dijira^ion, 

Cla,  Call  to  mind.  Sir, 
How  much  you  have  abated  of  that  Goodnefs 
Which  once  reign'd  in  ye,  which  appear'd  fo  lovely 
That  fuch  as  Friend  (hip  led  to  Obfervation, 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Mentivole. 

Courted  the  great  Example. 

Cefa.  Left,  and  flatter'd 
Into  a  broad  Derifion  ?  Mar,  Why  d'ye  think  fo  ? 
My  Lord  Baptijla^  is  your  Son  grown  cold 
In  hafting  on  the  Marriage,  which  his  Vows 
Have  feal*d  to  my  wrong'd  Daughter? 

Bapt,  We  come.  Lady, 
To  confummate  the  Contradl.  Cefa.  With  Mentivole  ? 
Is  he  the  Man  }    Ment,  Clarijfa\  Troth  and  mine, 
Cefario^  are  recorded  in  a  Charader 
So  plain  and  certain,  that  except  the  Hand 
Of  Heav'n,  which  writ  it  firft,  would  blot  it  out  again. 
No  humane  Power  can  raze  it. 

Cefa,  But  fay  you 
So  too,  young  Lady  }   Cla,  I  (hould  elfe  betray 
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My  Heart  to  Falfliood,  and  my  Tongue  to  Perjury. 

Cefa.  Madam,  you  know  the  Sentence. 

Bapt.  From  the  Duke 
I  have  particular  Comforts,  which  require 
A  private  Ear. 

Mar.  I  fhall  approve  it  gladly  : 
We  are  refolv'd,  Cefario. 

Bau.  Be  not  infolenc 
Upon  a  Prince's  Favour. 

Cla.  Lofe  no  Glory, 
Your  younger  Years  have  purchaft; 

Ment.  And  defer ved  too. 
You've  many  worthy  Friends. 

Bapt.  Preferve  and  ufe  them.     \Exeunt.  Manet  Cefario. 

Cefa,  Good,  very  good,  why  here's  a  Compliment 
Of  Mirth  in  defperation,  I  could  curfe 
My  Fate  :  O  with  what  fpeed  Men  tumble  down 
From  Hopes  that  foar  too  high.    Biancha  now 
May  fcorn  me  juftly  too,  Clariffa  married, 
^/Z'^r/o's  Widow  refolute,  Biancha 
Refus'd,  and  I  forfaken  :  Let  me  ftudy, 
1  can  but  die  a  Batchelor  that's  the  worft  on't.  [_Exit, 
Enter  Iloft^  Taylor.,  Muleteer ^  Dancer,  Pedant ,  Coxcomb. 

Hojl.  Come,  Gentlemen, 
This  is  the  Day  that  our  great  Artift  hath 
Promised  t'  give  all  your  feveral  Suits  fatisfadlion. 

Dan.  Is  he  yet  ftirring  ? 

Hoji.  He  hath  been  at  his  Book 
Thefe  two  Hours.    Ped.  He's  a  rare  Phyfician. 

Hcjl.  Why  I'll  tell  you,  were  Paracelfus  the  German  now 
Living,  he  would  take  up  his  fingle  Rapier 
A^gainfl:  his  perrible  long  Sword,  he  makes  it 
A  matter  o'  nothing  to  cure  the  Gout,  fore  Eyes 
He  takes  out  as  familiarly,  wafhes  them. 
And  puts  them  in  again,  as  you'd  blanch  Almonds, 

Tay.  They  fay  he  can  make  Gold. 

Hofi.  Ay,  ay,  he  learnt  it 
Of  Kelly  in  Germany,    There's  not  a  Chymift 
In  Chriftendom  that  can  go  beyond  him 
For  mukiplying.    Fed,  Take  heed  then  he  get  not 

Your 
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Your  Daughter's  Belly  up,  my  Hofl.    Hoft.  You  are 
A  merry  Gentleman,  and  the  Man  of  Art 
Will  love  you  th'  better.    Dan,  Does  he  love  Mirth  and 
Crotchets  ? 

Hoft,  Oh  he's  the  mod  courteous  Phyfician,  you 
May  drink  or  drab  in's  Company  freely,  the  better 
He  knows* how  your  Difeafe  grows,  the  better  he 
Knows  how  to  cure  it.    Dan,  But  I  wonder  my  Hoft", 
He  has  no  more  refort  of  Ladies  to  him. 

Hoft.  Why,  Sir? 

Dan.  O  divers  of  'em  have  great  Belief 
In  Conjurers  :  Leachery  is  a  great  help 
To  th*  Quality.    Hoft,  He's  fcarce  known  to  be 
In  Town  yet, 

E'er  long  we  fhall  have  'em  come 
Hurrying  hither  in  Feather-beds. 
Dan.  How  ?  Bedridden  P 
\     Hoft,  No,  Sir,  in  Feather-beds  that  move  upon 
(31)  Four  Wheels,  iS"/?^;///^  Caroches.  i^^^.  Pray  acquaint 
him 

We  give  Attendance.    Hoft,  I  fhall.  Gentlemen. 
I'd  fain  be  rid  o'  thefe  Rafcals,  but  that  they 
Raife  Profit  to  my  Wine-Cellar.    When  I  have 
Made  ufe  of  them  fufficiently,  I'll  intreat 
The  Conjurer  to  tie  Crackers  to  their  Tails, 
And  fend  them  packing. 

Enter  Forobofco  as  in  bis  Study, 

Foro.  Come  hither,  mine  Hoft, 
Look  here. 

Hoft,  What's  that  ? 

Foro,  A  Challenge  from  my  Man. 

Hoft.  For  breaking's  Pate  ? 

Foro,  He  writes  here,  if  1  meet  him  not 
Tth'  Field 

Within  this  half  Hour,  I  fhall 

(31)  Four  Wheels  in  Sf?ir\\(ti  Caroches.'\  Former  Editions.  Th« 
Largenefs  and  Eafe  of  Spanijh  Coaches  makes  the  Hoji  here  call  them 
Feather-beds ;  the  fecond  in  was  repeated  from  the  Line  above,  and 
^urts  both  Senfe  and  Meafure. 

Hear 
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Hear  more  from  him. 

Uoft.  O,  Sir,  mind  your  Profit, 
NcVr  think  of  the  Rafcal ;  here  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Foro,  'Morrow  my  worthy  Clients, 
What  are  you  all  prepared  of  your  Queftions ; 
That  I  may  give  my  Refolution  of  them  ? 

All.  We  arc.  Sir. 

Fed,  And  have  brought  our  Mony. 

Foro,  Each  then 
In  Order,  and  differ  not  for  Precedency. 

Dan.  I'm  buying  of  an  Office,  Sir, 
And  to  that  Purpofe 
I  would  fain  learn  t'  diflemble  cunningly. 

Foro.  Do  you  come  to  me  for  that  ?  you  fhould  rather 
've  gone 

T*  a  cunning  Woman.    Han,  Ay,  Sir,  but  their  Inftruc- 

tions 

Are  but  like  Woman,  pretty  well,  but  not 

To  th*  depth,  as  1  would  have  it:  You're  a  Conjurer, 

TheDevirs  Mafter,  and  I  would  Jearn  it  from 

You  fo  exadtiy   Foro.  That  the  Devil  himfelf 

Might  not  go  b'yond  you.    Dan.  You  are  I'th' right,  Sir. 

Foro,  And  fo  your  Mony  for  your  Purchafe  m'ght 
Come  in  again  within  a  twelve  Month.  (32)  Dan.  I 
Would  be  a  Graduate,  no  Frefh-man.    Foro.  Here's  my 

Hand,  Sir, 
ril  make  yo'  dilTemble  fo  methodically. 
As  if  the  Devil  fhould  be  fent  from  the 
Great  ^urk^  in  th'  Shape  of  an  AmbafTador, 
T'  fet  all  th'  Chriftian  Princes  at  variance. 

Dan.  \  can't  with  any  Modefty  defire  more  ; 
There's  your  Mony,  Sir. 

Foro.  For  the  Art  of  difTembling. 

Coic.  My  Suit,  Sir,  will  be  News  to  you  when  I  tell  it. 

Foro,  Pray  on. 

{32)  Dan'.  I^vould  be  a  Graduate,  Sir,  no  fre/h-man.'\  This  whole 
Scene  which  was  printed  as  Profe,  like  all  the  comic  Parts  of  this  Play, 
has  certainly  a  droll  hobbling  Meafure,  and  1  have  found  no  Difiiculty 
in  reftoring  ic.  Here  there  is  a  Syllable  too  much,  and  the  5/>  pro- 
bably crept  in  from  the  Line  below. 

Cox, 
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Coit,  I  would  fee  up  a  Prefs  here  in  Italy\ 
To  write  all  the  Coranto's  for  Chrillendom, 

Foro,  That's  new  indeed. 
And  how  would  you  imploy 
Me  in  it  ?  Cox  Marry,  Sir,  from  you  I  would 
Gain  my  Intelligence.    Foro.  I  conceive  yo'.  You*d  have 
Me  furnilh  you  with  a  Spirit  to  inform  you. 

Cox.  But  with  as  quiet  a  Devil  as  the  Woman, 
The  firft  Day  and  a  half  atter  /he's  married, 
I  can  b'  no  means  endure  a  terrible  one. 

.  Foro,  No,  no.  Til  qualify  him,  he  ihall  not  fright  you. 
It  fhall  be  th*  Ghoft  o'  fome  lying  Stationer,  • 
(33)  A  Sp'rit  fhall  look  as  Butter  would  not  melt 
In's  Mouth.    A  new  Mercurius  Gallo-belgicus, 

Cox.  O  there's. a  Captain  was  rare  at  it. 

Foro.  Ne'er  think  of  him. 
Th'  Captain  writ  a  full  Hand  Gallop,  and 
Wafted  indeed  more  harmlcfs  Paper  than 
Ever  did  laxative  Phyfick,  yet  will  I 
Make  you  t'  out-fcribble  him,  and  fet  down  what 
You  pleafe,  the  World  fhall  better  believe  you. 

Cox.  Worthy  Sir, 
I  thank  you,  there  is  Mony.    Fo'ro,  A  new  Office 
For  writing  pragmatical  Coranto's.    Fed.  I  am 
A  School- mailer.  Sir,  and  w^ould  fain  confer  with  you 
About  eredling  four  new  Se6ls  o'  Religion 
At  J7nfterdam.    Foro.  What  th'  Devil  fhould  new 
Se6ls  of  Religion  do  there }    Fed.  I  affure  you  . 
Pd  get  a  great  deal  of  Mony  by't.    Foro.  And  what  are 
The  four  new  Sedls  o'  Religion  you  would  plant  there  ^ 

Fed, .  Why  that's  it  I  come  about,  Sir,  'tis  a  Devil 
O'  your  railing  muft  invent  'em,  I  confefs 
I  am  too  weak  to  compafs  it.    Foro.  So,  Sir, 
Then  you  make  it  a  matter  of  no  difficulty 
To  have  them  Tolerated.    Fed.  Trouble  not 
Yourfelf  for  that ;  Let  but  your  Devil  fet  them 

(33)     Spirit  ]  The  old  ^wfl'/i^  Poets  very  often  make  Spirit 

but  one  Syllable,  as, 

Be  thou  a  SpVit  of  Health  or  Goblin  damn'd. 

Afoot 


396       Tlje  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

Afco:  crxe,  I  have  Weavers,  and  Ginger-bread  makers. 

And  mighty  yf^v.-rrr/^-men,  fhall  fet  them 

A  going.    Fore,  This  is  fomewhat  difficult. 

And  'ii  ask  fome  Conference  with  the  Devil.    Ped,  Take 

Y'r  own  lealure,  Sir,  I  have  another  Bufinefs  too, 

'Caufe  I  mean  t'  leave  ltaly\  and  bury  myfelf  in 

(34)  Thole  nether  Parts  'th'  Loi^'CountrUs,  Foro.  What's 
that.  Sir? 

Ped.  Marry,  I  would  fain  make  nine  Days  to  th'  Week, 
For  the  more  ample  Benefit  of  the  Captain. 

Foro.  You  have  a  flirewd  Pate,  Sir. 

Fed.  But  how  this  might 
Be  compafs'd  ?    Foro.  Compafs'd  eafiiy  ;  it  is 
Bat  making  a  new  Almanack,  and  dividing 
The  compafs  of  th'  Year  into  larger  P^nny-worths, 

(35)  As  a  Chandler  with  his  Compafs  makes  a  Geo- 
Metrick  Proportion  of  the  Holland  Cheefe 

H'  retails  by  Stivers.  But  for  getting  it  licenc'd  ? 

Ped.  Troubi'  not  yourfelf  with  that.  Sir  5  there's  your 
Mony. 

Foro,  For  four  new  Sefls  of  Religions, 
And  nine  Days  to  the  Week. 

Ped,  To  be  brought  in 
At  general  Pay-days,  write  I  befeech  you.    Foro,  At 
General  Pay-days.    Tay,  Pni  by  Profeffion 
A  Taylor,  you  have  heard  of  me.    Foro.  Yes,  Sir, 
And  will  not  (leal  from  you  the  leaft  Part  of  ' 
That  Commendation  Pve  heard  utter'd.    Tay.  f 
Take  meafure  of  your  Worth,  Sir,  and  becaufe 
Pll  not  affiict  you  with  any  larger  Bill 
Of  Circumftances,  Pll  fnip  off  Particulars. 
Pd  fain  invent  fome  (trange  and  exquifite         [Y'es,  Sir, 
New  Fa (h ions.    Foro.  Are  you  not  travelled.  Sir.  Tay, 

(34)  Thife  nether  Parts  of  the  Low-Countries.]  Former  Editions. 
The  Poets  meant  to  call  the  Ltnv'Countrits  the  nether  Parts  of  the 
World. 

(35)  jIs  a  Chcniler  ix:ith  his  Compafs  makes 

A  Geometrick  Proportion  of  the  Holland  Cheefe\  I  believe  the 
P:)ets  dengn'd  to  add  to  the  Drollery  of  their  Meafere  by  dividing  the 
Word  Geometrick  into  the  two  Lines,  as  Hudikras  docs  Ari—Jiotle, 
1  ihsrcfcre  fo  r^rin:  i;. 

But 
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But  haveobferv'd  all  we  can  fee,  or  invent, 

Are  but  old  ones  with  new  Names  to  'em,  now 

I  would  feme  way  or  other  grow  more  curious.  [you. 

Foro,  Let  m'  fee  ;  to  devife  new  Fafhions- — ■. — Were 
Ne'er  in  the  Moon  ?  2" 3>'.  In  the  Moon  Tavern  !  yes,  Sir, 
Often.    Foro,  No,  I  do  mean  in  the  new  World, 
In  th'  World  that's  in  the  Moon  yonder.    Tay,  How 
A  new  World  i'th'  Moon  ?    Foro.  Yes,  I  afTure  you. 

^ay.  And  peopled  ?  Foro.  O  mod  fantafticaliy  peopled. 

'Tay.  Nay  certain  then  there's  work  for  Taylors  ?  Foro. 
That 

There  is  I  'flure  you.    Tay*  Yet  I  have  talked 

With  a  Scotch  Taylor  that  never  difcover'd 

So  much  to  me,  though  he  has  travell'd  far. 

And  was  a  Pedlar  in  Foland.    Foro,  That 

Was  out  of 's  way,  this  licth  beyond  China  : 

You'd  ftudy  new  Fafhions  you  fay  ?  Take 

My  Counfel,  make  a  Voyage,  and 

Difcover  that  new  World.  Tay.  Shall  I  be  a  Moon-man  ? 

Foro.  I'm  of  Opinion,  th'  People  of  that  World, 
If  they  be  like  the  Nature  of  that  Climate 
They  live  in,  do  vary  th'  Falhion  of  their  CJoaths 
Oft'ner  than  any  Quick-filver'd  Nation 
In  Europe.    "Tay.  Not  unlikely  ;  but  what  fhould  that  be 
We  call  the  Man  in  th'  Moon  then  ^    Foro.  Why,  it  is 
Nothing  but  an  Englijhman  that  ftandeth  there 
Stark  naked,  with  a  Pair  of  Sheers  in  one  Hand, 
And  a  great  Bundle  of  Broad-cloth  in  t'other 
(Which  refembles  the  Bufh  of  Thorns)  cutting  out  of 
New  Fafhions.    Tay,  I  have  heard  fomewhat  like 
This,  but  how  fhall  I  get  thither  ^    Foro.  I  will 
Make  a  new  Compafs  fhall  dired:  you.'  Tay.  Certain  ? 

Foro.  Count  m'  elfc  for  no  Man  of  Direction. 

'Tay.  There's  twenty  Duckets  in  Hand,  at  my  Return 
ril  give  yo'  a  hundred. 

Foro.  A  new  Voyage  t'  difcover 
New  Fafhions. 

Mul.  I've  been  a  Traveller  too.  Sir, 
That 've  fliew'd  ftrange  Beafts  in  Chriftendoni, 
And  got  Mony  by  them,  but  I  find  the  Trade  to  decay. 

Your 
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Your  Camelion,  or  Eajl-Indian  Hedge-hog 
Gets  very  litcle  Mony,  and  your  Elephant 
Devours  fo  much  Bread,  brings  fo  Jitde  Profit, 
His  Keeper  were  far  better  every  Morning 
Cram  fifteen  Taylors  with  white  Manchet :  Now 
I  would  have  fome  new  Spedacle,  and  one 
That  might  be  more  attradive.    'Foro,  Let  me  fee. 
Were  yo'  ever  in  Spain  ?  MuL  Not  yet.  Sir.  Foro.  I  would 
have  you 

Go  to  Madrid^  and  again  ft  fome  great  Fefiival, 
When  the  Court  Jieth  there,  provide  a  great 
And  fpacious  EngUJJj  Ox,  and  road:  him  whole, 
Wi*  a  Pudding  in's  Belly    that  would  be  the  eighth 
Wonder  of  the  World  in  thofe  Parts  I  aflure  you. 

MuL  A  rare  Projefl  without  queftion. 

Fcro.  Go  beyond  all  their 
Garlick  OUa  podridaSy  though  you  fod  one 
\n  Garagu  ant  no's  Cauldron,  bring  in  more  Mony 
Than  all  th'  Monfters  ot  Africk     Hojl,  Good  Sir,  do 
Your  bcft  for  him  ;  he*s  o'  my  acquaintance,  and  one 

If  ye  knew  him-          Foro.  What  is  he  ?    Hoft.  He  was 

once 

A  Man  of  infinite  Letters.    Fcro.  A  Scholar  ?  Hoft, 
No,  Sir, 

A  Packet-Carrier,  which  is  always  a  Man 

Of  many  Letters,  you  know  ;  then  he  was 

A  Mule-driver,  now  he's  a  Gentleman, 

And  feeds  Monfters.    Foro.  A  moft  ungrateful  Calling. 

MuL  There's  Mony  f 'r  your  diredion  ;  the  Price  of 
The  Ox,  Sir      Foro.  A  hundred  French  Crowns,  for  it 
muft  be 

A  Lvncolnjhire  Ox,  and  a  prime  one  :  For 
A  rare  and  monftrous  Spedacle,  to  be  feen 
At  Madrid. 

Enter  Ciown^  Hojlefs^  and  Biancha. 

Hojlefs.  Pray  forbear.  Sir,  we  ftiall  have  a  new  Quarrel. 

Ch'ujn.  You  durft  not  m^eet  me  i'th'  Field,  I  am  there- 
Fore  comiC  to  fpoil  your  Market.  Fcro.  What's  the  News 
With  vou,  Sir  ?  Clo-jun,  Gentlemen,  you  that  come  hither 

T' 
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T*  be  moft  abominably  cheated,  liften. 
And  be  as  wife  as  your  Planet  will  fuffer  you. 
Keep  your  Mony,  be  not  guil'd,  be  not  laugh*d  at. 
Fed  What  means  this  ?  would  I  had  my  Mony  again  in 
my  Pocket. 

Hoft.  The  Fellow's  full  of  Malice,  do  not  mind  him. 

Clownll^\%  profefs'd  cheating  Rogue  was  m'  Mafter,and 
I  confefs  myfclt  a  more  preterno- 
Torious  Rogue  than  himfelf,  in  fo  long  keeping 
His  villainous  Counfel. 

Foro,  Come,  come,  I'll  not  hear  you. 

Clown.  No  Coz'ncr,  thou'ft  not  hear  me,  I  do  but 
Dare  thee  to  fuffer  me  to  fpeak,  and  then  thou 
And  all  thy  Devils  fpit  Fire,  and  fpout  Aqua-fortis, 

Foro.  Speak  on,  I  freely  permit  thee.   Clown.  Why  then 
Know  all  you  fimple  Animals,  you  whofe  Purfes 
Are  ready  t'  caft  the  Calf ;  if  they  have  not 
Caft  it  already,  if  you  give  any  credit  to 
This  juggling  Rafcal,  you  are  worfe  than  fimpIe 
Widgins,  and  will  be  drawn  into  the  Net 
By  this  Decoy-duck,  this  tame  Cheater. 

Foro,  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Pray  mark  him. 

Clown,  He  does  profefs  Phyfick,  and  conjuring ; 
F'l's  Phyfick,  he's  but  two  Medicines  for  all  manner  of 
Difeafes  \  when  he  was  in  the  Low-Couniries^ 
H'  us'd  nothing  but  butter'd  Beer,  colour'd  with  Allegant, 
F'r  all  kind  of  Maladies,  and  that  he  call'd 
His  Catholick  Med'cine  ;  fure  the  Dutch  (36)  fmeltout 
'Twas  butter'd  Beer,  elfe  they  would  never  have 
Endur'd  it  for  the  Name's  fake  :  then  does  he  niinifter 
A  grated  Dog*s-Turd  'ftead  of  Rubarb,  many  times 
Of  Unicorn's  Horn,  which  working  ftrongiy  with 
Th'  Conceit  of  the  Patient,  would  make  them  befcummer 

(36)   fmeltout 

^Tivas  Butter'd  Beer,  ]    Mr.  Sympfon  feems  to  have  mif- 

taken  the  Drollery  of  this  Paffage.  He  fays,  that  the  Reafon  given 
requires  us  to  read  fmelt  notout.  But  the  true  intent  of  the  Paf- 
fage feems  plainly  this.  The  Dutch  would  never  have  endur'd  a  Me- 
dicine call'd  Catholick,  for  the  Antipathy  they  bore  to  the  moll  Catho- 
lick King,  as  well  as  the  Religion  lalfly  fo  call'd,  had  nor  they  by 
feme  Inltin^l  fmelt  out  the  butter'd  Beer  which  thev  are  fo  fond  of. 

To 
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To  th'  height  of  a  mighty  Purgation. 

Foro,  I'he  Rogue  has  ftudied  this  Invedive.  Clown, 
Now 

F'r  his  conjuring,  the  Witches  of  Lapland  are 
The  Devil's  Chair- Women  to  him,  for  they 
Will  fell  a  Man  a  Wind  t'  fome  purpofe  ;  he 
Sells  Wind,  and  tells  you  forty  Lies  over 
And  o\^er. 

Hoftefs.  I  thought  what  we  fhould  find  of  him. 
Hoft.  Hold  you  your  prating,  be  not  you  an  Heretick. 
Clown.  Conjure!  V\\  tell  you,  all  th*  Dev'Is  he  calls 
on  are 

But  fuftian  Names,  gather'd  out  of  Welch  Heraldry  ; 

In  brief,  he  is  a  Rogue  of  fix  Reprieves, 

Four  Pardons  o'  courfe,  thrice  Pilloried,  twice  fung  La* 

crymcB 

To  th'  Virginals  of  a  Cart's  Tail,  h'as  five  times 

Been  in  the  Gallies,  and  will  never  truly 

Ruahimfelf  out  of  Breath,  'till  h'  comes  to  th*  Gallowg. 

Foro.  You  have  heard,  worthy  Gentlemen,  what  this 
Lying,  detrading  Rafcal  now  has  vomited. 

Tay.  Yes,  certain,  but  we've  a  better  trufl:  in  yoUj 
For  you  have  ta'en  our  Mony.    Foro.  I  have  fo. 
Truth  IS  he  was  my  Servant,  and  f'r  fome  Chaftifement 
I  gave  him,  he  does  pradlife  thus  upon  me  ; 
Speak  truly,  Sirrah,  art  certain  I  can't  conjure? 

Clovjn.  Conjure !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Foro  Nay,  nay,  but  be  very  fure  of  it. 

Clown,  Sure  of  it    why  Pll  make  a  Bargain  with  thee, 
*Fore  all  thefe  Gentlemen,  ufe  all  thy  Art 
And  all  thy  Roguery,  and  make  me  do  any  thing 
'Fore  all  this  Company  I've  not  a  mind  to, 
I'll  firft  give  thee  leave  to  claim  me  for  thy  Bond-flave, 
And  when  thou  haft  done  hang  me.    Foro.  'Tis  a  match, 
Sirrah,  I'll  make  you  caper  i'th'  Air  prefently. 

Clown.  I  have  too  io\\d  a  Body,  and  my  Belief 
Is  like  a  Puritan's  on  Good-Friday^  too  high  fed 
With  Capon,    Foro,  I  will  firft  fend  thee  to  Green-land 
F'r  a  .HauiiCti  of  Venifon,  juft  of  the  thicknefs 
Of  thine  own  Tallow. 

Clown, 
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Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I'll  not  ftiran  Inch  for  thee. 

Foro.  Thence  to  Amhoyna  i'th'  Eaft-lndies^  for  Pepper 
To  bake  it.    Clown.  To  Amhoyna  ?  fo  I  might 
Be  pepper'd.    Foro,  Then  will  I  convey  thee  flark 
Naked  to  Deviling  to  beg  a  Pair  of  Brogs^ 
To  hide  thy  mountainous  Buttocks.    Clown,  And  no 
Doublet  ;.  ;    .    V  I 

To  'em  ? ,  Foro,  No,  Sir,  I  intend  to  fend  you  of 
A  flcevelefs  Errand    but  before  you  vanifh, 
r  regard  you  fay  I  cannot  conjure,  and  are 
So  ftupid  and  opinionated  aSJave,    .  ,  ^ 
That  neither  I  nor  my  Art  can  compel  you  to 
Do  any  thing  that's  beyond  your  own  Pleafure, 
The  Gentlemen  fhall  have  fome  fport  you  (^y\c^mQK.if^ 
Endure  a  Cat,  Sirrah  ?    Clown,  What's  -that  to  thee,;  |q 
Juggler?    Foro.  Nor  you'll  do  nothing  at  my  entreaty? 

Clown,  Pll  be  hang*d  firft.  Foro.  Sit,  Gentlemen,  .  , 
And  whatfoe'er  you  fee,  be  not.afrighted.  «.  ^iaT 

Hojlefs,  Alas  I  can  endure  no  Conjuring.  .  .r  ^'^ur 

^  rHoft,  Stir  not,  Wife.  .  l 

Bian,  Pray  let  m€  go.  Sir,  I'm  not  fit  for  thefe  Fooleries. 

Hoji,  Move  not.  Daughter.  [ffpg*: 

Foro,  I  will  make  you  dance  a  new  Dance  cali'd  Leap- 

Clown,  Ha,  ha,  ha.  ; 

Foro,  And  as  naked  as  a  Frog.  .r-^ 

Clown,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  defy  thee. 

[Forobofco  looks  in  a  Book.,  ftrikes 
with  his  Wand^  Mufick  play(^ 

Enter  Four  Boys  Jhap'd  like  Frogs.,  and  dance,'**^ 

Fed,  Spirits  of  the  Water  in  the  likenefs  pf  Frogs^^^'^^?^ 
Jay,  He  has  fifh'd  fair,  believe  me.  .  - 1^,  ^  j 

Mul,  See,  fee,  he  fweats  and  trembles.  V  ;-"  -^ 

Foro,    Are  you  come  to  your  Quavers  ? 
Clown,  Oh,  ho,  ho. 

(37)    cannot 

Endure  a  QdiU  Sirrah  ?'\  One  would  think  from  the  Sequel 
that  Cat  here  (hould  have  been  Frog  :  I  have  known  fcveral  Changes 
as  great  as  this. 
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Foro.  (38)  rU  make  you  run  Divifion  on  that  Oh, 
Or  e'tr  1  leave  you  ;  look  you  here  are  the  Play-Fellows 
That  are  f  indear'd  to  you    come,  Sir,  firft  uncafe. 
And  then  dance  •,  nay  Til  make  him  Dance  ftark  naked. 

Hofl.  Oh  let  him  liav.e  his  Shirt  on,  and  his  Mogol*s 
Breeches,  here  're  Women  i'th'  Houfe. 

Foro.  Well,  for  their  Sakes  he  (hall. 

Clown  tears  off  his  Doublet^  making  ftrange  Faces  as  if  I 
covipeWd  to  it,  falls  into  the  Dance, 

l!ay.  He  dances,  what  a  lying  Rogue  was  this 
To  fay  the  Gentleman  could  not  conjure  ?    Foro.  He  does 
Prettily  well,  but  it  is  voluntary,  I  affure  you, 
I've  no  Hand  in't.    Clown,  As  you  are  a  Conjurer, 
And  a  rare  Art  ill,  free  me  from  thefe  Couplets  5 
Of  all  Creatures  I  cannot  endure  a  Frog. 

Foro.  But  your  dancing's  voluntary,  I  can  compel  you 
To  nothing.  Hoflefs.  O  me.  Daughter,  let's  take  heed  of 
This  Fellow,  he*ll  make  us  dance  naked,  an* 
We  vex  him.  [Exeunt  Hoflefs  and  Biancha, 

Foro.  Now  cut  Capers,  Sirrah,  I'll  plague  [roafted. 
That  Chine  of  yours.  Clown.  Ho,  ho,  ho,  my  Kidneys  are 
I  drop  away  like  a  Pound  of  Butter  roafted. 

Tay,  He'll  dance  himfelf  to  Death.    Foro.  No  matter, 
I'll  fell  his  Fat  to  the  Apothecaries, 
And  repair  my  Injury  that  way. 

Hof.  Enough  in  Confcience. 

Foro.  Well,  at  your  entreaty,  vanifh.    And  now  I'll 
Only  make  him  break  his  Neck 
In  doing  a  Somerfet,  and  that's  all  the  Revenge 
1  mean  to  take  of  him.    Clown.  O  Gentlemen, 
What  a  Rogue  was  I  to  belye.f  approv'd  a  Mafter 
In  th'  noble  dark  Science  ?  You  can  witnefs. 
This  I  did  only  to  fpoil  his  Pradice,  and 

^'^^  make  you  run  Di'vijion  on  that  or  e'er  1  leave  you  \  ]  The 
Kegle£l  of  Meafure  here  has  made  the  Editors  drop  a  Monoryllable 
equally  necelTary  to  the  Senfe.  What  is  —  run  Di'vifion  on  that  or 
^Vr— It  is  an  Anfwer  to  the  C/(?«z^«'s  Roar,  Oh,  hoy  ho,  one  of  which 
ihould  be  intertcd,  which  juft  compleats  the  Verfe. 

Til  make  you  run  Di'vifion  on  that  Oh, 

Or  e'er  I  leaui ym  i  . 

Deprive 
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Deprive  you  of  the  Happinefs  of  injoying 

His  worthy  Labours ;  Rogue  that  I  was  to  do  it. 

Pray,  Sir,  forgive  me.  Foro.  With  what  Face  canft  thou 

Ask  it?    Clown,  With  fuch  a  Face  as  I  deferve. 

With  a  hanging  Look,  as  aiJ  here,  can  teftify. 

•  Foro,  WeJ],  Gentlemen,  that  you  may  perceive 

The  Goodnefs  of  my  Temper,  I  will  entertain 

This  Rogue  again  in  hope  of  his  Amendment, 

For  fhould  I  turn  him  off,  he  would  be  hang'd. 

Clown.  You  may  read  that  in  this  foul  Copy. 

Foro,  Only  with 
This  Promife,  you  fhall  ne'er  cozen  any  of 
My  Patients. 

Clown,  Never. 

Foro.  And  remember  henceforward. 
That  tho'  I  cannot  conjure,  I  can  make  you 
•Dance,  Sirrah  ;  go  gee  yourfelf  into 
The  Cottage  again. 

Enter  Cefario. 

Clown.  I  will  ne'er  more  dance  Leap-frog  :  Now 
I  have  got  you  into  Credit,  hold  it  up, 
And  cozen  them  in  abundance.    Foro,  Oh  rare  Rafcal. 

\^ExU  Clown, 

Cefa.  How  now,  a  Frankford  Mart  here,  a  Mountebank, 
And  his  worfhipful  Auditory  ? 
Hofi.  They  are  my  Guefts,  Sir. 

Cefa.  A"  upon  them,  (hew  your^juggling  Tricks  in 

Some  other  Room.  Hojt,  And  why  not  here,  Sir  ?  Cefa, 
Hence, 

Or  Sirrah,  I  fhall  fpoil  your  Figure  flinging. 
And  all  their  radical  Queftions. 
Jll.  Sir,  we  vanifh.  [^Exeunt. 

Manent  Hofl  and  Cefario. 

Hoft.  Signior  Cefario^  you  make  bold  with  me. 
And  fomewhat  I  muft  tell  you  to  a  Degree  of 
Ill-manners ;  they're  my  Guefts,  and  Men  I  live  by. 
And  I  would  know  by  what  Authority  you 
Command  thus  far,    Cefa.  By  my  Intereft  in 

Cc  2  Your 
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Your  Daughter.    Hojt,  Intereft  do  you  call't  ? 

member 
I  never  put  her  out  to  Ufury 
On  that  Condition. 

Cefa.  Pray,  thee  be  not  angry, 

Enter  Biancha  and  Hojlefs, 

I'm  come  to  make  thee  happy,  and  her  happy : 
She's  here;  alas  my  pretty  Soul,  Tm  come 
To  give  Aflurance  that's  beyond  thy  Hope, 
Or  ihy  Bcjief,  I  bring  Repentance  'bout  me. 
And  Satisfaction,  I  will  marry  tiiee. 
B::in.  Ha  ? 

Cefa.  As  I  live  I  will,  but  do  not  entertain't 
With  too  quick  an  Apprehenfion  of  Joy, 
For  that  may  hurt  thee,  I  have  heard  fome  die  oft. 

Bian,  Don't  fear  me. 

Cefa.  Then  thou  think'fl  I  feign 
This  Proteftation  ;  I  will  inilantly  • 
Before  thefe  teftify  my  new  Alliance, 
Contradt  myfdf  unto  thee,  then  I  hope 
We  may  be  more  private. 

Hcji,  BQt  thou  (halt  not,  Sir, 
For  fo  has  many  a  Maidenhead  *been  loft. 
And  many  a  Baftard  gotten.    Cefa.  Then  to  give  you 
The  beft  of  any  AfTurance  in  the  World, 
Entreat  thy  Father  to  go  fetch  a  Prieft, 
We  will  inftantly  to  Bed,  and  there  be  married. 

Bian,  Pride  hath  not  yet  forfaken  you  I  fee,  though 
Profperity  has. 

Hofl.  Sir,  you're  too  confident 
To  fafhion  to  yourfelf  a  Dream  of  Purchafe, 
When  you're  a  Beggar. 

Cefa,  You  are  bold  with  me. 

Bofiefs,  Do  we  not  know  your  Value  is  cried  down 
Fourfcore  i'th'  Hundred. 

Bian.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  love  you 
With  fuch  a  fixed  Heart,  that  in  that  Minute 
Wherein  you  flighted,  or  contemn'd  me  rather, 
I  took  a  Vow  t'  obey  your  laft  Decree, 

And 
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And  never  more  look  up  at  any  Hope 
Should  bring  me  Comfort  that  v/ay  ;  and  though  fincc 
Your  Fofter-Mother,  %nd  the  fair  Clarijfa 
Have  in  the  way  of  Marriage  defpis'd  you. 
That  hath  not  any  way  bred  my  Revenge, 
But  my  Compafiion  rather.  I  have  found  fo 
Much  Sorrow  in  the  way  to  a  chafte  Wedlock 
That  here  I  will  fit  down,  and  never  wilh  "v'  ."  •  •  *^r!  I 
To  come  to  th'  Journey's  End.    Your  Suit '^o  me 
Henceforth  be  ever  filenc*d. 
Cefa,  My  Biancha. 

Hoftefs,  Henceforward  pray  forbear  her  and  my  Houfe: 
She's  a  poor  virtuous  Wench,  yet  her  Eftate 
May  weigh  with  yours  in  a  gold  Balance.  'Hoft,  Yes^O 
And  her  Birth  too  in  any  Herald's  Office 
In  Chriftendom.  Hofiefs,  It  may  prove  fo,  when  you'll  fay. 
You've  leapt  a  Whiting.  {.Exif, 

Enter  Baptifta  WMentivokr  VT^  T 

Cefa,  How  far  am  I  .jjov 
Grown  behind-hand  with  Fortune  ? 

Bapt,  Here's  Ofario ! 
My  Son,  Sir,  is  to  Morrow  to  be  marry 'd 
Unto  the  fair  QariJJa, 

Cefa.  So. 

Ment,  We  hope 
You'll  be  a  Gueft  there. 

Cefa,  No,  I  will  not  grace 
Your  Triumph  fo  much. 

Bapt,  1*11  not  tax  your  Breeding, 
But  it  alters  not  your  Birth,  Sir  ;  fare  you  well. 

Ment,  Oh,  Sir,  do  not  grieve  him. 
He  has  too  much  Affliction  already.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  a  Sailor. 

Cefa.  Every  way  fcorn'd  and  k>{l!  Shame  follow  you. 
For  I  am  grown  moft  miferable. 

Sail.  Sir,  do  you  know 
A  Lady's  Son  in  Town  here  they  call  Cefario  ? 

Cefa,  There's  none  fuch,  I  afifure  thee. 

C  G  g  Sail 
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Sail.  I  was  told 
You  were  the  Man. 

Cefa,  What's  that  to  thee  ?  # 

Sail.  A  -on't. 

You're  melancholy,  will  you  drink.  Sir?    Cefa,  With 
v/hom  ? 

Sail.  With  me.  Sir-;  defpife  not  this  pitch'd  Canvas, 
The  Time  was,  we  have  known  them  lin'd  with  Spanijh 
Duckets  ;  I've  News  for  you. 

Cefa.  For  me ! 

Sml.  Not  unlefs 
You'll  drink  ;  we  are  like  our  Sea  Provifion, 
Once  out  of  Pickle,  we  require  abundance 
Of  Drink  :  I've  news  to  tell  yo',  that  were  you  Prince, 
Would  make  you  fend  your  Mandate 
To  have  a  Thoufand  Bonfires  made  i'th'  City, 
And  pill  out  again  with  nothing  but  Greek  Wine. 

Ce/a.  Come,  I  will  drink  with  thee  howfoever. 

SaiL  And  upon  thefe  Terms  1  will  utter  my  Mind  to 
you.  [^Exeunt, 


A  C  T  V.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Alberto,  Profpero,  Juliana,  and  Sailors, 

5*^/7  0  Hall  we  bring  your  Neceflaries  alhore,  my 
l3      Lord  ? 

y^lher.  Do  what  you  pleafe, 
Pm  Land-fick,  worfe  by  far 
Than  e'er  I  was  at  Sea. 

Frofp.  Colled  yourfelf. 

j^lber.  O  my  moft  worthy  Profpero^  my  beft  Friend, 
The  noble  Favour  I  received  from  thee. 
In  freeing  me  from  the  ^urksy  I  now  account 
Worfe  than  my  Death  ;  for  I  fhall  never  live 
To  make  Requital.    What  do  you  attend  for  } 

Sail  To  underftand  your  Pleafure, 

Alhr, 
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Alher.  They  do  mock  me ; 
I  do  proteft  I  have  no  kind  of  PJeafure 
In  any  thing  i'th'  World,  but  in  thy  Friendfhip, 
I  muit  ever  except  that. 

Prof.  Pray  leave  him,  leave  him.       \Exeunt  Sailors. 

Alher,  The  News  I  heard  related  fince  my  landing 
Of  the  Divifion-of  my  Family, 
How  is  it  poflible  for  any  Man 
To  bear't  with  a  fet  Patience  ? 

Prof.  You  have  fuffer'd. 
Since  your  Imprifonment,  more  weighty  Sorrows. 

Alber.  Ay,  then  I  was  Man  of  Flefh  and  Blood, 
Now  I'm  made  up  of  Fire,  to  the  full  height  . 
Of  a  deadly  Calenture  :  O  thefe  vild  Women 
That  are  fo  ill  Prefervers  of  Mens  Honours,  ^ 
They  cannot  govern  their  own  Honefties. 
That  I  fhould  thirty  and  odd  Winters  feed 
My  Expedation  of  a  noble  Heir, 
And  by  a  Woman's  Falfhcod  find  him  now 
A  Fiftion,  a  meer  Dream  of  what  he  was, 
And  yet  I  love  him  ftill. 

Prof  In  my  Opinion 
The  Sentence,  on  this  Trial,  from  the  Duke 
Was  noble,  to  repair  Cefario\  Lofs 
With  th'  Marriage  of  your  Wife,  had  you  been  dead. 

Alher.  By  your  Favour  but  it  was  not,  I  conceive  'twas 
Difparagement  to  my  Name,  to  have  my  Widow 
Match  with  a  Faulkner's  Son,  and  yet  believe't 
I  love  the  Youth  ftill,  and  much  pity  him. 
1  do  remember  at  my  going  to  Sea, 
Upon  a  Quarrel,  and  a  Hurt  receiv'd 
From  young  Mentivole^  my  Rage  fo  far 
O'er-topt  my  nobler  Temper,  1  gave  Charge 
To  have  his  Hand  cut  off,  which  fmce  I  heard. 
And  to  my  Comfort,  brave  Cefario^ 
Worth'ly  prevented. 

Prof  And  'twas  nobly  done; 

Alber.  Yet  the  Revenge,  for  this  Intent  of  mjne 
Hath  bred  much  Slaughter  in  our  Families, 

C  c  4  And 
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And  yet  my  Wife  (39)  (which  infinitely  moans  me) 
Intends  to  marry  my  fole  Heir,  Clarijfa^ 
To  the  Head  Branch  of  the  other  Fa&ion. 

Prof.  It  is  the  mean  to  work  a  Reconcilement. 

Alher,  Twcen  whom? 

Frof  Yourfclf  and  the  worthy  Baptifta, 

jllher.  Never. 

Frof  O  you  have  been  of  a  noble  and  remarkable 
Friendfhip, 
And  by  this  Match  'tis  generally  in  Florence 
Hop'd,  will  be  fully  reconcil'd ;  to  me 
'  r would  b'  abfolute  Content. 

Jul,  And  to  myfelf, 
I  have  main  Intereft  in  it.    Alher.  Noble  Sir, 
You  may  command  my  Heart  to  break  for  you. 
But  never  to  bend  that  way  5  poor  Cefario^ 
When  thou  put'ft  on  thy  mournful  Willow-Garland, 
Thy  Enemy  lhail  be  luited,  I  do  vow, 
In  the  fame  Livery,  my  Cefario 
Lov'd  as  my  Fofter- Child,  though  not  my  Son, 
^40)  Which  in  fome  Countries  formerly  not  barbarous, 
"Was  a  Name  held  moft  affectionate  ;  thou  art  lofl. 
Unfortunate  young  Man,  not  only  flighted 
Where  thou  receiv'dft  thy  Breeding,  but  fince  fcorn'd 
I'th'  way  of  Marriage,  by  the  poor  hiancha 
The  Inn- Keeper's  Daughter. 

Frof.  I  have  heard  of  that  too  ; 
But  let  not  tnac  afflid  you  j  for  this  Lady 
May  happily  deliver  at  more  Leafure 
A  Circumftance  may  draw  a  fair  Event, 

(3^)   [nuhich  infinitely  moans  me)  ]  Moans  here  is  ufcd  adlively, 

caufes  me  to  moan^  as  grienjes,  a.  Word  of  the  like  import,  often  is  ; 
but  perhaps  this  is  a  fingle  Inftance  of  ufing  moans  in  this  manner  ; 
for  which  Realon  Mr.  Symp/on  propofes  to  read,   moves  me. 

(40)  Which  in  fome  Countries  formerly  were  harbarouSy 

Was  a  Name  held  mo fi  affectionate  \  ]     It  would  be  a 

poor  Reafon  for  Alberto's  Love,  of  Cefario  as  a  Fojier-Child,  becaufe 
barbarous  Nations  held  adopted  Children  in  the  moft  affeftionate 
Efteem.  Neither  is  the  Faft  true.  The  Adoption  of  Children  was  a 
thing  extremely  ufual  in  ancient  Rome,  but  I  don't  at  leaft  remember 
^any  Inftance  of  it  recorded  amongft  Barbarians. 

Better 
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Better  than  you  can  hope  for.    For  this  prefenl; 
We  muft  leave  you,  and  (hall  vifit  you  again 
Within  thefe  two  Hours. 

Enter  Cefario. 

Alher.'  Ever  to  me  moft  welcome.  . 

0  my  Cefario.    Cefa,  I  am  none  Of  yours.  Sir, 
So  'tis  protefted  V  and  I  humbly  beg. 

Since  'tis  not  in  your  Power  to  preferve  me 
An'  longer  in  a  noble  Courfe  of  Life, 
Give  me  a  worthy  Death. 

Alber.  The  Youth  is  mad. 

Cefa.  Nay,  Sir,  I  will  inftrudl  you  in  a  way 
To  kill  me  honourably. 

Alber.  Thac  were  mod  ftrange. 

Cefa,  I'm  turning  Pirate,  You  may  be  employ'd 
By  th'  Duke  to  fetch  me  in  5  and  in  a  Sea-fight 
Give  me  a  noble  Grave. 

Alber,  Queftionlefs  he's  mad : 

1  would  give  any  Dodor  a  thoufand  Crowns 
To  free  him  from  this  Sorrow. 

Cefa,  Here's  the  Phyfician   \^Shew$  a  Poniard. 

Alber.  Hold,  Sir,  I  did  fay 
To  free  you  from  the  Sorrow,  not  from  Life. 

Cefa.  Why,  Life  and  Sorrow  are  unfeparable. 

Alber.  Be  comforted  Cefarioy  Mentivole  fhall  not  \ 
Marry  Clarijfa.    Cefa.  No,  Sir,  e'er  he  fhall, 
I'll  kill  him. 

Alber,  But  you  forfeit  your  own  Life  then. 

Cefa.  That's  worth  nothing. 
•  Alber,  Cefario^  be  thyfelf,  be  mine,  Cefario: 
Make  not  thyfelf  uncapable  of  that  Portion 
I  have  full  purpofe  to  confer  upon  thee. 
By  falling  into  Madnefs;  bear  thy  Wrongs 
With  noble  Patience,  the  afflided's  Friend, 
Which  ever  in  all  A6lions  crowns  the  End. 

Cefa.  You've  well  awak'd  me,  nay  recover'd  me 
Both  t'  Senfe  and  full  Life ;  O  moft  noble  Sir, 
Tholigh  I  have  loft:  my  Fortune,  and  loft  you 
For  a  worthy  Father  5  yet  I  will  not  lofe 

My 
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My  form.er  Virtue,  my  Integrity 

Shall  not  forfake  me ;  but  as  the  wild  Ivy 

Spreads  and  thrives  better  in  fome  pitious  Ruin 

Of  Tower,  or  defac'd  Temple,  than  it  does 

Planted  by  a  new  Building ;  fo  fliall  I 

Make  my  Adverficy  my  Inftrument 

To  wind  me  up  into  a  full  Content. 

Alher.  'Tis  worthily  refolv'd  ;  our  firft  Adventure's 
To  ftop  the  Marriage    for  thy  other  Lofles, 
Pra6tis'd  by  a  Woman's  Malice,  but  account  them 
Like  Conjurers  Winds  rais'd  to  a  fearful  Blaft, 
And  do  fome  Mifchief,  but  do  never  laft.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Forobofco  and  Clown. 

Clown.  Now,  Sir,  won't  you  acknowledge  that  I  have 
Might'ly  advanc'd  your  Pradtice  ?    Foro.  'Tisconfeft, 
And  I  will  make  thee  a  great  Man  for  it. 

Clown.  I  take  a  Courfe  t'  do  that  myfeif,  for  I  drink 
Sack  in  abundance. 

Foro.  O  my  rare  Rafcal !  We  muft  remove. 

Clown.  Whither? 

Foto,  Any  whither  : 
Europe^s  too  little  to  be  cozen'd  by  us, 
I  am  ambitious  to  go  to  the  Eaft-Indies^ 
And  thou  and  I  to  ride  on  our  Brace  of  Elephants. 

Clown.  And  for  my  part  1  long  to  be  in  England 
Again  ;  you'll  ne'er  get  fo  much  as  in  England ;  we 
Have  fhifted  many  Countries,  and  many  Names, 
But  trace  the  World  o'er  you  fhall  never  purfe 
Up  fo  much  Gold  as  when  you  were  in  England 
And  call'd  yourfelf  Dodlor  Lamh-ftones.     Foro.  It  was  • 
An  attradtive  Name  I  confefs,  Women  were  then 
My  only  Admirers.    Clown.  And  all  their  Vifits 
Were  either  to  further  their  Luft,  or  revenge  Injuries. 

Foro.  You  fliould  have  forty  in  a  Morning  beleaguer 
My  Clofct,  and  drive  who  Ihould  be  cozen'd  firft  ; 
'Mong'ft  fourfcore  love-fick  Waiting-women  that  have 
come 

To  me  in  a  Morning  to  learn  what  Fortune  fiiould 
Betide  'em  i'  their  firft  Marriage,  I  have  found 

'Bove 
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'Bove  ninety-four  to've  loft  their  Maidenheads. 

Clown,  By  their  own  Confeflion  ; 
But  I  was  fain  to  be  your  Male  Midwife, 
And  work  it  out  of  them  by  Circumftance. 

Foro.  Thou  waft,  and  yet  for  all  this  frequent  Rcfort 
Of  Women,  and  thy  handling  of  their  Urinals 
And  Cafes,  thou'rt  not  given  to  Letchery, 
What  ftiould  be  th*  Reafonof  it  ?  Thou'ft  wholfome  Flefii 
Enough  about  thee  ;  and  methinks  the  Devil 
Should  tempt  thee  to  it.    Clown,  What  need  he  do  that? 
When  he  makes  me  his  Inftr'ment  to  tempt  others. 

Foro,  Thou  canft  not  chufe  but  utter  thy  rare  good  Parts  ? 
Thou  waft  an  excellent  Bawd  I  acknowledge.  Clown, ^Nd\j 
And  what  1  have  done  that  way,  I'll  fpare  to  fjeak 

Of  all  you  and  I  have  done.  Sir,  and  though  we  Ihould  

Foro,  We  will  for  England^  that's  for  certain.  Clown,  We 
Shall  never  want  there.    Foro,  Want  ?  Their  Court  of 
Wards 

Sh'U  want  Mony  firft  ;  for  I  profefs  myfelf 

Lord  Paramount  o'er  Fools  and  mad  Folks.    Clown,  Do 

But  ftore  yourfelf  with  Lies  enough  againft 

You  come  thither.    Foro.  Why  that  is  all 

The  familiarity  I  ever  had  with  the  Devil, 

My  Gift  of  Lying,  they  fay  he's  the  Father  of  Lies ; 

And  though  I  cannot  conjure,  yet  I  profefs 

Myfelf  to  b'  one  of  his  poor  Gofiips.  I  will 

Now  reveal  to  thee  a  rare  piece  of  Service. 

Clown.  What  is  it  my  moft  worfhipful  Dodor  Lamb- 
ftones  ? 

Foro.  There  is  a  Captain  come  lately  from  Sea, 
They  call  Pro/per^  I  faw  him  this  Morning 
Through  a  Chink  of  Wainfcot  that  divides  my  Lodging, 
And  the  Hoft  of  the  Houfe,  withdraw  my  Hoft,  and 
Hoftefs, 

The  fair  Biancha^  and  an  ancient  Gentlewoman, 
Into  their  Bed-chamber; 
I  could  not  over- hear  their  Conference, 
But  I  faw  fuch  a  mafs  of  Gold  and  Jewels, 
And  when  he  had  done  he  lock'd  it  up  in  a  Casket ; 
Great  Joy  there  was  amongft  them,  and  forth  they're  gone 

Into 
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Into  the  City,  and  my  Hoft  told  me 
At's  going  forth  he  thought  he  fhouJd  not  return 
Till  after  Supper :  Now,  Sir,  in  their  Abfence 
Will  we  fall  to  our  Pick-locks,  enter  the  Chamber, 
Seize  on  the  Jewels,  make  an  efcape  from  Florence^ 
And  we  are  made  for  ever.    Clown,  But  if  they 
Should  go  to  a  true  Conjurerj  and  fetch  us 
Back  in  a  Whirl-wind  ?    Foro,  Don't  believe  there  is 
Any  fuch  fetch  in  Aftrology,  and  this  may  be 
A  means  to  make  us  live  honefl:  hereafter.     Clown,  'Tis 
But  an  ill  Road  to't  that  lies  through  the  High-way 
Of  Thieving.    Foro.  For  indeed  I'm  weary  of 
This  Trade  of  Fortune- telling  5  and  mean  to  give 
All  over/when  I  come  into  England^  for 
-It  is  a  very  ticklifli  Quality. 

Clown.  And  in  the  End  will  hang  by  a  twine  Thread. 

Foro,  Bcfides,  the  Ifland  has  too  many  of  the  Profeffion, 
They  hinder  .one  another's  Market.    Clown.  No,  no, 
The  Pillory  hinders  their  Market;  Fmo,  You  know  there 
The  juggling  Captain.    Clown,  Ay,  there's  a  fure  Card. 

Foro.  Only 
The  Foreman  of  their  Jury's  dead,  but  he 
Died  like  a  Roman,    Clown,  Elfe  tis  thought  he  had 
Made  work  for  the  Hang-man.  Foro.  And  the  very  \\\)Ball^ 
Of  your  faife  Prophets,  he's  quafht  too.  Clown.   He  did 
Meafure  the  Stars  with  a  falfe  Yard,  and  may  now 
Travel  to  Rome,  with  a  Morter  on's  Head,  10  fee 
If  he  can  recover  his  Mony  that  way.    Foro,  Come,  come, 
Let's  fifh  for  this  Casket,  and  to  Sea  prcfently. 

Clown,  We  lhall  never  reach  London^  I  fear  •,  my  Mind 
Runs  fo  much  of  hanging,  and  of  landing  at  IVapping. 

[Exeunt  t 

Enter  Mariana. 

Mar,  This  well  may  be  a  day  of  Joy  long-wifli'd  for 

To  my  Clariffa^  fhe  is  innocent, 

(41)  Bal/,]  i.  e.  Boat.  The  juggling  Captain  fomBch  fpoke  of  m 
this  Play,  as  a  News-writer  and  Conjurer,  Mr.  Sympfon  takes  to  be 
one  Banhy  whom  Ben  John/on  ludicroufly  calk  the  Englijh  Pytba- 
ooras. 

Nor 
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Nor  can  her  Youth  but  with  an  open  Bofom 
Meet  Hymsn's  plcafing  Bounties  5  but  to  me. 
That  am  inviron'd  with  black  Guilt  and  Horror, 
(42)  It  does  appear  a  Funeral ;  though  promifing  much 
In  the  Conception  were  hard  to  manage 
Bat  fad  in  the  Event ;  it  was  not  Hate 
But  fond  Indulgence  in  me  to  preferve 
,Cefario'%  threatned  Life  in  open  Court 
Then  forc'd  me  to  difclaim  him,  chufing  rather 
To  rob  him  of  his  Birth-right,  and  Honour, 
Than  fuffer  him  to  run  the  hazard  of 
Inrag'd  BapHjta's  Fury  ;  while  he  lives, 
I  know  I  have  a  Son,  and  the  Duke's  Sentence 
A  while  deluded,  and  this  Tempeft  over, 
"When  he  affures  himfelf  Defpair  hath  feiz'd  him, 

[Knock  within: 

Enter  Baptifta. 

I  can  relieve  and  raife  him  Speak,  who  is  it 

That  preffes  on  my  Privacies  ?  Sir,  your  Pardon, 
You  cannot  come  unwelcome,  though  it  were 
To  read  my  fecret  Thoughts. 

Bapt,  Lady,  to  you 
Mine  fhall  be  ever  open  ;  Lady,  faid  I, 
That  Name  keeps  too  much  diftance.  Sifter  rather 
1  fliould  have  ftifd  you,  and  I  now  may  claim  it. 
Since  our  divided  Families  are  made  one 
By  this  blefs'd  Marriage ;  to  whofe  Honour  comes 
The  Duke  in  Perfon,  waited  on  by  all 
The  Braveries  of  his  Court,  to  witnefs  it, 

(42)  //  does  appear  a  Funeral ;  though  promijing  much 
In  the  Conception  luere  hard  to  manage 
But  fad  in  E'vent ;  ]  A  whole  Line  feems  to  ha^-^e  been 
loll  here  ;  the  Intention  of  the  Paffage  may  be  eafily  gathered.  "  Her 
*•  Scheme,  which  promis'd  much  in  the  Conception,  prov'd  hard  to 
**  manage,  and  fad  in  the  Event.'*  I  lhali  not  venture  my  Conjefturc 
into  the  Text,  but  propofe  it  as  the  beft  that  yet  occurs. 

//  does  appear  a  Funeral.    My  Dcjign 
Th()  proTTijing  much  in  the  Conception 
Was  far  too  hard  to  manage^  and  doth  prove 
But  fad  in  the  Enjent :  It  was  not  Hate  &c. 

And 
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And  then  to  be  our  Guefts  ;  is  the  Bride  ready 
To  meet  and  entertain  him  ? 

Mar,  She  attends 
The  coming  of  your  Son. 

Bapt,  Pray,  you  bring  her  forth. 

The  Duke's  at  hand  Mufick,  in  her  loud  Voice, 

Speaks  his  arrival. 

Mar.  She's  prepared  to  meet  it.  [Exit,  . 

Enter  Mariana,  Clarifla  led  hy  two  Maids :  at  the  other  Door , 
Baptifta  meets  with  MentivoJe  led  by  two  Courtiers^  the 
Duke  J  Bijhop :  divers  Attendants :  A  Song^  whilfl  they 
falute, 

Duke,  It  were  impertinent  to  wifh  you  Joy, 
Since  all  Joys  dwell  about  you.  Hymen's  Torch 
Was  never  lighted  with  a  luckier  Omeny 
Nor  burnt  with  fo  much  Splendor  j  to  defer 
With  fruitlefs  Compliment,  the  means  to  make   ^ . 
Your  certain  Pleafures  lawful  to  the  World,  i 
Since  in  the  Union  of  your  Hearts  they  are 
Confirm'd  already,  would  but  argue  us 
A  Boafter  of  our  Favours ;  to  the  Temple, 
And  there  the  facred  Knot  once  ty'd,  all  Triumphs 
Our  Dukedom  can  afford,  (hall  grace  your  Nuptials. 

Enter  Alberto  and  Cefario. 

Bapt,  On  there. 

Ment,  I  hope  it  is  not  in  the  Power 
Of  any  now  to  crofs  us. 

Alber.  But  in  th'  Breath 
Of  a  wrong'd  Father,  1  forbid  the  Banes. 

Cefa,  What,  do  you  ftand  at  gaze  ^ 

Bapt,  Ris'n  from  the  dead! 

Mar,  Although  the  Sea  had  vomited  up  the  Figure 
In  which  thy  better  Part  liv*d  long  imprifon'd. 
True  Love,  defpifing  Fear,  runs  thus  to  meet  it. 

Cla,  In  Duty  I  kneel  to  it. 

Alber,.  Hence  vile  Wretches, 
To  you  I  am  a  Subftance  incorporeal. 
And  not  to  be  prophan'd  with  your  vile  Touch, 

That 
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That  cou'd  fo  fooh  foi*get  me  ;  but  fuch  things 

Are  neither  worth  my  Anger,  nor  Reproof. 

To  you,  great  Sir,  I  turn  myfelf,  and  thefe 

immediate  Minifters  of  your  Government ; 

And  if  in  my  rude  Language  I  tranfgrefs, 

Afcribe  it  to  the  cold  remembrance  of 

My  Services,  and  not  my  rugged  Temper. 

Duke,  Speak  freely,  be  thy  Language  ne'er  fo  bitter. 

To  fee  thee  fafe,  Alberto^  figns  thy  Pardon. 

4lher.  My  Pardon  ?  I  can  need  none,  if  it  be  not 

Receiv'd.for  an  Offence,  I  tamely  bear 

Wrongs,  which  a  Slave-born  Mufcovite  would  check  at. 

Why  if  for  Treafon  I  had  been  deliver'd 

Up  to  the  Hangman's  Ax,  and  this  dead  Trunk 

Unworthy  of  a  Chriftian  Sepulchre  ; 

Expos'd  a  Prey  to  feed  the  ravenous  Vulture, 

The  Memory  of  the  much  I  oft  did  for  you. 

Had  you  but  any  touch  of  Gratitude, 

Or  Thought  of  my  defervings,  would  have  ftopp'd  you 

From  thefe  unjuft  Proceedings. 

Duke,  Hear  the  Motives 
That  did  induce  us. 

Alher.  I  have  heard  them  all. 
Your  Highnefs'  Sentence,  the  whole  Court  abus'd. 
By  th'  Perjuries  and  Pradlice  of  this  Woman. 
(43)  (Weepeft,  thou  Crocodile?)  my  hopeful  Son, 
Whom  I  dare  fwear  mine  own,  degraded  of 
The  Honours  that  defcended  to  him  from  me  : 
And  from  that,  in  his  Love  fcorn'd  by  a  Creature 
Whofe  bafe  Birth,  though  made  eminent  by  her  Beauty, 
Might  well  have  mark'd  her  out  Cefarioh  Servant : 
All  this  I  could  have  pardon'd  and  forgot ; 
But  that  my  Daughter  with  my  whole  Eftate 
So  hardly  purchased,  is  aflign'd  a  Dower,  • 

(43)  {We  pell,  thsu  Crocodile)  ]    When  I  firfl  faw  this,  I 

thought  it  only  . an  accidental  Omifiion  of  a  Vowel  in  the  firft  Word 
by  the  Ink's  not  touching  the  Type,  but  by  looking  into  the  other 
Editions  I  find  the  iirft  Folio  to  have  accidentally  disjoin'd  the  Word, 
and  wrote  Wee  feft,  and  the  latter  Editors  by  way  of  Correaion 
read.  We  pejl. 
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To  one  whofe  Father,  and  whofe  Family 

1  fo  detell:  \  that  I  would  lofe  my  Effence, 

And  be  transformed  to  a  Bafilisk 

To  look  them  dead,  to  me'san  Injury 

Admits  no  Satisfadion.    Rapt,  There's  none  offer'd. 

Alher.  Nor  would  not  be  accepted,  though  upon 
Thy  Knees  'twere  tendered. 

Mar.  Now  the  Storm  grows  high. 

Bayt.  But  that  I  thought  thee  dead,  and  in  thy  Death 
The  briny  Ocean  had  entomb'd  thy  Name ; 
I  would  have  fought  a  Wife  in  a  Bordello 
For  my  Mentivole^  and  gladly  hugg'd 
Her  fpurions  Iffue  as  my  lawful; Nephews, 
Before  his  Blood  fhould  e'er  have  mix'd  with  thine ; 
So  much  I  fcorn  it. 

Alber,  I'll  not  bandy  Words, 
But  thus  diflblve  the  Contrad. 

Bapt,  There  I  meet  thee. 
And  feize  on  what's  mine  own. 

Alhcr.  For  all  my  Service, 
Great  Sir,  grant  me  the  Combat  with  this  Wretch, 
That  I  may  fcoiirge  his  Infolence. 

Bapt.  I  kneel  for  it. 

Ceja.  And  to  approve  myfelf  Alberto* ^  Son, 
ril  be  his  Second  upon  any  odds, 
'Gainil  him  that  dare  molt  of  Baptiftah  Race, 

Ment.  Already  upon  honourable  Terms, 
In  me  thou' ft  met  thy  Better,  for  her  fake 
I'll  add  no  more. 

Alber,  Sir,  let  our  Swords  decide  ir. 

Mar.  Oh  ftay,  Sir,  and  as  you  would  hold  the  Title 
Of  a  juft  Prince,  e'er  you  grant  Licence  to 
Thefe  Mad-mcns  Fury,  lend  your  private  Ear 
To  th'  moft  diftrefs'd  of  Women. 

Buke.  Speak,  'tis  granted.      [He  takes  Mariana  afide, 

Cla.  In  the  mean  time,  let  not  Clarijfa  be 
A  patient  Looker-on,  though  as  yet  doubtful 
To  whom  to  bend  her  Knee  firft,  yet  to  all 
I  ftoop  thus  low  in  Duty,  and  wou)d  wafii 
The  Duft  of  Fury  with  my  Virgin  Tears, 

From 
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From  his  blefs'd  Feet,  and  make  them  beautiful 

That  would  move  to  Conditions  of  Peace, 

Though  with  a  Snail-Jike  pace ;  they  all  are  wing*d 

To  bear  you  to  Deftruflion  :  Reverend  Sir^, 

Think  on  your  ancient  Friendfhip  cemented 

With  fo  much  Blood,  but  fhed  in  noble  Adion, 

Divided  now  in  Paflion  for  a  BrawJ, 

The  Makers  blufh  to  own ;  much  lov'd  Cefarioy 

Brother,  or  Friend,  (each  Title  may  prevail,) 

Remember  with  what  tendernefs  from  our  Childhood 

We  lov'd  together,  you  preferring  me 

Before  yourfelfi  and  1  fo  fond  of  you 

That  it  begot  fufpicion  in  ill  Minds, 

That  our  Affedion  was  inceftuous. 

Think  of  that  happy  time,  in  which  I  know 

That  with  your  deareft  Blood  you  had  prevented 

This  Shower  of  Tears  from  me  ;  Meniivole, 

My  Husband,  regiftred  in  that  bright  Star-Chamber, 

Though  now  on  Earth  made  Strangers,  be  the  Example, 

And  offer  in  one  Hand  the  peaceful  Olive 

Of  Concord,  or  if  that  can  be  denied 

By  powerful  Interceflion  in  the  other 

Carry  the  Hermian  Rod,  and  force  Atonement. 

Now  we  will  not  be  all  Marble;  Death's  the  worft  then. 

And  he  fhall  be  my  Bridegroom.      [Offers  to  kill  herfelf. 

(44)  Ment,  Hold,  Clariffa^ 
This  loving  Violence  I  needs  muft  ofFer 

In  fpite  of  Honour  

{He  fnalches  away  her  Knife  ^  and  fets  it  to 
his  own  Breaft^  Jhe  ft  ays  his  Hand, 

Buke.  Was  it  to  that  End  then. 
On  your  Religion  p 

Mar,  And  my  hope  in  Heav'n,  Sir. 

Buke.  We  then  will  leave  Intreaties,  and  make  ufe 
Of  our  Authority  ;  muft  I  cry  Aim 
To  this  unheard-of  Infolence?  In  my  Prefence 
To  draw  your  Swords,  and  as  all  Reverence 

(4.4)   Ment.  Hold,  Clariffa,  his  losing  Violence  needs  mufi  offer  in 
fpite  of  Honour  ]    Former  Editions. 

V«L.  IX.  Dd  That's 
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That's  due  to  Majefty  were  forfeited, 
Cherifh  this  Wildnefs !  Iheath  them  inftantly. 
And  fhew  an  Alteration  in  your  Looks, 
Or  by  my  Power" 

^Iber.  Cut  off  my  Head. 
Bapt,  And  mine  ; 
Rather  than  hear  of  Peace  with  this  bad  Man, 
I'll  not  alone  give  up  my  Throat,  but  fufFer 
.Your  Rage  to  reach  my  Family. 

Enter  Profpero,  Juliana  and  Biancha.' 
Alber,  And  my  Name 
To  be  no  more  remembred.    Buke.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Cefa.  Biancha^  'tis  Biancha^  ^tiW  Biancha : 
But  ttrangely  alter'd. 

Bapt,  If  that  thirteen  Years 
Of  Abfence  could  raze  from  my  Memory 
The  Figure  of  my  Friend,  I  might  forget  thee  j 
But  if  thy  Image  b'  graven  on  my  Heart, 
Thou  art  my  Profpero. 
Prof.  Thou  my  Baptifta. 

Duke.  A  fudden  Change  !  *• 

Bapt.  I  dare  not  ask,  dear  Friend, 
If  Juliana  live !  for  that's  a  BlefTing 
J  am.  unworthy  of ;  but  yet  deny  not 
To  let  me  know  the  Place  fhe  hath  made  happy. 
By  having  there  her  Sepulchre. 

Prof.  If  your  Highnefs 
Pleafe  to  vouchfafe  a  patient  Ear,  we  fhall 
Make  you  a  true  Relation  of  a  Story 
That  fhall  call  on  your  Wonder. 

Duke.  Speak,  we  hear  you. 

Prof.  B  apt  if  a' s  Fortune  in  the  Genoa  Court, 
His  Banifhmenr,  with  his  fair  Wife's  Reflraint, 
You  are  acquainted  with  ;  what  fince  hath  followed 
I  faithfully  will  deliver.    Ere  eight  Moons 
After  Baptrfia's  Abfence  were  compleat. 
Fair  Juliana  found  the  Pleafures,  that 
They  had  enjoy 'd  together,  were  not  barren, 
And  biufhing  at  the  Burthen  of  her  Womb, 
No  Father  near  to  own  it,  it  drew  on 
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A  violent  Sicknefs,  which  call'd  down  Compaffion 
From  th'  angry  Duke,  then  careful  of  her  Health. 
Phyficians  were  enquir'd  of,  and  t'leir  Judgment 
Prefer ib'd  the  Baths  of  Lucca  as  a  means 
For  her  Recovery  ;  to  my  Charge  it  pleas'd  her 
To  be  committed  ;  but  as  on  the  way 
We  journey'd,  thofe  Throws,  only  known  to  Women, 
Came  thick  upon  her,  in  a  private  Village. 
Bap,  She  died  ? 

Trof,  Have  patience  :  She  brought  to  the  World 
A  hopeful  Daughter  ;  for  her  Body's  Sicknefs 
It  foon  decayed,  but  the  Grief  of  her  Mind 
Hourly  increas'd,  and  Life  grew  tedious  to  her. 
And  defperate  e'er  to  fee  you ;  fhe  enjoin'd  me 
To  place  her  in  a  Greckijh  Monaftery, 
And  CO  my  care  gave  up  her  pretty  Daughter. 

Bapt.  What  Monaftery  ?  as  a  Pilgrim  bare- foot, 
ril  fearch  it  out. 

Frof.  Pray  you  interrupt  me  not, 
Now  to  my  Fortunes  ;  the  Girl  well  difpos'd  of 
With  a  faithful  Friend  of  mine,  my  cruel  Fate 
Made  me  a  Prifoner  to  the  'Turkiflj  Galleys, 
Where  for  twelve  Years  thefe  Hands  tugg'd  at  the  Oar ; 
But  Fortune  tir'd  at  length  with  my  Afflidions, 
Some  Ships  of  Maltha  met  the  Ottoman  Fleet, 
Charg'd  them,  and  boarded  them,  and  gave  me  freedom^ 
With  my  Deliverers  I  ferv'd,  and  got 
Such  Reputation  with  the  Great  Mafter, 
That  he  gave  me  Command  over  a  tall 
And  lufty  Ship,  where  my  firft  happy  Service 
Was  to  redeem  Alberto,  rumour'd  dead. 
But  was  like  me  furpris'd  by  Cortugogly, 

Alher,  I  would  I  had  died  there. 

Prof.  And  from  him  learning 
Baptifta  liv'd,  and  their  dilTolved  Friendfliip, 
I  hois'd  up  Sails  for  Greece,  found  Juliana 
A  Votary  at  her  Beads  ;  having  made  known 
Both  that  you  liv'd,  and  where  you  were,  fhe  borrow'd 
So  much  from  her  Devotion,  as  to  wifli  me 
To  bring  her  to  you  j  if  the  Objeft  pleafe  ycu, 

Dd  2  With 
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With  joy  receive  her. 

Bap,  Rage  and  Fury  leave  me 

[^hrows  away  hh  Sword. 
I  am  fo  full  of  Happinefs,  there's  no  room  left 
To  entertain  you    oh  my  long  loft  Jewel, 
Light  of  mine  Eyes,  my  Soul's  Strength. 

Jul.  My  beft  Lord, 
Having  embrac'd  you  thus, 
Death  cannot  fright  me. 

Bapt.  Live  long  to  do  fo,  though  I  fliould  fix  here." 
(45)  But  pardon  me,  tho'  of  Profpero  I  enquire 
My  Daughter's  Fortune. 

Prof.  That  your  Happinefs 
May  be  at  all  parts  perted,  here  (he  is! 

Cefa,  Biancha^  Daughter  to  a  Princefs. 

Prof.  True  \ 
Wi'  my  faithful  Hoft  I  left  her,  and  with  him 
'Till  now  flie  hath  refided,  ignorant 
Both  of  her  Birth  and  Greatnefs.  Bapt.  Oh  my  bleft  one. 
Joy  upon  Joy  o'erwhelms  me.    Duke,  Above  Wonder, 

^Alber.  1  do  begin  to  melt  too,  this  ftrange  Story 
Works  much  upon  me. 

Duke.  Since  it  hath  pleas'd  Heav'n 
To  grace  us  with  this  Miracle,  I  that  am 
Heav'n's  Inftrument  here,  determine  thus  ;  Alberto^ 
Be  not  unthankful  for  the  Bleffings  fhown  you. 
Nor  you,  Baptifla  ;  Difcord  was  yet  never 
A  welcome  Sacrifice  ;  therefore,  Rage  laid  by, 
Embrace  as  Friends,  and  let  pafs'd  Difference 
Be  as  a  Dream  forgotten. 

Bapt.  'Tis  to  me. 

Alber.  And  me,  I  thus  confirm  it. 

Duke,  And  to  tie  it 

(45)  Pardon  me,  Profpero,  tho'  I  enquire'\  I  fee  no  Reafon  for 
asking  Profpero's  Pardon  for  enquiring  after  his  Daughter  ;  he  might 
think  Juliana  might  expeft  to  engrofs  his  whole  Thoughtf,  and  would 
therefore  naturally  ask  her  Pardon  for  takir  g  them  from  her ;  efpe- 
cially  as  he  had  juft  before  faid,  that  he  could  even  fix  himfelf  for 
ever  to  the  Spot  where  Ihe  ftood.  I  therefore  put  into  the  Text  what 
iecms  a  more  natural  Reading. 

In 
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In  Bonds,  not  to  be  broken,  with  the  Marriage 
Of  young  Mentivole  and  fair  Clarijfa^ 
So  you  confent,  great  Lady,  your  Biancba 
Shall  call  Cefario  Husband. 

Jul,  *Tis  a  motion 
I  gladly  yield  to.    Cefa,  One  in  which  you  make 
A  fad  Man  happy.  [Offers  to  kneeU 

Bian.  Kneel  not,  all's  forgiven. 

Duke,  Wi'  th'  Duke  your  Uncle  I  will  make  Atonement, 
And  will  have  no  denial. 

Enter  Hoft^  Forobofco,  Clown ^  and  Officers. 

Mar,  Let  this  Day 
Be  ftill  held  facred.    Hofl,  Now  if  you  can  conjure. 
Let  th'  Dev'l  unbind  you.    Foro,  We  are  both  undone. 

Clown,  Already  we  feel  it. 

Hoft,  Juftice,  Sir. 

T>uke,  What  are  they  ? 

Prof,  I  can  refolve  you.  Slaves  freed  from  the  Galleys 
By  the  Viceroy  of  Sic  'ilia, 

Duke,  What's  their  Offence  ? 

Hoft,  The  robbing  me  of  all  my  Plate  and  Jewels^ 
I  mean  the  attempting  of  it. 

Clown,  Pieafe  your  Grace, 
ril  now  difcover  this  Varlet  in  earnefb. 
This  honeft  peftilent  Rogue  profefs'd  the  Art 
Of  Conjuring,  but  all  the  Skill  that  e'er 
-  He  had  in  the  black  Art,  was  but  in  making 
A  Sea-cole  fire ;  only  with  wearing 
Strange  Shapes,  he  begot  Admiration 
'Mongfl:  Fools  and  Women.    Foro:  Wilt  thou  peach, 
thou  Varlet  ? 

Duke,  Why  does  he  goggle  with  his  Eyes,  and  ftalk  fo  ? 

Clown.  This 's  one  of  his  Magical  Raptures. 

Foro,  I  do  vilify 
Your  Cenfurc,  you  demand  if  I  am  guilty. 
Whir —  fays  my  Cloak  by  a  Trick  of  Legerdemain, 
Now  I'm  not  guilty,  I  am  guarded  with 
Innocence,  pure  Silvcr-Lace  I  alTure  you. 

Clown,  Thus  have  I  read  to  you  your  Virtues,  which 
Notwithftanding  I  would  not  have  you  proud  of. 

D  d  J  Foro. 
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Foro,  Oat  thou  concealment  of  Tallow,  and  counterfeit 

Mummy, 

Duke.  To  th'  Gallies  with  them  both. 

Clown,  The  only  Sea-phyfick 
For  a  Knave,  is  to  be  bafted  in  a  Galley, 
With  th'  Oil  of  a  Bull's  Peefel.    Foro.  And  will  not  you 
Make  a  four  Face  at  the  fame  Sauce,  Sirrah  ?  I  hope 
To  find  thee  fo  lean  in  one  Fortnight,  thou 
Mayft  be  drawn  by  the  Ears  through  the  Hoop  of  a  Firkin. 

Duke.  Divide  them,  and  away  with  them  toth'  Gallies. 

Clown,  This  will  take  down  your  Pride,  Juggler. 

Duke,  This  Day 
That  hath  giv'n  birth  to  Bleflings  beyond  Hope, 
Admits  no  criminal  Sentence  :  To  th'  Temple, 
And  there  with  humbienefs,  praife  Heaven's  Bounties  j 
For  Bleffings  ne'er  defcend  from  thence  but  when 
A  Sacrifice  in  Thanks  afcends  from  Men. 

[Exeunl  0mm* 
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Timantus,  a  villainous  Sycophant » 

The  Priejl  of  Cupid. 

Four  young  Men  and  Maids. 

Nilo,  fent  in  Commijfion  to  pull  down  Cupid'i  Image. 
Zoilus,  Leucippus'i'  Dwarf. 
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Hidafpes,  Daughter  to  the  Duke. 
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Bacha,  a  Strumpet, 

Urania,  her  Daughter. 

Bacha'i  Maid. 
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Servants  and  Attendants, 


MEN. 


Leontius,  the  old  Duke  of  Lycia. 
Leucippus,  Son  to  the  Duke. 
Ifmenus,  Nephew  to  the  Duke, 
Telamon,  a  Lycian  lord. 
Dorialus,! 


WOMEN. 


THE 


CUPID'S  REVENGE 


ACT   I.     SCENE  1. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor  and  NifusJ 

A  G  E  N  O 

RUST  me,  my  Lord  Dorialus^  I  had  mifs'd 
of  this,  if  you  had  not  call'd  me ;  I  thought  the 
Princefs's  Birth-day  had  been  to  Morrow. 

Nif,  Why,  did  your  Lordlhip  fleep  out 
the  Day  ? 

Dor,  I  marvel  what  the  Duke  meant  to  make  fuch  an 
idle  Vow. 

Nif.  Idle,  why  ? 

Dor.  Is't  not  idle,  to  fwear  to  grant  his  Daughter  any 
thing  ihe  ihall  ask  on  her  Birth-day  ?  (he  may  ask  an  im- 
poflible  thing  5  and  I  pray  Heav'n  flie  do  not  ask  an  un- 
fit thing,  at  one  time  or  other  ,  'tis  dangerous  trufting  a 
Man's  Vow  upon  the  Difcretion  of  one's  Daughter. 

y^gen.  I  wonder  moft  at  the  Marquis  her  Brother, 
who  is  always  vehemently  forward  to  have  her  Defires 
granted. 

Dor.  He's  acquainted  with  'em  before. 
jigen.  She's  doubtlefs  very  chafte  and  virtuous. 
Dor.  So  is  Leucippus  her  Brother. 
Nif.  She's  twenty  Years  old,  I  wonder 
She  ask  not  a  Husband* 

Dor* 
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Dor,  That  were  a  Folly  in  her,  having  refused 
All  the  great  Princes  in  one  part  of  the  World  \ 
She'll  die  a  Maid. 

Jgen.  bhe  may  ask  but  one,  may  flie  ? 

ISlif.  A  hundred  times  this  Day  if  llie  will ; 
And  indeed,  every  Day  is  fuch  a  Day,  for  though 
.  The  Duke  has  vovv'd  it  only  on  this  Day,  _ 
He  keeps  it  every  Day  \  he  can  deny 
Her  nothing.  [Cornets: 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Leucippus,  Leontius,  Timantus, 
and  Tellamond. 

Leon.  Come,  fair  Hidafpes^  thou  art  Dutchefs  to  Day  ; 
Art  thou  prepar'd  to  ask,  thou  know'ft  my  Oath 
Will  force  Performance.  And,  Leucippus,  if 
She  now  ask  ougiu  that  fhall,  'r  would  have  Performance 
After  my  Death,  when  by  the  help  of  Heav'n 
This  Land  is  thine,  accurfed  be  thy  Race,  * 
May  every  one  forget  thou  art  my  Son, 
And  fo  their  own  Obedience — — 

Leu.  Mighty  Sir, 
I  do  not  wifli  to  know  that  fatal  Hour, 
That  is  to  make  me  King  j  but  if  I  do, 
I  fhall  mod  heartily,  (and  like  a  Son) 
Perform  your  Grant  to  all,  chiefly  to  her. 
Remember  that  you  ask  what  we  agreed  on. 

Leon,  Are  you  prepar'd  ?  Then  fpeak. 

Hid.  Mofl:  Royal  Sir, 
I  am  prepar'd,  nor  fiiall  my  Will  exceed 
A  Virgin's  Bounds,  what  I  requeft  fhall  both 
At  once  bring  me  a  full  Content. 

Leon.  So't  ever  does : 
Thou  only  Comfort  of  my  feeble  Age, 
Make  known  thy  good  Defire,  for  I  dare  fwear 
Thou  lov'ft  me. 

Hid,  This  is  it  I  b^g^ 
And  on  my  Knees.    The  People  of  your  Land, 
The  Lycians,  are  through  all  the  Nations 
That  know  their  Name,  noted  to  have  in  ufe 
A  vain  and  fruitiefs  Superilition  5 
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So  much  more  hateful,  that  it  bears  the  Ihew 
Of  true  Religion,  and  is  nothing  elfe 
But  a  faire-pleafing  bold  Lafciviousnefs. 

Leon,  What  is  it? 

Hid.  Many  Ages  before  this. 
When  every  Man  got  to  himfelf  a  Trade, 
And  was  laborious  in  that  chofen  Courfe, 
Hating  an  idle  Life,  far  worfe  than  Death : 
Some  one  that  gave  himfelf  to  Wine  and  Sloth, 
Which  breed  lafcivious  Thoughts,  (i)  and  found  himfelf 
Condemned  for  that  by  every  painful  Man, 
To  take  his  ftain  away,  fram'd  to  himfelf 
A  God,  whom  he  pretended  to  obey. 
In  being  thus  difhoneft,  for  a  Name 
He  caird  him  Cupid.    This  created  God, 
Man's  Nature  (2 )  being  ever  credulous 
Of  any  Vice  that  takes  part  with  his  Blood, 
Had  ready  Followers  enow ;  and  fmce 
In  every  Age  they  grew,  efpecially 
Amongft  your  Subjeds,  who  do  yet  remain 
Adorers  of  that  drovvfy  Deity, 

( I )  And  found  himfelf  conjoinM 

For  that  by  C'very  painful  Man,"]  I  know  no  Meaning  of  the 
Word  conjoined  that  will  fuit  the  Context,  condemned  is  the  natural 
Word.  Our  Poets  Scheme  in  this  Play  (which  has  many  excellent 
things  in  it)  feems  to  me  quite  amazing.  That  this  juft  Speech  fhould 
be  eiteemed  fuch  an  Aft  of  real  Impiety,  as  to  receive  the  moft  Ihock- 
ing  Punifhment  ending  in  the  Murder  and  utter  Extirpation  ®f  the  whole 
Family,  is  furely  a  ftrange  Outrage  on  poetical  Juftice,  as  well  as  on  all 
the  Circle  of  moral  Virtues.  I  hnd  Mr.  Theobald  has  prevented  me 
in  the  Corredlion  above,  and  Mr.  Sympfon  has  fince  fent  me  his  Read- 
ing, contemned. 

(  2  )   being  e^ver  credulous 

Of  any  Vice  that  takes  part  'with  his  Bloodj]  Mr.  Sytnpfon 
fays,  that  credulous  of  any  Vice  is  not  Englifh.  If  it  is  not,  an  Emen- 
dation has  occurr'd  that  is  extremely  near  the  Trace  of  the  Letters. 

 ,11  , ,    ■  .  being  e'uer  credulous 

Of  anf  Advice  that  takes  part  ivith  his  Blood. 

This  is  certainly  eafier,  yet  as  the  Worlhip  of  fuch  a  God  as  Cupid, 
was  certainly  Si  Vice,  Poetry,  like  Idolatry,  will  perfonate  that  Vice, 
and  he  that  is  overcome  by  its  Temptations  may  be  faid  to  be  credu- 
lous of  it. 


Which 
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Which  Drink  invented    (3)  and  the  winged  Boy, 

f  For  fo  they  call  him)  has  his  Sacrifices, 

And  thefe  loofe  naked  Statues  through  the  Land, 

In  every  Village,  nay  the  Palace  felf 

Is  not  free  from  'em.  This  is  my  Requeft, 

That  thefe  ereded  obfcene  Images 

May  be  pluckt  down  and  burnt,  and  every  Man 

That  offers  to  'em  any  Sacrifice, 

May  lofe  his  Life.    Leon.  But  be  advis'd. 

My  faireft  Daughter,  if  he  be  a  God, 

He  will  exprefs  it  upon  thee,  my  Child : 

Which  Heav'n  avert. 

Leu.  Sir,  there  is  no  fuch  Power : 
■  But  the  Opinion  of  him  fills  the  Land 
With  lufiful  Sins  ;  every  young  Man  and  Maid, 
That  feel  the  leaft  Defire  to  one  another. 
Dare  not  fupprefs  it,  for  they  think  it  is 
Blind  Cupid's  Motion  ;  and  he  is  a  God. 

Leon.  This  makes  our  Youth  unchafte.  I  am  refolv'd  : 
Nephew  l/menusy  break  the  Statues  down 
Here  in  the  Palace,  and  command  the  City 
To  do  the  like,  let  Proclamations 
Be  drawn,  and  haftily  fent  through  the  Land 
To  the  fame  purpofe. 

Ifm,  Sir,  I  will  break  down  none 
Myfelf,  but  I'll  deliver  your  Command  : 
Hand  I'll  have  none  in't,  for  I  like  it  not. 

Leon.  Go  and  command  it.    Pieafure  of  my  Life, 
Wouldft  thou  ought  elfe  ?  Make  many  thoufand  Suits, 
They  muft  and  lhali  be  granted. 

Hid.  Nothing  elfe.  [Exii  Ifmenus. 

Leon,  But  go  and  meditate  on  other  Suits, 

(  3 )  a»d  the  ^winged  Boy\ 

(For  fo  they  call  hifn)  has  his  Sacrifices ^ 
Thefe  loofe  naked  Statues  through  the  Land, 
And  in  every  V illage,  ray  the  Palace 

Is  not  free  frofn  ''em.  —  ]  Here  are  certainly  Deficiencies  both 
in  Meafurc  and  Senfe :  The  Change  of  Points,  the  removal  of  the  and 
from  the  Beginning  of  one  Line  to  the  Line  above  it,  and  the  Addi- 
tion of  a  Panicle  that  adds  ftrength  to  the  Sentiment  feems  the  moll 
probable  Method  of  reiloring  the  Original. 

Some 
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Some  fix  Pays  hence  Til  give  thee  Audience  again. 
And  by  a  new  Oath,  bind  myfeif  to  keep  it: 
Ask  largely  for  thylelf,  dearer  than  Life, 
In  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  call  myfeif. 
More  fortunate  than  any  in  my  Age, 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Leu.  *Twas  well  done.  Sifter. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  the  three  Lords, 
Nif.  How  like  you  this  Requeft,  my  Lord  ? 
Dor,  I  know  not  yet,  I  am  fo  full  of  wonder,  we  lhall  be 
Gods  ourfelves 
Shortly,  an'  we  pull  *em  out  of  Heav'n  o*  this  fafhion, 
u^gen.  We  (hall  have  Wenches  now  when  we  can  catch 
'em. 

An'  we  tranfgrefs  thus.  Nif.  And  we  abufe  the  Gods  once, 
'Tis  juftice  we  Ihould  be  held  at  hard  Meat ;  for  my  part, 
I'll  e'en  make  ready  for  mine  own  Affedion, 
I  know  the  God  incenft  muft  fend  a  hardnefs 
Through  all  good  Women's  Hearts,  and  then  we  have 
Brought  our  Eggs  and  Mufcadine  to  a  fair  market  : 
Would  I  had  giv'n  an  hundred  Pound  for  a  Toleration, 
That  I  might  but  ufe  my  Confcience  in  mine  own  Houfe.' 

Dor,  The  Duke  he's  old  and  paft  it,  he  would  never 
Have  brought  fuch  a  Plague  upon  the  Land  elfe,  'tis  worfe 
Than  Sword  and  Famine  :  Yet  to  fay  Truth, 
We  have  deferv'd  it,  we  have  liv'd  fo  wickedly. 
Every  Man  at  his  Livery,  and  wou'd  that 
Wou'd  have  fuffic'd  us ;  we  murmur'd  at 
This  Bleffing,  that  was  nothings  and  cry'd  out 
To  th'  God  for  endlefs  Pleafures,  he  heard  us,  and 
Supplied  us,  and  our  Women  were  new  ftill 
As  w'  needed  'em  ;  and  yet  we  like  Beafts         [give  us 
Still  cry'd,  (4)  poor  Men  can  number  their  Whores, 

(  4 )  Poor  Men  can  number  their  Woers,— ]  Woers  for  Miftreffes 
is  uncommon,  but  a  Word  very  near  it  is  quite  fuitable  to  the  Cha- 
rafter  of  the  Speaker,  Whores.  After  I  had  inferted  this  in  the  Text, 
I  found  in  Mr.  Theobald'%  Margin  another  Conjefture,  Weathers  for 
Woers y  with  a  Latin  Quotation,  Pauperis  eji  numerare  pecus^  as  a 
Proof  of  it.  But  my  Conjedure  is  much  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Let- 
ters, as  well  as  a  more  natural  Expreifion  ;  for  Weathers  being  of  the 
Mafculinc  Gender  will  never  fuit  this  Place,  tho'  Fecus  might. 

'Bundance, 
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'Bundance,  we  had  it,  and  this  Curfe  withal.- 

Agen,  By'rlady  we  are  Jike  to  have  a  long  Lent  on*t, 
Flefh  fhall  be  Flefh  now  ;  Gentlemen,  I  had  rather 
Have  anger'd  all  the  Gods,  than  that  blind  Gunner. 
I  remember  once  the  People  did  but  flight  him 
In  a  Sacrifice,  and  what  follow'd  ?  Women  kept 
Their  Houfes,  grew  good  Hufwives,  honeft  forfooth  f 
Was  not  that  fine  ?  (5)  wore  their  own  Faces,  nay. 
They  let  us  wear  gay  Cloaths  without  furveying  ;  and. 
Which  was  mod  lamentable,  they  lov'd  their  Husbands, 

Ni[,  1  do  remember  it  to  my  Grief,  young  Maids 
Were 's  cold  as  Cowcumbers,  and  much  of  that 
Complexion  :  Bawds  were  abolifht ;  and,  to  which 
Mis'ry  \  muft  come  again,  there  were  no  Cuckolds. 
Well,  we'd  need  pray  to  keep  thcfe  Devils  from  us. 
The  Times  grow  mifchievous.  There  he  goes     Lord ! 

Enter  one  with  an  Image, 

This  is  a  Sacrilege  1  have  not  heard  of : 

Would  I  were  gelt,  that  I  might  not  feel  what  follows. 

Agen,  And  1  too.  You  fliall  fee  within  thefe  few  Years, 
A  fine  Confufion  i'th'  Country,  mark  it : 
Nay,  and  we  grow  for  to  depofe  the  Powers, 
And  fet  up  Chaftity  again,  well,  I  have  done. 
A  fine  new  Goddefs  certainly,  whofe  Blellings 
Are  Hunger  and  hard  Beds.    Nif.  This  comes  of  fulnefs, 
A  Sin  too  frequent  with  us ;  I  believe  now 
We  fliall  find  fliorter  Commons.  [vour; 

'Dor,  Would  I  were  married,  fomewhat  has  fome  Sa- 
The  Race  of  Gentry  will  quite  run  out  now, 
'Tis  only  left  to  Husbands    if  younger  Sifters 
Take  not  the  greater  Charity,  'tis  lawful. 

(  5  }  Wore  their  onvn  Faces, 

Though  they  <u:ear  gay  Cloaths  uoithout  fuweying. 
And  -j:hich  ivas  mojl  lamentable. 

They  lo^j'd  their  Husbands^  The  Reader  will  find  the  Metre 
here  eafily  reficT'd,  bat  the  Senfe,  which  feems  quite  loll  in  thefecond 
Line,  is  not  fo  readily  rccover'd.  The  only  Conjedlure  tha":  feems 
tolerable  is  what  I  venture  into  the  Text  with  great  difidence,  but 
the  Reader  had  better  have  even  a  falfe  Reading  with  SenfC;  ttian  one 
without  it. 

Agen, 
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Agen,  Well,  let  come  what  will  come,  I  am  but  one. 
And  as  the  Plague  falls,  I  will  fhape  myfelf : 
If  Women  will  be  honeft,  I'll  be  found. 
If  the  God  be  not  too  unmerciful, 
I'll  take  a  little  ftill,  where  I  can  get  it. 
And  thank  him,  and  fay  nothing. 

Nif,  This  ill  Wind  yet  may  blow  the  City  good. 
And  let  them  (if  they  can)  get  their  own  Children, 
They  have  hung  long  enough  in  doubt ;  but  howfocver. 
The  old  way  was  the  furer,  then  they  had  'em. 

Dor.  Farewel  my  Lords,  I'll  e'en  take  up  what  Rent 
I  can  before  the  Day,  I  fear  the  Year 
Will  fall  out  ill. 

Jgen.  We'll  with  you,  Sir  :  And,  Love,  fo  favour  us. 
As  we  are  ftill  thy  Servants.    Come  my  Lords  s 
Let's  to  the  Duke,  and  tell  him  to  what  Folly 
His  doting  now  has  brought  him,  [^Exeunt: 

Priejl  of  Cupid,  with  four  young  Men  and  Maids. 

Priefi,  Come  my  Children,  let  your  Feet 
In  an  even  Meafure  meet : 
And  your  chearful  Voices  rife. 
To  prefent  this  Sacrifice  ; 
To  great  Cupid^  in  whofe  Name, 
I  his  Pricft  begin  the  fame. 
Young  Men  take  your  Loves  and  kifs, 
Thus  our  Cupid  honour'd  is. 
Kifs  again,  and  in  your  kifling. 
Let  no  Promifes  be  mifling: 
Nor  let  any  Maiden  here. 
Dare  to  turn  away  her  Ear,. 
Unto  the  whifper  of  her  Love, 
But  give  Bracelet,  Ring,  or  Glove, 
As  a  Token  to  her  Sweeting, 
Of  an  after  fecret  Meeting : 
Now,  Boy,  fing  to  ftick  our  Hearts 
Fuller  of  great  Cupid*^  Darts, 


SONG. 
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SONG. 

L Overs  rejoice^  your  Pains  Jhall  he  rewarded^ 
The  God  of  Love  himjelf  grieves  at  your  crying : 
iVu  more  Jhall  frozen  Honour  he  regarded ^ 
(6)  Nor  the  coy  Faces  of  a  Maid  denying, 
jVb  mo'^e  fhall  Virgins  figh^  and  fay  "  we  dare  not, 
*'  For  Men  are  falfe,  and  what  they  do  they  care  mt. 
All  fhall  he  well  again^  then  do  not  grieve. 
Men  fhall  he  truCy  and  Women  fhall  helieve. 

Lovers  rejoice,  what  you  fhall  fay  henceforth. 

When  you  have  caught  your  Sweet-hearts  in  your  ArmSy 

Shall  he  accounted  Oracle^  and  Wcrth : 

No  more  faint-hearted  Girls  fhall  dream  of  Harms, 

And  cry  they  are  too  young     The  God  hath  faid. 

Fifteen  fhall  make  a  Mother  of  a  Maid  : 

Then  wife  Men,  pull  your  Rofes  yet  unhlown. 

Love  bates  the  too  ripe  Frutt  that  falls  alone. 

After  a  Meafure,  Enter  Nilo  and  others, 

Ntlo,  No  more  cf  this,  here  break  your  Rites  for  ever. 
The  Duke  commands  it  fo  :  Prieft,  do  not  ftare, 
I  muft  deface  your  Temple,  though  unwilling. 
And  your  God  Cupid  here  muft  make  a  Scare-crow 
For  ary  thing  I  know,  or  at  the  beft. 
Adorn  a  Chimney-piece. 

Prieft,  Oh  Sacrilege  unheard  of  I 

Nilo,  This  will  not  help  it,  take  down  the  Image 
And  away  with  'em. 

Prieft,  change  your  Coat  you  had  beft,  all  Service  now 
Is  given  to  Men  :  Prayers  above  their  hearing 
Will  prove  but  Babblings ;  learn  to  lie  and  thrfve, 
.  'Twill  prove  your  beft  Profeflion,  for  the  Gods, 
He  that  lives  by  'em  now,  muft  be  a  Beggar. 
There's  better  Holinefs  on  Earth  they  fay. 
Pray  God  it  ask  not,  greater  Sacrifice,    Go  home, 

( 6 )  Nor  the  coy  faces  of  a  Maid's  denying.']     Mr.  Syntpfon  has  im- 
prov'd  this  Line  by  ftriking  off  the  V  from  Maid's, 

And 
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And  if  your  God  be  n't  deaf  as  weJl  as  blind, 
He  will  make  fome  fmQkc  for  it, 

Gent,  Sir   ^ 

Kilo,  Gentlemen, 
There  is  no  talking,  this  muft  be  done  and  fpcedily  ; 
I  have  Commiffion  that  I  muft  not  break. 

G/?«/.  We're  gone,  to  wonder  what  ihall  follow.  Nilo.Oa 
To  the  next  Temple.  [^Exeunt^ 

Cornets.  Defcendit  Cupid. 

Cupid,  Am  I  then  fcorn'd  ?  Is  my  all-doing  Will 
And  Power,  that  knows  no  limit,  nor  admits  none. 
Now  look'd  into  by  lefs  than  Gods  ?  and  weaken'd 
Am  I,  whofe  Bow  (truck  Terror  through  the  Earth, 
No  lefs  than  Thunder,  and  in  this,  (7)  exceeding 
Even  Gods  themfelves,  whofe  Knees  before  the  Altars, 
Now  (hook  off  ;  and  contemn'd  by  fuch,  whofe  Lives 
Are  but  my  Recreation !  Anger  rife. 
My  Sufferance  and  myfelf  are  made  the  Subje6t 
Of  Sins  againft  us,    (8)  Go  thou  out,  Difpleafure, 
Difpleafure  of  a  great  God,  fling  thyfelf 

(7)  ^  ■  H  exceeding 

E'ven  Gods  themfel'vesy  <who/e  Knees  before  the  Altars, 
Nonv  frook  off ;  ]  There  is  evidently  a  great  Deficiency  here 
both  in  Grammar  and  Senfe,  and  reafon  to  fufpeft  a  whole  Line  to 
have  been  loft,  which  might  have  been  fomething  like  the  following. 
EnPn  Gods  themfel'vesy  ^whofe  Knees  before  the  Altars 
Of  Cupid  oft  in  Supplication  bow'd. 
Or, 

■  nuhofe  Knees  before  my  Altars 
In  zealous  Supplication  ofc  have  bent.  . 
Befide  thefe  conje£lural  Additions,  we  may  render  it  Senfe  ty  a  fmall 
Change  of  the  Words. 

Of  Gods  themfel'vesy  who  knelt  before  my  Altars. 
From  fuch  a  phantaftick  Deity  as  this,  would  any  one  expeft  more  than 
^  a  comic  Revenge,  like  the  DiilrefTes  of  the  Fairy  ^een  in  Midfum- 
7ner-Night's  Dream  F  And,  indeed,  what  Pity  is  it  that  fuch  noble 
Lines  as  the  following  ftiould  be  thus  mifapply'd  ? 
(  8  )  -Go  thou  out^  Difpleafurz, 
  flying  thyfelf 

Through  all  this  Kingdom  ;  ■  ]  I  foutid  here  a  very  happy 

Conjedlure  of  Mr.  Theobald's  fling  inftead  of  flying,  which  carries  Con- 
viAion  as  foon  as  feen ;  for  it  improves  both  Senfe  and  Meafure. 
Mr  Sympfon  has  fmce  fent  me  the  fame  Conjecture. 

Vol.  IX.  Ec  Through 
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Through  all  this  Kingdom*,  fow  whatever  Evils 
Proud  flefh  is  taking  of,  amongft  thefe  Rebels  ; 
And  on  the  firft  Hearts  that  defpife  my  Greatnefs, 
Lay  a  ftrange  Mifery,  that  all  may  know 
Cupid's  Revenge  is  mighty  ;  with  this  Arrow 
Hotter  than  Plagues  or  mine  own  Anger,  will  I 
Now  nobly  right  myfelf ;  nor  fhall  the  Prayers 
JJor  fvveet  Smokes  on  my  Altars  hold  my  Hand, 
Till  I  have  left  this  a  mod  wretched  Land.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Hidafpes  and  Cleophila. 

Hid.  Cleophila^  what  was  he  that  went  hence  ?  Cleo, 
Whom 

Means  your  Grace  now  ?  Hid.  I  mean  that  handfome  Man, 
That  fomething  more  than  Man  I  met  at  Door, 

Cleo.  Here  was  no  handfome  Man. 

Hid.  Come,  he's  fome  one 
You  would  preferve  in  private,  but  you  want 
Cunning  to  do  it,  and  my  Eyes  are  fharper 
Than  yours,  and  can  with  one  negleding  Glance 
See  all  the  Graces  of  a  Man.    Who  was  it? 

Cleo.  That  went  hence  now  ? 

Hid,  That  went  hence  now,  ay,  he. 

Cleo.  Faith  here  was  no  fuch  one  as  your  Grace  thinks* 
Zoilus  your  Brother's  Dwarf  went  out  but  now. 

Hid.  I  think  'twas  he  ;  how  bravely  he  pals'd  by  } 
Is  he  not  grown  a  goodly  Gentleman  ? 

Cleo.  A  goodly  Gentleman,  Madam  ? 
He's  th'  mod  deformed  Fellow  in  the  Land. 

Hid.  Ob  Blafphemy  ;  he  may  perhaps  to  thee 
Appear  deformed,  for  he  is  indeed 
Unlike  a  Man  ;  his  Shape  and  Colours  arc 
Beyond  the  Art  of  Painting  ;  he  is  like 
Nothing  that  we  have  feen,  yet  doth  refemblc 
Apollo^  as  I  oft  have  fancied  him. 
When  rifing  from  his  Bed,  he  ftirs  himfelf. 
And  fhakes  Day  from  his  Hair. 

Cleo.  He  refembles  Apollo's  Recorder. 

Hid.  Cleophila.,  go  fend  a  Page  for  him, 
i\nd  thou  lhalt  fee  thy  Error,  and  repent.     [Exit  Cleo. 

Alas, 
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Alas,  what  do  I  feel,  my  Blood  rebels. 
And  I  am  one  of  thofe  J  us'd  to  fcorn, 

(9)  My  Mai  ien-rhoughts  are  flc^d  :  againft  myfelf 
I  harbour  Traitors:  My  Virginity, 

That  from  my  Childhood  kept  me  Company, 
Is  heavier  than  I  can  endure  to  bear  j 
Forgive  me,  Cupdy  for  thou  art  a  God, 
And  I  a  wretched  Creature  ;  I  have  finn'd. 
But  be  thou  merciful,  and  grant  that  yet 

(10)  I  may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me  love. 

•  Enter  Cleophila  and  Zoilus. 

Cleo.  Zoilus  is  here.  Madam. 

Hid,  He's  there  indeed. 
Now  be  thine  own  Judge  ;  fee  thou  worfe  than  Mad, 
Is  he  deformed  ?  look  upon  thofe  Eyes, 
That  let  all  Pieafure  out  into  the  World, 
Unhappy  that  they  cannot  fee  themfelves ; 
Look  on  his  Hair,  that  like  fo  many  Beams, 
Streaking  the  Eaft^  /hoot  Light  o'er  half  the  World  5 
Look  on  him  altogether,  who  is  made 
As  if  two  Natures  had  Contention 
About  their  Skill,  and  one  had  brought  forth  him. 

Zoil.  Ha,  ha  \  Madam,  though  Nature  hath  not 
giv'n  me 

.So  much  as  others  in  my  outward  fhew  ; 
I  bear  a  Heart  as  loyal  unto  you 
In  this  unfightly  Body  (which  you  pleafe 
To  make  your  Mirth)  as  many  others  do 

(9  )  My  Mai  den- thoughts  are  fled  againjl  myfelf ; 
I  harbour  traitors  in  my  Virginity  y 
That  from  my  Childhood  kept  me  Company ^ 

Is  hewvier  than  I  can  endure  to  bear ;  ]  Thefe  were  the  abfard 
Pointings  and  Reading  of  the  former  Editions.  When  the  natural 
Points  are  reilor'd,  it  will  evidently  appear  that  the  Particle  in  in  the 
fecond  Line  was  an  Interpolation.  Mr.  Sympfon  too  has  fent  me  the 
fame  Reading. 

(ic)  /  may  enjoy  uuhat  thou  nvilt  ha^ve  me^  Lo^je."]  As  the  Addrefs 
is  to  Lo've,  a  Comma  and  a  great  Letter  was  a  material  Corruption 
here :  To  ask  Cupid  to  let  her  enjoy  what  he  would  have  her  enjoy 
was  a  riaiculous  Rcqueft,  but  to  let  her  enjoy  what  he  would  have  her 
love  is  the  common  Prayer  of  all  Worfhippers  of  Cupid. 

E  e  2  That 
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That  are  far  more  befriended  in  their  Births ; 
Yet  I  could  wifli  myfelf  much  more  deformed 
Than  yet  I  am,  fo  I  might  make  your  Grace 
More  merry  than  you  are.    Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hid,  Befhrew  me  then 
If  I  be  merry  ;  but  I  am  content 
Whilft  thou  art  with  me  :  Thou  that  art  my  Saint: 
By  hope  of  whofe  mild  Favour  I  do  live 
To  tell  thee  fo  :  I  pray  thee  fcom  me  not  5 
Alas  what  can  it  add  unto  thy  Worth 
To  triumph  over  me,  that  am  a  Maid, 
W  ithout  deceit  ?  whofe  Heart  doth  guide  her  Tongue  ? 
Drown'd  in  my  Paflions  ?  yet  I  will  take  leave 
To  call  it  Reafon  that  I  dote  on  thee. 

Cko,  The  Princefs  is  befide  her  Grace  I  think. 
To  talk  thus  with  a  Fellow  that  will  hardly 
Serve  i'th*  dark  when  one  is  drunk. 
Hid,  What  Anfwer  wilt  thou  give  me  ? 
Zoil,  If  it  pleafe  your  Grace  to  jeft  on,  I  can  abide  it. 
Hid,  If  it  be  Jed,  not  to  efteem  my  Life, 
Compar'd  with  thee :  If  it  be  Jeft  in  me. 
To  hang  a  thoufand  Kiffes  in  an  Hour 
Upon  thofe  Lips,  and  take  'em  off  again  ; 
If  it  be  Jeft  for  me  to  marry  thee, 
And  take  Obedience  on  me  whilft  I  live  5 
Then  all  I  fay  is  Jeft  : 
For  every  part  of  this,  I  fwear  by  thofe 
That  fee  my  Thoughts,  I  am  refolv'd  to  do. 
And  I  befeech  thee,  by  thine  own  white  Hand, 
(Which  Pardon  me,  that  I  am  bold  to  kifs 
With  fo  unworthy  Lips)  that  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  marry  me,  as  I  do  here  to  thee. 
Before  the  Face  of  Heav'n. 

Zoil,  Marry  you  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Hid.  Kill  me  or  grant,  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  at  all  ? 
Zoil.  Why  I  will  do  your  Will  for  ever. 
Hid.  I  ask  no  more  ;  but  let  me  kifs  that  Mouth 
That  is  fo  merciful ;  that  is  my  Will ; 
Next  go  with  me  before  the  King  in  hafte. 
That  is  my  Will ;  where  I  will  make  our  Peers 
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Know,  that  thou  art  their  Better. 

ZoiL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  that  is  fine,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Geo.  Madam,  what  means  your  Grace  ? 
Confider  for  the  Love  of  Heav'n  to  what 
You  run  thus  madly  5  will  you  take  this  Viper 
Into  your  Bed  ? 

Hid.  Away,  hold  off  thy  Hands  5 
Strike  her,  fweet  Zoilus^  for  it  is  my  Will  j 
Which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do. 

Zoil.  Away,  for  fhame. 
Know  you  no  manners  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha.  \_Exeunto 

Cko.  Thou  know'ft  none  1  fear. 
This  is  juft  Cupid's  Anger  ;  Fenus  look 
Down  mildly  on  us  :  And  command  thy  Son 
To  fpare  this  Lady  once,  (11)  and  let  me  be 
In  Love  with  all ;  and  none  in  Love  with  me.  [ExiL 


Tm.  Is  your  Lordfjiip  for  the  Wars  this  Summer  ? 

Ifm.  1'imantus^ 
Wilt  thou  go  with  me  ?  ^im.  If  I  had  a  Company, 
My  Lord.    Ifm.  Of  Fidlers  ;  Thou  a  Company  ? 
No,  no,  keep  thy  Company  at  home,  and  caufe  Cuckolds  j 
The  Wars  will  hurt  thy  Face,  there  are  no  Semfters, 
Shoemakers,  Taylors,  nor  Almond-milk  i'th'  Morning, 
Nor  poach'd  Eggs  to  keep  your  Worfhip  foluble. 
No  Man  to  warm  your  Shirt,  and  blow  your  Rofes : 
Nor  none  to  reverence  your  round  lace  Breeches  j 
If  thou  wilt  needs  go,  and  go  thus,  get  a  Cafe 
F'r  thy  Captainfhip,  a  Shower  will  fpoil  thee  elfe. 
Thus  much  for  thee. 

Tim.  Your  Lord  (hip's  wondrous  witty. 
Very  pleafant  belie ve*(.  {_Exit, 

Enter  Telamon,  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifus,  and  Leontius. 

Leon.  No  News  yet  of  my  Son  ? 

(11)  J^nd  let  me  be  in  Lo'ue  <wlth  all ;  and  none  in  Love  nvith  me  ] 
The  Meafure  in  this,  as  in  all  other  Plays,  has  been  greatly  neglefted  : 
It  is  generally  reftor'd  here  as  well  as  in  the  reft  ;  and  the  Reader 
will  find  even  Rhixne  as  well  as  Meafure  had  been  overlooked  ia 
t}}is  Pa (f age. 


Enter  Ifmenus  and  Timantus. 


3 


438  Cupid'^  Revenge. 

^ela.  Sii ,  there  be  divers  out  in  fearch  ;  no  doubt 
They'll  bring  the  Truth  where  h'  is,  or  the  Occafion 
That  led  him  hence,    ^im.  They  muft  have  good  Eyes 
then. 

Leon.  The  Gods  go  with  them  ;  who  be  thofe  that 
wait  there  ? 

'Tela.  I'he  Lord  Ifinenus^youv  General  for  his  difpatch. 
Leon,  Oil,  Nephew  5   we've  no  ufe  to  imploy  your 

Virtue 

In  our  War  ;  now  the  Province  is  well  fettled. 
Hear  you  ought  of  the  Marquis  ? 
Ijm.  No,  Sir. 

Leon,  'Ti^  ftrange  he  fhould  be  gone  thus : 
Thefe  five  Days  he  was  not  fcen. 

Tim  Ml  hold  my  Life,  I  could  bok  him  in  an  Hour. 

Leon.  Where  is  my  Daughter?  . 

Dor,  About  the  purging  of  the  Temples,  Sir. 

Leon.  She's  chalte  and  virtuous  ;  fetch  her  to  me. 
And  tell  her  1  am  pleas'd  to  grant  her  now 
Her  laft  Rcqueft,  without  repenting  me.       [Exit  Nifus< 
Be 't  what  it  will  j  flie  is  wife,  Dorialus, 
And  will  not  prefb  me  farther  than  a  Father. 

Dor.  I  pray  the  beft  may  follow  5  yet  if  your  Grace 
Had  taken  the  Opinions  of  your  People, 
At  lead  of  fuch,  whofe  Wifdoms  ever  wake 
About  your  Safety,  I  may  fay  it,  Sir, 
Under  your  noble  Pardon  ;  that  this  Change 
Either  had  been  more  Honour  to  the  Gods, 
Or  1  think  not  at  all.    Sir,  the  Princefs. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Nifus,  and  ZoiJus. 

Leon.  Oh  my  Daughter,  my  Health  ! 
And  did  I  fay,  my  Soul,  fly'd  not  5 
Thou  art  fo  near  me,  fpeak,  and  have  whatever 
Thy  wife  Will  leads  thee  to  ;  had  I  a  Heav'n, 
It  were  too  poor  a  Place  for  fuch  a  Goodnefs.  ' 

Dor.  W^hat*s  here  ? 

Jgen.  An  Ape's  Skin  ftuft  I  think,  it  is  fo  plump. 
Hid.  Sir,  you  have  pad  your  Word, 
Still  be  a  Prince,  and  hold  you  to  it.  Wonder 

Not 
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Not  that  I  prefs  you,  my  Life  lies  i'  your  Word  ; 
\i  you  break  that,  you've  broke  mv  Heart,  I  muft  ask 
That  that's  my  Shame,  and  your  Will  not  deny  me  ; 
Now  tor  Heav'n's  fake  be  not  forfworn. 

Leon,  By  the  Gods 
I  vvi'i  not,  1  cannot,  were  there  no  other 
Pow'r  than  my  Love  call'd  to  a  Witnefs  of  it. 

Dor.  rhey  have  much  Reafon  to  truft,  you  have  for-^ 
fworn 

One  of  'em  out  o'th'  Country  already. 

Hid.  Then  this  is  my  Requeft  :  This  Gentleman. 
Be  not  afham'd.  Sir  j  you  are  worth  a  Kingdom. 

Leon  In  what? 

Hid.  In  th'  way  of  Marriage. 

Leon,  How  ? 

Hid,  In  the  way  of  Marriage,  it  muft  be  fo. 
Your  Oath  is  ty'd  to  Heav'n  ;  as  my  Love 
To  him.    Leon.  I  know  thou  doft  but  try  my  Age, 
Come  ask  again.    Hid,  If  I  fhould  ask  all 
My  Life-time,  this  is  all  ftill.  Sir,  I'm  ferious,  I 
Muft  have  this  worthy  Man  without  enquiring  why  ; 
And  fuddenly,  and  freely  ;  do  not  look 
For  Reafon  or  Obedience  in  my  Words  ; 
My  Love  admits  no  Wifdom  :  Only  Hafte 
And  Hope  hangs  on  my  Fury.  Speak,  Sir,  fpeak. 
But  not 's  a  Father,  Pm  deaf  and  dull  to  Counfel  ; 
Inflamed  Blood  hears  nothing  but  my  Will  \ 
For  God's  fake  fpeak. 

Dor,  Here's  a  brave  Alteration. 

Kif,  This  comes  of  Chaftity. 

Hid,  Will  not  you  fpeak.  Sir  ? 

Agen,  The  God  begins  his  Vengeance  \  what  a  fweet 
Youth  he  has  fent  us  here,  with  a  Pudding  in's  Belly  ? 

Leon,  Oh  let  me  never  fpeak, 
Or  with  my  Words  let  me  fpeak  out  my  Life  ; 
Thou  Pow'r  abus'd  ;  great  Love,  whofe  Vengeance  now 
We  feel  and  fear,  have  mercy  on  this  Land, 

"Nif.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 
.  Leon,  Sick,  very  fick,  I  hope. 

D^r,  Gods  comfort  you. 

E  e  4  Hid. 
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Hid.  V/ill  not  you  fpeak  ?  Is  this  your  Royal  Word  ? 
Do  not  pull  Perjury  upon  your  Soul. 
Sir,  you  are  Old,  and  near  your  Punifliment ; 
Remember. 

Leon,  Away,  bafe  Woman. 
Hid.  Then  be  no  more  my  Father,  but  a  Plague, 
Tm  bound  to  pray  againft  ;  be  any  Sin 
May  force  me  to  defpair,  and  hang  myfelf, 
Bs  thy  Name  never  more  remembred.  King, 
But  in  Example  of  a  broken  Faith, 
And  Gurft  ev'n  to  Forgetfulnefs  ;  may  thy  Land 
Bring  forth  fuch  Monfters  as  thy  Daughter  is  ? 
Pm  weary  of  my  Rage.    I  pray  forgive  me. 
And  let  me  have  him,  will  you,  Noble  Sir  ? 

Leon,  Mercy,  mercy,  Heav'n  : 
Thou  Heir  of  all  Difhonour,  fhameft  thou  not 
To  draw  this  little  Moifture  left  for  Lite, 
Thus  rudely  from  me  }  Carry  that  Slave  to  Death. 

Zoil.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  Sir,  it  is  no  Fault  of  mine. 
That  fhe  will  love  me. 

Leon.  To  Death  with  him,  I  fay.  [him: 
Hid,  Then  make  hafte.  Tyrant,  (li)  or  Pll  be  before 
This  is  the  way  to  Hell. 

Leon.  Hold  fall,  I  charge  you 
Away  with  him. 

Hid.  Alas  old  Man,  Death  hath  more  Doors  than  one» 
And  I  will  meet  him.  [^Exit  Hid, 

Leon.  BorialuSy  pray 
See  her  i'  her  Chamber,  and  lay  a  Guard  about  her  5 
The  greateft  Curfe  the  Gods  lay  on  our  Frailties, 
Is  Will  and  Difobedience  in  our  Iflues, 
Which  we  beget  as  well  as  them  to  plague  us. 
With  our  fond  Loves    Beads  you  are  only  bleft: 
That  have  that  happy  Dulnefs  to  forget 
What  you  have  made,  your  young  ones  grieve  not  you. 
They  wander  where  they  lift,  and  have  their  ways 

(12)   or  -T// be  for  him:']   The  PrinceVs  here  attempts  to 

kill  herfelf,  and  the  natural  Reading  is  equally  neceffary  to  the  Mea- 
fure.  Mr.  Hheobald  concurs  with  me  in  this  Correton,  as  doej 
Mr.  Symffon  too. 

Without 
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Without  difhonour  to  you  ;  and  their  Ends 
Fall  on  *em,  without  Sorrow  of  their  Parents, 
(13)  Or  after-ill  Remembrance  :  Oh  this  Woman, 
Would  I  had  made  mylelf  a  Sepulcher, 
When  I  made  her :  Nephew,  where  is  the  Prince  ? 
Pray  God  he  have  not  more  part  of  her  Bafenefs 
Than  of  her  Blood  about  him.  Gentlemen, 
Where  is  he  ?    Ifm.  1  know  not,  Sir.    H'as  his  ways  by 
himfelf. 

Is  too  wife  for  my  Company.    Leon,  I  don't  like 
This  hiding  of  himlelf,  (14)  from  fuch  Society 
As  fuits  his  Perfon,  fome  of  you  needs  muft  know. 
IJm,  I'm  fure  not  i,  nor  have  known  twice  thefe  ten 
Days, 

Which  if  I  were  as  proud  as  fome  of  'em, 

I  ftiould  take  fcurvily  \  but  hd's  a  young  Man, 

And  let  him  have  his  fwinge,  'twill  make  him' 

[Timantus  whfpers  to  the  Buke, 
There's  fome  good  matter  now  in  Hand  : 
How  the  Slave  jeers  and  grins ;  the  Duke  is  pleas'd. 
There's  a  new  Pair  of  Scarlet  Hofe  now,  and  as  much 
Mony  to  fpare,  as  will  fetch  the  old  from  pawn, 
A  Hat  and  Cloak  to  go  out  in  to  Morrow  : 
Garters  and  Stockings  come  by  Nature. 

Leon,  Be  fure  of  this. 

^im,  I  durft  not  fpeak  elfe,  Sir. 

(13)  Or  after  ill  Remembrance : '-'•^'\  The  negleft  of  a  Hyphen 
to  make  after- ill  a  compoand  Adjective  render'd  chis  Paffage  very 
obfcure. 

(14)  From  fuch  Society  as  bis  Perfon ^ 

Some  of  it  ye  needs  muji  knonv.']  Former  Editions.  The  Changes 
now  introduced  render  both  the  Senfe  and  Meafure  tolerably  eafy.  I 
find  Mr.  Theobald's  Conjedure  on  the  Paffage  fo  near  mine,  that  ic 
js  of  no  Confequence  which  is  inferted  :  He  reads, 

■  as  fits  his  Perfon. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IL     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Cornets.  Cupid  Defcends. 

Cup.T   EucippuSy  thou  art  (hot  through  with  a  Shaft 

f  y  Than  will  not  rankle  long,  yet  fharp  enough 
To  fow  a  World  of  hclplefs  Mifery 
In  this  unhappy  Kingdom  5  doft  thou  think 
Becaufe  thou  art  a  Prince,  (15)  to  make  a  Party 
Againft  my  Power    but  it  is  all  the  Fault 
Of  thy  old  Father,  who  believes  his  Age 
Is  cold  enough  to  quench  my  burning  Darts, 
But  he  fhall  know  e'er  long,  that  my  Dart  loofe 
Can  thaw  Ice,  and  inflame  the  withered  Heart 
Of  Neftor  ;  thou  thyfelf  art  lightly  ftruck. 
But  his  mad  Love  fhall  publiih  that  the  Rage 
Of  Cupidy  has  the  Power  to  conquer  Age.  [^x//. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Bacha. 

Leu.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bacha.  Have  you  got  the  Spoil 
You  thirfted  for  ?  Oh  Tyranny  of  Men  ! 

Leu,  I  pray  thee  leave. 

Bacha.  Your  Envy  is,  Heav'n  knows. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  all  our  feeble  Sex  : 
What  pain,  alas,  could  it  have  been  to  you. 
If  I  had  kept  mine  Honour  ?  You  might  ftill 
Have  been  a  Prince,  and  ftill  this  Country's  Heir, 
That  innocent  Guard  which  I  till  now  had  kept, 
For  my  Defence,  my  Virtue,  did  it  feem 
So  dangerous  in  a  State,  that  you  yourfelf 
Came  to  fupprefs  it  }    Leu,  Dry  thine  Eyes  again, 
I'll  kifs  thy  Tears  away,  this  is  but  Folly, 
*Tis  paft  all  help.    Bacha.  Now  you  have  won  the 
Treafure, 

(15)  /<?  make  a  part 

Jgainji  my  Po'wer  ;  ]  Mr.  Sympfon  feems  to  have  hit  on  the 
true  Reading  here :  To  make  a  Tarty  being  a  much  more  natural 
Expreflion  than  the  old  Reading. 

'Tis 
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*Tis  my  requeft  that  you  would  leave  me  thus : 
And  never  Vee  thefe  empty  Walls  again, 
I  know  you  will  do  fo,  and  well  you  may  : 
For  there  is  nothing  in  'em  that  is  worth 
A  glance,  I  loath  myfelf,  and  am  become 
Another  Woman ;  One  methinks  with  whom 
I  want  acquaintance. 

Leu.  If  1  do  offend  thee, 
I  can  be  gone,  and  though  I  love  thy  fight. 
So  highly  do  I  prize  thine  own  Content, 
That  I  will  leave  thee. 

Bacha,  Nay,  you  may  ftay  now  ; 
You  fhould  have  gone  before  :  I  know  not  now 
Why  1  fhould  fear  you  :  All  I  fhould  have  kept 
Is  ftol'n  ;  nor  is  it  in  the  Power  of  Man 
To  rob  me  farther  s  if  you  can  invent, 
Spare  not ;  no  naked  Man  fears  robbing  lefs 
Than  I  do,  now  you  may  for  ever  ftay. 

Leu.  Why,  I  could  do  thee  farther  Wrong; 

Bacha.  You  have 
A  deeper  reach  in  ev'l  than  I :  'Tis  paft 
My  Thoughts.    Leu.  And  pafl  my  Will  to  a6t. 
But  truft  me  I  could  do  it.  Bacha.  Good  Sir  do. 
That  I  may  know  there  is  a  wrong  beyond 
What  you  have  done  me.  Leu.  I  could  tell  all  the  World 
What  thou  haft  done. 

Bacha,  Yes,  you  may  tell  the  World, 
And  do  you  think  I  am  fo  vain  to  hope 
You  will  not  ?  You  can  tell  the  World  but  this. 
That  I'm  a  Widow,  full  of  Tears  in  fhew, 
(My  Husband  dead,  and  one  that  lov'd  me  fo. 
Hardly  a  Week)  forgot  my  Modefty, 
And  caught  with  Youth  and  Greatnefs,  gave  myfelf 
To  live  in  Sin  with  you  ;  this  you  may  tell  : 
And  this  I  do  deferve.    Leu.  Why  doft  thou  think  me 
So  bafe  to  tell !  Thefe  Limbs  of  mine  fhall  part 
From  one  another  on  a  Rack, 
E'er  I  difclofe  ;  but  thou  doft  utter  Words 
That  much  afBid  me  ;  you  did  feem  as  ready. 
Sweet  Bachay  as  myfelf, 

Bacha. 
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Bacha.  Tou  are  a  right  Man, 
When  they  have  'witch'd  us  iflto  Mifery, 
Poor  innocent  Souls,  they  lay  the  Fault  on  us  : 
But  be  it  fo,  for  Prince  Leucippuj's  fake 
I  will  bear  any  thing. 

Leu.  Come  weep  no  more, 
I  wrought  thee  to  it,  it  was  my  Fault : 
Nay,  fee  if  thou  wilt  leave  ?  Here  take,  this  Pearl, 
Kifs  me  fweet  Bacba^  and  receive  this  Purfe. 

Bacha,  What  fhould  I  do  with  thefe  ?  They  will  not  deck 
My  Mind.    Leu.  Why  keep  'em  to  remember  me. 
I  muft  be  gone,  I  have  been  abfent  long  : 
I  know  the  Duke  my  Father  is  in  Rage, 
But  I  will  fee  thee  fuddenly  again. 
Farewel  my  Bacba. 

Bacha.  Gods  keep  you,  do  you  hear  Sir, 
Pray  give  me  a  Point  to  wear.    Leu.  AJas,  good  Bacha^ 
Take  one,  I  pray  thee  where  thou  wilt.    Bacha,  Coming 
From  you,  this  Point  is  of  as  high  Eftcem 
With  me,  as  all  Pearl  and  Gold  j  nothing  but  good 
Be  ever  with  or  near  you.    Leu.  Fare  thee  well. 
Mine  own  good  Bacha  ;  I  will  make  all  hafte.  [Exit, 

Bacha.  Juft  as  you  are  a  Dozen  I  eftecm  you : 
No  more,  does  he  think  I  would  proftitute 
Myfelf  for  Love  r  It  was  the  love  of  thefe  Pearls 
And  Gold  that  w^on  me,  I  confefs  I  luft 
More  after  him  than  any  other. 
And  would  at  any  rate,  if  I  had  ftore, 
Purchafe  his  Fellowfhip  ;  but  being  poor, 
Pil  both  enjoy  his  Body  and  his  Purle, 
And  he  a  Prince,  ne'er  think  myfelf  the  worfe. 

Enter  Leontius,  Leucippus,  Ifmenus,  and  Timantus. 

Leon.  Nay,  you  muft  back  and  fhew  us  what  it  is. 
That  'witches  you  out  of  your  Honour  thus. 

Bacha,  Who's  that  ? 

^im.  Look  there.  Sir. 

Leon.  Lady,  ne'er  fly. 
You  are  betray 'd. 

Bacha,  Leave  me  my  Tears  a  while, 

And 
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And  to  my  juft  Rage  give  a  little  place  : 
What  faucy  Man  are  you,  that  without  leave 
Enters  upon  a  Widow's  mournful  Houfe  ? 
You  hinder  a  dead  Man  from  many  Tears, 
Who  did  deferve  more  than  the  World  can  fhed. 
Though  they  (hould  weep  themfelves  to  Images. 
If  not  for  Love  of  me,  yet  of  yourfelf 
Away,  for  you  can  bring  no  Comforts  to  me. 
But  you  may  carry  hence,  you  know  not  what* 
Nay,  Sorrow  is  infedtious. 

Leon,  Thou  thyfelf 
Art  grown  infeflious ;  wouldft  thou  know  my  Name  ? 
I  am  the  Duke,  Father  to  this  young  Man 
Whom  thou  corrupt'ft. 

Bacha,  Has  he  then  told  him  all  } 
Leu,  You  do  her  wrong.  Sir. 
Bacha,  O  he  has  not  told. 
Sir,  I  befeech  you  pardon  my  wild  Tongue,  v 
Direded  by  a  weak  diftemper'd  Head 

Madded  with  Grief :  Alas  I  did  not  know  : 

You  were  my  Sovereign  ;  but  now  you  may 

Command  my  poor  unworthy  Life, 

Which  will  be  none  I  hope^  e'er  long, 
Leon,  All  thy  diffembling 

Will  never  hide  thy  Shame :  And  wer't  net  more 

Refpeding  Woman-hood  in  general. 

Than  any  thing  in  thee,  thou  Ihouldft  be  made 

Such  an  Example,  that  Pofterity, 

When  they  would  fpeak  moft  bitterly,  Ihould  fay, 

*Thou  art  as  impudent  as  Bacha  was. 

Bacha,  Sir,  though  you  be  my  King,  whom  I  will  ferve 

In  all  juft  Caufes,  yet  when  wrongfully 

You  feek  to  take  my  Honour,  I  will  rife 

Thus,  and  defy  you ;  for  it  is  a  Jewel 

Dearer  than  you  can  give,  which  whilft  I  keep, 

(Though  in  this  lowly  Houfe)  I  lhall  efteem 

Myfelf  above  the  Princes  of  the  Earth 

That  are  without  it.  If  the  Prince  your  Son, 

Whom  you  accufe  me  wkh,  know  how  to  ff  eak 

Difhonour  of  me,  if  he  do  not  do  ir, 

Jhc 
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The  Plagues  of  HeJl  Jight  on  him,  may  he  never 

Govern  this  Kingdom,  here  I  challenge  him 

Before  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  my  Liege,  and  thefe. 

To  fpeak  the  word  he  can  5  if  he  will  lye, 

To  lofe  a  Woman's  Fame,  I'll  fay  he  is 

Like  you  (I  think  I  cannot  call  him  worfej 

He's  dead,  that  with  his  Life  would  have  defended 

My  Reputation,  and  1  forc'd  to  play 

(That  which  I  am)  the  foolifh  Woman,  and  ufe 

My  liberal  Tongue.    Leu.  Is't  poflible  ! 

We  Men  are  Children  in  our  Carriages, 

Compar'd  with  Women    'wake  thyfelf  for  fhame, 

And  leave  not  her  whofe  Honour  thou  fhould'ft  keep 

Safe  as  thine  own,  alone  to  free  herfelf  : 

But  I  am  preft  I  know  not  how,  with  Guilt, 

And  feel  my  Confcience  (never  us'd  to  lye^ 

Loath  to  allow  my  Tongue  to  add  a  Lye 

To  that  too  much  I  did  ;  but  it  is  lawful 

To  defend  her,  that  only  for  my  Love 

Lov'd  evil.    Leon.  Tell  me,  why  did  you,  Leucippus, 

Stay  here  fo  long  ?    Leu,  If  I  can  urge  ought  from  me 

But  Truth,  Hell  take  me.    Leon.  What's  the  matter. 

Why  fpeak  you  not  ? 

^im.  Alas,  good  Sir,  forbear 
To  urge  the  Prince,  you  fee  his  fhamefacednefs. 

Bacha.  What  does  he  fay.  Sir?  If  thou  be  a  Prince 
Shew  it,  and  tell  the  Truth. 

Ifm.  If  you've  lain  with  her. 
Tell  y'r  Father  ;  no  doubt  but  he  has  done  as  III 
Before  now  :  The  Gentlewoman  will  be  proud  on't. 

Bacha.  For  God*s  fake  fpeak. 

Leu.  Have  you  done  prating  yet  ? 

Ifm.  Who  prates  ? 

Leu.  Thou  know'ft  I  do  not  fpeak  to  thee  Jfmenus : 
But  what  faid  you,  Timantus,  concerning  my  Shame- 
faced nefs  ? 

Sifztt.  Nothing,  I  hope,  that  might  difpleafe  your 
Highnefs. 

Leu.  If  any  of  thy  great,  Great-grandmothers 
This  thoufand  Years,  had  been  as  chafte  as  Ihe, 

It 
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It  would  have  made  thee  honefter  ;  I  ftay'd 

To  hear  what  you  wou'd  fay  ;  fhe  is,  by  Heav'n, 

Of  the  moft  ftridl  and  blamelefs  Chaftity 

That  ever  Woman  was  :  (Good  Gods  forgive  me) 

Had  Tarquin  met  with  her,  fhe  had  been  kill'd 

With  a  Slave  by  her,  e'er  fhe  had  agreed : 

I  lie  with  her  !  wou'd  I  might  perifh  then. 

Our  Mothers,  whom  we  all  muft  reverence. 

Could  ne'er  exceed  her  for  her  Chaftity, 

Upon  my  Soul,  for  by  this  Light  fhe  is 

A  moft  obftinate  modeft  Creature. 

Leon.  What  did  you  then 
With  her  fo  long,  Leucippus  ?  Leu,  I'll  tell  you,  Sir  : 
You  fee  (he's  beautiful.    Leon,  I  fee  it  well. 

Leu,  Mov'd  by  her  Face,  I  came  with  luftful  Thoughts, 
Which  was  a  Fault  in  me  :  but  telling  Truth, 
Something  more  pardonable,  (and  for  the  World 
I  will  not  lye  to  you  : )  Proud  of  myfelf, 
I  thought  a  Prince's  Name 
Had  power  to  blow  'em  down  flat  of  their  Backs  5 
But  here  I  found  a  Rock  not  to  be  fhook  : 
For  as  I  hope  for  good.  Sir,  all  the  Battery 
That  I  could  lay  to  her,  or  of  my  Perfon, 
My  Greatnefs  or  my  Gold,  could  nothing  move  her. 

Leon,  'Tis  very  ftrange,  being  fo  young  and  fair. 

Leu,  She's  almoft  thirty.  Sir. 

Leon.  How  do  you  know 
Her  Age  fo  juft  ?    Leu.  She  told  it  me  herfelf 
Once  when  fhe  went  about  to  fliew  by  Reafon 
I  fhould  leave  wooing  her. 

Leon.  She  ftains  the  ripeft  Virgins  of  her  Age. 

Leu,  If  I  had  fin'd  with  her,  I  would  be  loath 
To  publifh  her  Difgrace  ;  but  by  my  Life 
I  would  have  told  it  you,  becauie  I  think 
You  would  have  pardon'd  me  the  rather  for  it : 
( 16)  And  I  will  tell  you  farther  ;  By  this  Light,  Sir, 

(16)  And  I  nKilltell  your  Father :  ]     I  doubted  whether  we 

Ihould  read  you  Father,  or  you  farther  ;  and  in  Mr  Ueolald\U2.T- 
gin  I  found  the  former  quoted  from  the  old  Quartos,  and  the  latter  a« 
his  own  Corjeaure.  Mr.  Sympfon  too  has  fince  fcnt  mz  farther  as 
his  Reading,  and  it  is  moft  probably  the  true  one. 

(Buc 
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(But  that  I  never  will  beftow  myfelf 

But  to  your  liking)  if  (he  now  would  have  me, 

1  now  would  marry  her. 

Leon,  How's  that,  Leucippus  I 

Leu.  Sir,  will  you  pardon  me  one  Fault,  which  yet 
I  have  not  done,  but  had  a  Will  to  do. 
And  I  will  tell  it  ?    Leon.  Be't  what  it  will 
I  pardon  thee* 

Leu.  I  offered  Marriage  to  her* 

Leon.  Did  fhe  refufe  it? 

Leu.  With  that  earneftnefs. 
And  almoft  fcorn  to  think  of  any  other 
After  her  lofl:  Mate,  that  fhe  made  me  think 
Myfelf  unworthy  of  her.    Leon.  You  have  ftay'd 
Too  long,  Leucippus.    Leu.  Yes,  Sir,  forgive  me  Heav^n^ 
What  Multitude  of  Oaths  have  i  beftow'd 
On  Lies,  and  yet  they  were  offlcious  Lies, 
There  was  no  Malice  in  'em.    Leon,  She's  the  faireft 
Creature  that  ever  I  beheld  ;  and  then 
So  chafte,  'tis  wonderful,  the  more  I  look 
On  her,  the  more  I  am  amaz'd.    I've  long 
Thought  of  a  Wife,  and  one  I  would  have  had, 
But  that  1  was  afraid  to  meet  a  Woman 
That  might  abufe  my  Age,  but  here  fhe  is 
Whom  1  may  truft  to  5  of  a  Chaftity 
Impregnable,  and  approv'd  fo  by  my  Son  : 
The  meannefs  of  her  Birth  will  ftill  preferve  her 
In  due  Obedience  ;  and  her  Beauty  is 
Of  force  enough  to  pull  me  back  to  Youth. 
My  Son  once  fent  away,  whofe  Rival  (hip 
I  have  juft  Caufe  to  fear,  if  Power,  or  Gold, 
Or  Wit,  can  win  her  to  me,  fhe  is  mine. 
Nephew  Ifmenus^  I  have  new  intelligence 
Your  Province  is  unquiet  ftill. 

Jfm.  I  am  glad  on't. 

Leon.  So  dangeroufly,  that  I  mufl  fend  the  Prince 
In  Perfon  with  you.    Ifm.  I'm  glad  of  that  too.  Sir, 
Will  you  difpatch  us,  we  fliall  wither  here 
For  ever,    Leon,  You  (hall  be  difpatch'd  within 

This 
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This  Hour  :  Leucippus^  never  wonder,  nor  ask, 

It  muft  be  thus.    Lady,  1  ask  your  Pardon, 

Whofe  Virtue  I  have  flubber'd  with  my  Tongue, 

And  you  fhall  ever  be 

Chafte  in  my  Memory  hereafter  ;  but 

We  old  Men  often  doat  ;  to  make  amends 

For  my  great  Fault,  receive  that  Ring :  I'm  forry  for 

Your  Grief,  may  it  foon  leave  you  :  Come,  my  Lords, 

Let  us  be  gone.  *  [Exeunt, 

Bacha.  Heav'n  blefs  your  Grace.    One  that  had 
But  fo  much  Modefty  left,  as  but  to  blufh. 
Or  fl^rink  a  little  at  his  firft  Encounter, 
Had  been  undone ;  where  I  come  off  with  Honour, 
And  Gain  too :  They  that  never  wou'd  be  trad 
In  any  Courfe,  by  the  moft  fubtle  Senfe 
Muft  bear  it  through  wich  frontlefs  Impudence*  [Exit, 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  and  Nifus. 

'Dor.  This,  Gentlemen,  is  a  ftrange  piece  of  Juftice, 
To  put  the  wretched  Dwarf  to  Death  becaufe 
She  cipated  on  him  ;  is  flic  not  a  Woman, 
And  fubjedl  to  thofe  mad  Figaries  her  whole 
Sex  is  infeded  with  }  Had  flie  lov'd  you,  or  you. 
Or  I,  or  all  on's,  (as  indeed  the  more 
The  merrier  ftill  with  them)  muft  we  therefore 
Have  our  Heads  par'd  with  a  Hatchet  ?  So  ftie  may  love 
All  the  Nobility  out  o'th'  Dukedom  in 
A  Month,  and  let  the  Rafcals  in. 

Kif,  You  will  not,  or  you  do  not  fee  the  need 
That  makes  this  juft  to  the  World  } 

Dor,  I  cannot  tell,  I  would  be  loth  to  feel  it  5 
But  the  beft  is,  ftie  loves  not  proper  Men, 
We  three  were  in  wife  Cafes  elfe  •,  but  make  me  know 
This  need.    Kif.  Why  yes :  He  being  taken  away. 
This  bafe  Incontinence  dies  prefently. 
And  flie  muft  fee  her  Shame  and  Sorrow  for  it. 

Dor,  Pray  God  ftie  do    but  was  the  Sprat  beheaded, 
Or  did  they  fwing  him  about  like  a  Chicken,  and 
So  break  his  Neck  ?    Agen.  Yes,  he  was  beheaded. 
And  a  folemn  Juftice  made  of  it.    Dor,  That  might 
Have  been  deduced. 

Vol.  IX.  Ff  Agen. 
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Agen,  Why  how  would  you  have  had  him  died  ? 
Dor,  Faith  I  would  have  had  him  (17)  roafted  like  a  . 
Warden 

In  a  brown  Paper,  and  no  more  talk  on't ;  or 

^  Feather  ftuck  in's  Head  like  a  Quail  ;  or  a  hanged  him 

In  a  Dog-collar;  why  fhould  he  be  beheaded  ? 

We  fhall  ha,'  it  grow  fo  bafe  fhortly,  Gentlemen 

Will  be  out  of  Jove  with  it. 

iV//  -I  wonder  frbm  whence  this  Love  of  the  Dwarf  *s 
firft  fprung  ? 

Dor.  From  an  old  Jeacherous  pair  of  Breeches,  that 
Lay  upon  a  Wench  to  keep  her  warm ;  for  certainly. 
They  are  no  Man's  work  ;  and  I'm  fure  a  Monkey 
Would  get  one  of  the  Guard  to  this  Fellow, 
He  was  no  bigger  than  a  fmall  Portmanteau, 
And  much  about  that  making  if 'tad  Legs. 

Agen,  But,  Gentlemen,  what  fay  you  to  the  Prince  > 
Nif.  Ay,  concerning  his  being  fent  I  know  not  whither 
Df?r Why  then  he  will  come  home  1  know  not  when  j 
You  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  talk  no  more  of 
This  Subjedl,  but  fay,  the  Gods  be  with  him 
Where-e'er  he  is,  and  fend  him  well  home  again  : 
For  why  he  is  gone,  or  when  he  will  return. 
Let  them  know  that  dire6bed  him  :  Only  this. 
There's  -mad  Morifco's  in  the  State 
But  what  they  are,  I'll  tell  you  when  I  know. 
Come,  let's  go,  hear  all,  and  fay  nothing.  Jgen.  Content. 

Enter  Tirnantus  and  Telamon. 

yW.  TimantiiSy  is  the  Duke  ready  yet  ?  • 

Tim,  Almoft. 

TeL  What  ails  him  ? 

T'im,  Faith  I  know  not,  I  think  he  has  dreamt 
He's  but  Eighteen  ;  has  been  worfe  fince  he  fent  you 
Forth  for  the  frizling  Iron.    Tel,  That  cannot  be, 

(17)   roajled  like  a  Warden 

In  a  hrcnvn  Papery  ]    What  a  Warden  is,  or,  if  a  Cor- 

.  ruption,  what  the  true  Word  fhould  be,  I  muft  refer  to  the  Learned  in 
the  Art  of  Cooker/. 

He 
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He  lay  in  Gloves  all  Night,  and  this  Morning  I 
Brought  him  a  new  Periwig,  witli.a  Lock  at  it,  and 
Knockt  up  a  Swing  in's  Chamber,    lim,  O  but  fince, 
His  Taylor  came,  and  they  have  fallen  out 
About  the  Fafhion  of  his  Cloaths  ;  and  yondet's 
A  Fellow  come,  has  bor*d  a  Hole  in's  Ear ; 
And  h'  has  befpoke  a  Vaulting-horfe,  you  ihall  fee  him 
come 

Forth  prefently  5  he  looks  juft  like  Winter, 

Stuck  here  and  there  with  frefh  Flowers.    ^tU  Will 

he  not 
Tilt,  think  you  ? 

*Tim,  I  think  he  will. 

Tel,  What  does  he  mean  to  do  ? 

Ttm.  1  know  not ; 
But  by  this  Light  I  think  he  is  in  love  ; 
He  wou'd  ha'  been  fhaved  but  for  me.    ^el.  In  love 
With  whom  ?  'Tim,  I,could  guefs,  but  you  (hall  pardon  me  \ 
He  will  take  me  along  with  him  fome  whither. 

I  over-heard  him  ask  your  Opinion  of 
Some  Bodies  Beauty. 

•  Tim.  Yes,  there  it  goes,  that  makes  him 
So  youthful,  and  he  has  laid  by  his  Crutch, 
And  halts  now  with  a  leading  Staff. 

Enter  Leontius,  with  a  Staff  and  a  Looking-glafi^ 

Leon,  Timantus. 
^im.  Sir. 

Leon.  This  Feather  is  not  large  enough; 
jT/'/w.  Yes  faith, 
'Tis  fuch  an  one  as  the  reft  of  the  young  Gallants  wear; 
Leon,  7'elamony  does  it  do  well  ? 
^el.  Sir,  it  becomes  you,  or  you  become  it,  the  rare- 

lieft  

Leon.  Away,  doft  think  fo  ? 

Tel,  Think,-  Sir,  I  know  it.  Sir,  the  Princefs  is  pad 
all  hope  of  Life  fince  the  Dwarf  was  put  to  Death. 

Leon,  Let  her  be  fo,  I  have  other  matters  in  Hand ; 
but  this  fame  Taylor  angers  me,  he  has  triade  my  Doublet 
fo  wide  5  and  fee,  the  Knave  has  put  no  Points  at  my  Arm. 

F  f  2  T'im. 
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^im.  Thofe  will  be  put  to  quickly.  Sir,  upon  any 
Occafion. 

Leon,  ^elamoriy  have  you  bid  this  Dancer  come  a 
Mornings  ? 
fel  Yes,  Sir. 

Leon.  Timantus^  let  me  fee  the  Glafs  again  ; 
Look  you  how  carelefs  you  are  grown,  is  this  Tooth 
Well  put  in  ? 

Tim.  Which,  Sir? 

Leon.  This,  Sir. 

Tim.  It  lhall  be. 

Tel.  Methinks  that  Tooth  fhould  puf  him 
In  mind  on's  Years  j  and  Ttmantus  (lands,  as  if 
(Seeing  the  Duke  in  fuch  a  youthful  Habit) 
H'  were  looking  in  his  Mouth  how  old  he  were* 

Leon.  So,  fo. 

Tel.  Will  you  have  your  Gown,  Sir  ? 
Leon.  My  Gown  ? 
Why,  am  I  fick  ?  bring  me  my  Sword,  and  let 

lExit  Tel. 

A  couple  of  the  great  Horfes  be  brought  out  for  us. 

Tim.  He'll  kill  himfelf.    Why,  will  you  ride,  Sir  >  * 

Leon,  Ride? 
Doft  think  I  cannot  ride  ?    Tim.  O  yes.  Sir, 
I  know  it ;  but  as  I  conceive  your  Journey, 
You'd  have  it  private  ;  and  then  you  were  better  take 
A  Coach.    Leon.  Thefe  Coaches  make  me  fick  ;  yet  'tis. 
No  matter,  let  it  be  fo. 

Enter  Telamon  with  a  "Sword. 

Tel.  Here's  your  Sword,  Sir. 
/   Leon.  O  well  faid    let  me  fee  it,  I  could  methinks^ 
Why  Telamony  bring  me  another  j  what,  think'ftthoa 
I'll  wear  a  Sword  in  vain  ? 

Tel.  He  has  not  ftrength 
Enough  to  draw  it. 

A  Yoke  of  Fleas  ty'd  to  a  Hair  would  have  drawn  it. 
'Tis  out.  Sir,  now,  the  Scabbard  is  broke. 

Leon.  O  put  it  up  again,  and  on  with  it ; 
Methinks  I'm  not  dreft  till  I  feel  my  Sword  on. 

Telamon f 


453 


Telamony  if  any  of  my  Council  ask  for  me. 
Say  I  am  gone  to  take  the  Air. 

Tim.  (18)  He  has  not 
Been  dreft  this  twenty  Years  thus ;  if  this  Vein 
Hold  but  a  Week,  he'll  learn  to  play  o'ch'  Bafe-viol 
And  fmg  to't :  He's  poetical  already  ; 
For  I  have  fffy'd  a  Sonnet  of  his  making 
Lie  by  his  Bed's  fide.  Til  be  fo  unmannerly  • 


Enler  Hidafpes,  Cleophila,  aad  Hero ;  Hidafpes  ifj  a  Bed. 

(19)  Hid,  He's  dead,  he's  dead,  and  I  am  following* 

Cleo,  Ask  Cufid  mercy,  Madam. 

Hid,  O  my  Heart. 

CUo,  Help !  ftir  her,  Hero. 

Hid.  O,  O ! 

Cleo,  She's  going,  wretched  Women  that  we  are  ; 
Look  to  her,  and  Til  pray  the  while.  \She  kneels. 

Hero.  Why,  Madam  ?— 

Cleo.  Cupidy  pardon  what  is  paft. 
And  forgive  our  Sins  at  lart. 
Then  we  will  be  coy  no  more. 
But  thy  Deity  adore  ; 
Troths  at  fifteen  we  will  plight. 
And  will  tread  a  Dance  at  Night, 
In  the  Fields,  or  by  the  Fire, 

With  the  Youtfis  that  have  defire- —  How  does  fhe  yet  ? 
Hero.  O,  ill! 

Cleo,  Given  Ear-rings  we  will  wear. 
Bracelets  of  our  Lovers  Hair, 
Which  they  on  our  Arms  fliall  tvyift, 
A/Vith  their  Names  carv'd,  on  our  Wrift; 
All  the  Mony  that  we  owe. 
We  in  Tokens  will  beftow ; 

(18)  He  has  not  been  drejt  this  ttventy  Tears  then,]  Former  Editions. 
{19)  He'' s  dead y  he* s  deadj  and  lamfollonving,']  This  Line  was 
abfurdly  put  in  the  former  Scene,  and  made  the  End  o{  Timantus's 
Speech.  Every  Reader,  as  well  as  Mr.  Theoba/d  and  myfelf,  mull 
have  feen  the  Abfurdity  at  firft  Glance,  and  that  it  belong'd  to  the 
Priacefs. 


To  read  it.  • 


Ff  3 
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And  learn  to  write,  that  when  'tis  fent. 
Only  our  Loves  know  what  it  meant : 
O  then  pardon  what  is  paft. 

And  forgive  our  Sins  at  laft.  What,  mends  Ihe  ? 

Hero.  Nothing,  you  do  it  not  wantonly,  you  (hou'd  fing. 
Leave,  leave,  'tis  now  too  late. 

Cleo.  Why? 
Is  flie  dead  ? 

Hero.  Her  lafl:  is  breathed;  • 
Cko.  What  (hall  we  do  ? 
Hero.  Go  run. 
And  tell  the  Duke  ;  and  whilfl:  I'll  clofe  her  Eyes, 

Thus  I  fhut  thy  faded  Light, 

And  put  it  in  eternal  Night. 

Where  is  ftie  can  boldly  fay, 

Though  flie  be  as  frelh  as  May^ 

She  fhall  not  by  this  Corps  be  laid. 

E'er  to  Morrow's  Light  do  fade  ? 

Let  us  all  now  living  be, 

Warn'd  by  thy  ftrid  Chaftity  ; 

And  marry  all  fall  as  we'can, 

'Till  then  we  keep  a  piece  of  Man, 

Wrongfully  from  them  that  owe  it. 

Soon  may  every  Maid  beftow  k.  [Exeuni. 

Enter  Bacha  and  a  Maid, 
Bacha.  Who  is  it  ? 

Maid.  Forfooth  there's  gallant  Coach  at  the  Door, 
And  the  brave  old  Man  in't,  that  you  faid  was  the  Duke, 

Bacha.  Cupid.,  grant  he  may  be  taken.  Away. 

Maid^  He's  coming  up,  and  looks  the  fwaggeringft. 
And  has  fuch  glorious  Cloaths. 

Bacha.  (20)  Let  all  the  Houfe  feem  fad,  and  fee  all 
handfome. 

I.nter  Leontius  and  Timantus,  with  a  Jewel  and  a  Ring^ 
Leon.  Nay,  Widow,  fly  not  back,  we  come  not  now 

(2o)  Let  ell  the  Houfe  fee  me  fad,  ]   Both  the  Senfe  and  Meafure 

confirm  a  very  Emendation  of  Mr.  Theobald's  here  j  fectn  for  fee  me. 
Mr.  Syrrpfon  has  fence  fen:  me  ihe  fame  Correction. 

To 
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To  chide,  ftand  up  and  bid  me  freely  welcome. 

Bachd.  To  a  poor  Widow's  Houfe,  that  knows  no  end 
Of  her  ill  Fortune,  your  Highnefs  is  moft  welcome. 

Leon.  Come  kifs  me  then,  this  is  but  Manners,  Widow  : 
Ne'er  fling  your'f^ead  afide,  I  have  more  caufe 
Of  Grief  than  you  ;  my  Daughter's  dead  :  but  what  ? 
Tis  nothing.-  Is  the  rough  French  Horfc  brought  to  th' 


They  fay  he  is  a  high  Goer,  I  lhall  foon  try 
His  Mettle.    Tim,  He  will  be,  Sir,  and  the  gray 
Barhary^  they're  fiery  both.    Lecn,  They  are  the  better  : 
Before  the  Gods  Pm  lightfome,  very  lightfome  ; 
How  docft  thou  like  me.  Widow  ?    Bacha.  As  a  Perfon 
In  whom  all  Graces  are.    Leon.  Come,  come,  ye  flatter ; 
I'll  clap  your  Cheek  for  that,  and  you  fhall  not 
Be  angry.    Haft  no  Mufick  :  Now  could  I  cut 
Three  times  with  eafe,  and  do  a  crofs  Point,  fhould 
Shame  all  your  Gallants.    Bacha,  1  do  believe  you,  and 
Yourfelf  too  : 

Lord  what  a  fine  old  Zany  my  Love  has  made  him . 
*ls  mine,  I'm  fure :  Heav'n  make  me  thankful  for  him  J 

Leon.  Tell  me  how  old  thou  art,  my  pretty  fweet 
Heart  ? 

Tim,  Your  Grace  will  fure  not  buy  her,  (he  may  trip,  Sir  ? 

Bacha.  My  Sorrow  fhovvs  me  elder  than  1  am 
By  many  Years.    Leon.  Thou  art  fo  witty  I 
Muft  kifs  again.    Tim.  Indeed  her  Age  lies  not 
In  h'r  Mouth;  ne'er  look  it  there.  Sir,  fhe  has 
A  better  Regifter,  if't  be  not  burnt. 

Leon,  I  will  kifs  thee ;  I  am  afire,  Timantus. 

Tim.  Can  you  chufe.  Sir,  having  fuch  heav'nly  Fire 
Before  you  ? 

Leon.  Widow,  guefs  why  I  come,  I  prithee  do. 

Bacha.  I  cannot.  Sir,  unlcfs  you  be  pleas'd  to  make 
A  Mirth  out  of  my  Rudenefs  ;  and  that  I  hope 
Your  Pity  will  not  let  ye,  the  Subjedl  is 
So  barren  :  Bite,  King,  Bite,  I'll  let  you  play  a  while. 

Leon.  Now  as  Pm  honeft  Man,  I'll  tell  thee  truly  j 
How  many  Foot  did  I  jump,  yefterday, 
Timantus  ? 


Door  ? 


Tim. 
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T/w. Fourteen  of  your  own,  and  fome  three  Fingers.' 
Bacha.  This  Fellow  lies  as  lightly,  as  if  he  were  in  cut 
Taftata, 

Alas  good  Almanack  get  thee  to  bed, 

And  tell  what  Weather  we  fliall  have  to  Morrow. 

Leon,  Widow,  Pm  come  in  fhort  to  be  a  Suitor. 

Bacha,  For  whom  ? 

Leon,  Why,  by  my  Troth,  I  come  to  wooe  thee  Wench  \ 
And  win  thee  for  myfelf :  Nay,  look  upon  me  ; 
I  have  about  me  that  will  do  it.    Bacha,  Now 
Heav'n  defend  me,  (2!)  your  Whore  I  fliall  be  never: 
I  thank  the  Gods,  1  have  a  little  left  me 
To  keep  me  warm  and  honeft  j  if  your  Grace 
Take  n't  that,  I  feek  no  more.    Leon,  I  am  fo  far 
From  taking  any  thing,  I'll  add  unto  thee. 

Bacha.  Sir,  fuch  Additions  may  be  for  your  Eafe, 
Not  for  my  Honefty  ;  I  am  well  enough 
In  being  fingie,  good  Sir,  feek  another, 
I  am  no  Meat  for  Mony. 

Leon,  Shall  I  fight  for  thee  ? 
This  Sword  lhall  cut  his  Throat,  that  dares  lay  claim 
But  to  a  Finger  of  thee,  but  to  a  Look, 
I  would  fee  fuch  a  Fellow.    Bacha.  It  would  be 
But  a  cold  fight  to  you  :    This  is  the  Father  of 
St.  George  a  Foot-back,  can  fuch  dry  Mummy  talk  ? 

Ttm.  Before  the  Gods,  your  Grace  looks  like  jEneas. 

Bacha.  He  looks  like  his  old  Father  upon  his  Back, 
Crying  to  get  Aboard. 

Leon,  How  fhall  I  win  thy  Love,  I  pray  thee  tell  me  ^ 
I'll  marry  thee  if  thou  defireft  that : 
That  is  an  honeft  Courfe,  I'm  in  good  earned. 
And  prefently  within  this  Hour,  am  mad  for  thee  : 
Prithee  deny  me  not,  for  as  I  live 
I'll  pine  thee,  but  Til  have  thee. 

Bacha.  Now  he  is  in  the  Toil,  PlI  hold  him  faft. 

"Tim,  You  do  not  know  what  'tis  to  be  a  Queen, 

(21}   your  Whore  Jhall  never  :  ]  The  Senfe  and  Meafurc  being 

t)o:h  defedive,  I  have  put  in  the  natural  Words  that  fupply  both. 

Go 
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(22)  Goto,  you're  mad,  elfe* what  th*  old  Man  falls 
Ihort  of, 

There's  others  can  eech  out,  when  you  pleafe  to  call  on  'em. 

Bacha,  I  underftand  you  not  \  Love,  I  adore  thee, 
Sir  on  my  Knees  I  give  you  hearty  thanks, 
For  fo  much  honouring  your  humble  Hand-maid 
Above  her  Birth  :  far  mote  her  weak  defervings, 
I  dare  not  truft  the  envious  Tongues  of  all        ,  . 
That  muft  repine  at  my  unworthy  rifing. 
Befide,  youVe  many  fair  ones  in  your  Kingdom, 
Born  to  fuch  worth :  O  turn  yourfelf  about. 
And  make  a  noble  choice. 

Leon,  If  1  do,  let  me  famifh  ;  I  will  have  thee. 
Or  break  up  Houfe,  and  board  here. 

Bacha.  Sir,  you  may 
Command  an  unwilling  Woman  to  obey  ye  ;  * 
But  Heav'n  knows*  Leon,  No  more : 

Thefe  half  a  dozen  KifTes,  and  this  Jewel, 
And  every  thing  I  have,  and  away  with  me. 
And  clap  it  up  ;  and  have  a  Boy  by  Morning. 

Let  one  be  fent  Poft  for  my  Son  again  ; 
And  for  Ifmenus ;  they're  fcarce  twenty  Miles 
On  their  way  yet,  by  that  time  we'll  be  married. 

^im.  There  fhall,  Sir.  ^Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor  and  Nifus. 

Nif.  T  S  n't  this  a  fine  Marriage  ? 
X    y^gen.  Yes,  yes,  let  it  alone. 
Dor.  Ay,  ay,  the  King  may  marry  whom  he  lift. 
Let's  talk  of  other  Matters.    Nif.  Is  the  Prince 
Coming  home  certainly  ^    Dor.  Yes,  yes,  he  was 

.(22)  Go  too  you  Maid,  ]    Mr.  ThobaiJand  I  concurrM  in  the 

Conje£lure  on  this  Paffage,  which  I  believe  will  be  affenccd  to  by  every 
Reader.   Mr.  Symp/an  too  fent  nje  the  fame. 
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Sent  Poft  for  yefterday,  let's  make  hafte  we*JJ  fee 
How  his  new  Mother-in-law  will  entertain  him. 

Nif,  Why  well,  1  warrant  you ;  did  you  not  mark 
How  humbly  fhe  carried  herfelf  to  us  on 
Her  Marriage-day,  acknowledging  her  own 
Unworthinefs,  and  that  fhe  woujd  be  our  Servant  ? 

Dor.  But  mark  what's  done. 

Nif.  'Regard  not  fhew. 

Agen,  O  God ! 
I  knew  her  when  I  have  been  ofPred  her 
T'  be  brought  t'  my  Bed  for  five  Pounds ;  whether 
It  could  have  been  perform'd  or  no,  I  know  not. 

Nif.  Her  Daughter  is  a  pretty  Lady.    Bor.  Yes ; 
And  having  had  but  a  mean  bringing  up, 
It  talks.the  prcttilieft  and  innocentlieft. 
The  Queen  will  be  f '  angry  t'  hear  her  betray 
Her  Breeding  by  her  Language  j  but  I'm  perfwaded 
She's  well  difpos'd. 

Jgen.  I  think  better  than  her  Mother. 

JSlif,  Come,  we  (lay  too  Joiag.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ifmenus. 

Ifm.  Hownow,Man,  ftrook  dead  with  aTale?  Leu,  No, 
But  with  a  Truth.    Ifm.  (23)  Stand  of  yourfelf  j  can  you 
endure  Blows, 

And  Ihrink  at  Words  ?    Leu,  Thou  know'ft  I've  told 
thee  all. 

Ifni,  But  that's  all  nothing  t'  make  you  thus  >  your  Sifter 
Is  dead.    Leu,  That's  much,  but  not  the  moft. 

Ifm,  Why,  for  the  other 
Let  h'r  marry  and  hang,  it  is  no  purpos'd  Fault 
Of  yours  \  and  if  your  Father  will  needs  hav^ 
Your  caft  Whore,  you  lhall  fhew  the  Duty  of 
A  Child  better  in  being  well  contented, 
And  bidding  much  good  do  his  good  old  Heart  with  her. 
Than  in  repining  thus  at  it ;  let  her  go,  what  ^ 
There  are  more  Wenches,  Man,  we'll  have  another. 
Leu,  O  thou  art  vain,  thou  know'fl  1  do  not  love  her  : 


{23;  Si  and  Q^jfour/clfi  ]    Former  Editipns. 
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What  fliall  I  do  ?  I  would  my  Tongue  had  led  me 

To  any  other  thing,  but  Blafphemy, 

So  I  had  mifs'd  commending  of  this  Woman, 

Whom  I  muft  reverence  now,  fhe  is  my  Mother  5 

My  Sin,  Ifmenus^  has  wrought  all  this  III  : 

And  I  befeech  thee,  to  be  warned  by  me. 

And  do  not  lye,  if  any  Man  fiiould  ask  thee 

But  Uow  thou  doft^  or  What  a  Clock  ^tis  now^ 

Be  fure  thou  do  not  lye,  make  no  excufe 

For  him  that  is  moft  near  thee  ;  never  let 

The  moft  officious  Falfhood  fcape  thy  Tongue, 

For  they  above  (that  are  intirely  Truth) 

Will  make  that  Seed  which  thou  haft  fown  of  Lies, 

Yield  Miferies  a  thoufand  fold 

Upon  thine  Head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 

Enter  Timantus. 

Tim,  Your  Highnefs,  Sir,  is  welcome  home,  the  Duki 
And  Queen  will  prefently  come  forth  to  you. 

Leu,  I'll  wait  on  them. 

Tim,  Worthy  Ifmenus^  I  pray  you, 
Have  you  fped  in  your  Wars  ? 

Ifm,  This  Rogue  mocks  me.  Well,  Tmanti^Sy  pray  how 
Have  you  fped  here  at  home  at  Shovelboard  ? 

Tim,  Faith  reafonable.    How  .many  Towns  have  yoa 
Tak'n  in  this  Summer  ?  Ifm^,  How  many  Stags  have  you 
Been  at  the  death  of  this  Grafs  ?    Tim,  A  number  :  'Pray 
How  is  the  Province  fettled  ?    Ifm,  Prithee  how 
Does  the  dun  Nag  ? 

Tim,  I  think  you  mock  me,  my  Lord. 

Ifm.  Mock  thee  ?  Yes  by  my  Troth  do  I,  why  what 
Wouldft  thou  have  me  do  with  thee  j  art  good  for 
Any  thing  elfe  ? 

Enter  Leontius,  Bacha,  Dorialus,  Ageaor,  Nifus, 
and  Telamon. 

Leu.  My  good  Ifmenus^  hold  me  by  the  Wrift  : 
And  if  thou  fee'ft  me  fainting,  wring  me  hard. 
For  I  lhall  fv/oon  again  elfe  ^Kneels. 

Leon,  Welcome  my  Son  j  rife,  I  did  fend  for  thee 

JBack 
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Back  from  the  Province,  by  thy  Mother's  Counfel, 
By  thy  good  Mother's  here,  who  loves  thee  well : 
She  would  not  let  me  venture  all  my  Joy 
Amongft  my  Enemies :  I  thank  thee  for  her. 
And  none  but  thee.    I  took  her  on  thy  Word. 
Leu.  Pinch  harder. 

Leon,  And  fhe  (hail  bid  thee  welcome  ;  I  have  now 
Some  near  Affairs,  but  I  will  drink  a  Health 
To  thee  anon  :  Come,  ^elamon  ;  I'm  grown 
Luftier,  I  thank  thee  for  it,  fince  I  married  ; 
I  can  ftand  now  alone,  why,  Tehnmi^ 
And  never  dagger.        \Exennt  Leontius  and  Telamon. 

Bacha.  Welcome  moft  noble  Sir,  whofe  Fame  is  come 
Hither  before  you  :  Out,  alas,  you  fcorn  me. 
And  teach  me  what  to  do.    Leu.  No,  you're 
My  Mother.    Bacha.  Far  unworthy  of  that  Name, 
God  knows  :  But  truft  me,  here  before  thefe  Lords, 
I  am  no  more  but  Nurfe  unto  the  Duke; 
Nor  will  I  breed  a  Fadion  in  the  State, 
It  is  too  much  for  me  that  I  am  rais'd 
Unto  his  Bed,  and  will  remain  the  Servant 
Of  you  that  did  it. 

Leu.  Madam,  I  will  ferve  you  . 
As  fhall  become  me.    O  diffembling  Woman  ! 
Whom  I  muft  reverence  though.  Take  from  thy  Quiver, 
Sure-aim'd  Apollo^  one  of  thy  fwift  Darts, 
Headed  with  thy  confuming  golden  Beams, 
And  let  it  melt  this  Body  into  Mift, 
That  none  may  find  it. 

Bacha,  Shall  I  beg,  my  Lords, 
This  Room  in  private  for  the  Prince  and  me  ? 

{Exsunt  all  hut  Leucippus  and  Bacha-^ 

Leu,  What  will  fhe  fay  now  ? 

Bacha.  I  mufl:  ftill  enjoy  him  : 
Yet  there  is  ftill  left  in  me  a  fpark  of  Woman, 
That  wifhes  he  fhould  move  it,  but  he  ftands 
As  if  he  grew  there  with  his  Eyes  on  Earth. 
Sir,  you  and  I  when  we  were  laft  together 
Kept  not  this  di (lance,  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blafling  by  ourfelves. 
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Leu,  Madam,  'tis  true, 
Heav'n  pardon  it. 

Bacha.  Amen,  Sir,  you  may  think 
TJiat  I  have  done  you  wrong  in  this  ftrange  Marriage. 

Leu.  *Tis  paft  now. 

Bacha,  But  it  was  no  Fault  of  mine  : 
The  World  had  call'd  me  mad,  had  I  refusM 
The  King,  nor  laid  I  any  Train  to  catch  him. 
It  was  your  own  Oaths  did  it. 
•    Leu,  'Tis  a  Truth,  • 
That  takes  my  Sleep  away ;  but  would  to  Heaven, 
If  it  had  been  fo  pieas'd,  you  had  refus'd  him. 
Though  I  had  gratify 'd  that  Courtefy 
With  having  you  myfelf :  But  fince  'tis  thus, 
I  do  befeech  you  that  you  will  be  honeft 
From  henceforth  ;  and  not  abufe  his  credulous  Age, 
Which  you  rnay  eafily  do.    As  for  myfelf. 
What  I  can  lay,  you  know  alas  too  well 
Is  ty'd  within  me,  here  it  will  fit  like  Lead, 
But  (hall  offend  no  other,  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  Entrance  into  any  Mirth, 
As  if  a  Servant  came,  and  whifper'd  with  me 
Of  fome  Friend's  Death  ;  but  I  will  bear  myfelf. 
To  you,  with  all  the  due  Obedience 
A  Son  owes  to  his  Mother ;  more  than  this. 
Is  not  in  me,  but  1  muft  leave  the  reft 
To  the  juft  Gods,  who  in  their  blefled  time. 
When  they  have  given  me  Punifhment  enough 
For  my  rafli  Sin,  will  mercifully  find 
An  unexpedled  Means  to  eafe  my  Grief 
As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bacha,  Grown  fo  godly  ? 
This  muft  not  be.   And  I  will  be  to  you 
No  other  than  a  natural  Mother  ought. 
And  for  my  Honefty,  fo  you  will  fwear 
Never  to  urge  me,  I  fhall  keep  it  fafe 
From  any  other. 

Leu.  Blefs  me !  .1  ftiould  urge  you  ? 

Bacha,  Nay,  but  fwear  then  that  I  may  be  at  peace. 
For  I  do  feel  a  Weakigefs  in  myfelf. 

That 
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That  can  deny  you  nothing,  if  you  tempt  mei 
I  (hall  embrace  Sin  as  it  were  a  Friend, 
And  run  to  meet  it. 

Leu,  If  you  knew  how  far 
It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  urge  an  Oath, 
But  for  your  Satisfadlion,  when  I  tempt  you.'  • 

Bacha,  Swear  not.  I  cannot  move  him,  this  fad  talk 
Of  Things  paft  help,  does  not  become  us  well. 
Shall  I  fend  one  for  my  Muficians,  and  we'll  dance? 

Leu,  Dance,  •Madam  ? 

'Bacha,  Yes,  a  LavaJta, 

Leu,  I  cannot  dance.  Madam. 

Bacha,  Then  let's  be  merry. 

Leu,  I  am  as  my  Fortunes  bid  me. 
Do  not  you  fee  me  fowr  ? 

Bacha,  Yes. 
And  why  think  you  I  fmile ^ 

Leu,  I  am  fo  far 
Frorn  any  Joy  myfelf,  I  cannot  fancy 
A  Caufe  of  Mirth. 

Bacha,  I'll  tell  you,  we're  alone. 

Leu,  Alone  ? 

Bacha,  Yes. 

Leu,  'Tis  true,  what  then 

Bacha,  What  then  ?  You  make  my  fmiling  now 
Break  into  laughter,  what  think  you  is 
To  be  done  then  ?    Leu,  We  Ihou'd  pray  to  Heav'n 
For  Mercy.    Bacha,  Pray  ?  That  were  a  way  indeed 
To  pafs  the  time  ;  but  I  will  make  you  blufb. 
To  fee  a  bafhful  Woman  teach  a  Man 
What  we  Ihould  do  alone  5  try  again 
If  you  can  find  it  out. 

Leu,  I  dare  not  think 
I  underftand  you.    Bacha,  I  mufl  teach  you  then  3 
Come,  kifs  me. 

Leu,  Kils  you  ? 

Bacha,  Yes,  be  not  afham'd  : . 
You  did  it  not  yourfelf,  I  will  forgive  you. 

Leu,  Keep  you  difpleafed  Gods,  the  due  refpedl 
I  ought  xo  bear  unto  this  wicked  Woman, 

As 
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As  fl:e  is  now  my  Motherj  hafte  within  me. 
Left  I  add  Sins  to  Sins,  till  no  Repentance 
Will  cure  me. 

Bacba.  Leave  thefe  melancholy  Moods, 
That  I  may  fwear  thee  welcome  on  thy  Lips 
A  thoufand  times. 

Leu,  Pray  leave  this  wicked  Talk, 
You  do  not  know  to  what  my  Father's  Wrong 
May  urge  me. 

Bacha,  1  am  carelefs,  and  do  weigh 
The  World,  my  Life,  and  all  my  after  Hopes 
Nothing  without  thy  Love,  miftake  me  not  : 
Thy  Love,  as  I  have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  Wedlock  is,  within  itfclf ;  what  fay  you? 

Leu,  Nothing. 

Bacha,  Pity  me,  behold  a  Dutchefs 
Kneels  for  thy  Mercy,  and  I  fwear  to  you 
Though  1  Ihould  lie  with  you,  it  is  no  Luft, 
For  it  defires  no  Change,  I  could  with  you 
Content  myfelf  s  what  Anfwer  will  you  give  ? 

Leu,  They  that  can  anfwer  muft  be  lefs  amaz'd. 
Than  I  am  now  ;  you  fee  my  Tears  deliver 
My  Meaning  to  you.  -  ♦ 

Bacha.  Shall  I  be  contemn'd.^ 
Thou  art  a  Beaft,  worfe  than  a  Savage  Beafl:, 
To  let  a  Lady  kneel,  to  beg  that  thing 
Which  a  right  Man  would  offer. 

Leu,  'Tis  your  Will,  Heav'n 
But  let  me  bear  me  like  myfelf,  how  ever 
She  does.  [hence  ? 

Bacha,  Were  you  made  an  Eunuch,  fince  you  went 
Yet  they  have  more  Defire  than  I  can  find 
In  you  :  How  fond  was  I  to  beg  thy  Love  ? 
ril  force  thee  to  my  Will.    Doft  thou  not  know 
That  I  can  make  the  King  dote  at  my  lift  ? 
Yield  quickly,  or  by  Heav'n  Pll  have  thee  kept 
In  Prifon  for  my  Purpofe. 

Where  I  will  make  thee  ferve  my  turn,  and  have  thee 
Fed  with  fuch  Meats  as  beft  fhall  fit  my  Ends, 
And  not  thy  Heakh  ;  why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me? 

Ani 
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And  when  thou  doft  difpleafe  me,  and  art  grown 
Lcfs  able  to  perform,  then  I  will  haye  thee 
KiJrd  and  forgotten :  Are  you  ftrucken  Dumb  ? 

Leu.  All  you  have  nam'd,  but  making  of  me  fin 
"With  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that ; 
Say  what  you  will,  I'll  hear  you  as  becomes  me, 
If  you  fpeak,  I  will  not  follow  your  Counfel, 
Neither  will  I  tell  the  World  to  your  Difgrace,  ; 
But  give  you  the  juft  Honour  that  is  due 
From  me  t'  my  Father's  Wife.    Bacha,  Lord,  how  full 
Of  wife  Formality  you're  grown  of  late  ; 
But  you  were  telling  me  you  could  have  wifh'd 
That  I  had  marry'd  you.    If  you  will  fwear  fo  yet, 
ril  make  away  the  King. 

Leu.  You  are  a  Strumpet. 

Bacha.  Nay,  I  care  not 
For  all  your  Railings :  They  will  batter  Walls 
And  take  in  Towns,  as  foon  as  trouble  me  : 
Tell  him,  I  care  not,  I  fhall  undo  you  only. 
Which  is  no  matter.    Leu.  I  appeal  to  you 
Still,  and  for  ever;  that  are  and  cannot 
Be  other.  Madam,  I  fee  'tis  in  your  Power 
To  work  your  Will  on  him  :  And  I  defire  you 
To  lay  what  Trains  you  will  for  my  wilh*d  Death, 
But  fufFer  him  to  find  his  quiet  Grave 
In  Peace ;  alas,  he  never  did  you  wrong. 
And  farther  1  befeech  you  pardon  me 
For  the  ill  Word  I  gave  you  ;  for  however 
You  may  deferve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  fo,  but  Pafiion  urges  me 
I  know  not  whither  j  my  Heart  break  now. 
And  eafe  me  ever. 

Bacha.  Pray  you  get  you  hence 
Wi*  your  goodly  Humour,  I  am  weary  of  you 
Extreamly. 

Leu.  Truft  me,  fo  am  I  of  myfelf  too: 
Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave,  Gods  fee  all  right.  {Exit, 

Bacha.  Amen,  Sir,  get  you  gone  ; 
Ami  deny'd  ?  It  does  not  trouble  me 
That  I  have  mov'd,  but  that  I  am  refused  : 

iVc 
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IVe  loft  my  Patience :  I  will  make  him  know 
Luft  is  noc  Love,  for  Luft  will  find  a  Mate 
While  there  are  Men,  and  fo  will  Ij  and  more 

Enter  Timantus. 

Than  one,  or  twenty  :  Yonder  is  Timantus^ 
A  Fellow  void  of  any  worth  to  raife  himfclf. 
And  therefore  like  to  catch  at  any  Evil 
That  will  but  pluck  him  up  ;  him  will  I  make 
Mine  own.  7'imantus,     tim.  Madam  ? 

Thou  know'ft  well 
Thou  wert,  by  chance,  a  means  of  this  my  raifing : 
Brought  the  Duke  to  me,  and  though  'twere  but  chance 
I  muft  reward  thee.    Tim.  I  fhall  bend  my  Service 
Unto  your  Highnefs* 

Bacha,  But  do  it  then  entirely,  and  in  fcvety  things 
And  tell  me,  could'ft  thou  now  think  that  thing 
Thou  would  ft  not  do  for  me  ? 

^im.  No,  by  my  Soul,  Madata^ 

Bacha.  Then  thou  art  right. 
Go  to  my  Lodging,  and  I'll  follow  thee.  Timantus* 
With  my  Inftruftion  I  do  fee  already. 
This  Prince  that  did  but  now  contemn  me,  dead: 
Yet  will  I  never  fpeak  an  evil  Word 
Unto  his  Father  of  him,  till  I  have  won 
A  belief  I  love  him,  but  I'll  make 
His  Virtues  his  Undoing,  and  my  Praifes 
Shall  be  fo  many  Swords  againft  his  Breaft ; 
Which  once  perform'd,  I'll  make  Urania 
My  Daughter,  the  King's  Heir,  and  plant  my  Iflue 
In  this  large  Throne,  nor  fhall  it  be  withftood : 
They  that  begin  in  Luft,  muft  end  in  Blood.  {^Ep«iL 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  and  Nifus. 

Dor,  We  live  to  know  a  fine  time.  Gentlemen* 
Nif.  And  a  fine  Duke,  that  through  his  doting  Ag* 
Suffers  himfelf  to  be  a  Child  again. 
Under  his  Wife's  Tuition,    Age,  All  the  Land 
Holds  in  that  Tenure  too>  in  Woman's  Service : 
Vol.  IX.  Gg  Suris 
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Sure  we  (hall  learn  to  fpin.    Dor,  No>  that*a  too  honeft, 

We  fliall  have  other  liberal  Sciences 
Taught  us  too  foonj  lying,  and  flattering^ 
Thofe  are  the  Studies  now  :  and  Murder  fhortly 
I  know,  will  be  Humanity,  Gentlemen, 
If  we  live  here  we  muft  be  Knaves,  believe  iu 

Nif,  I  cannot  tell,  my  Lord  Dorialusy 
Though  my  own  Nature  hate  it,  yet  if  all 
Determine  to  be  Knaves,  Til  try  what  I 
Can  do  upon  myfelf,  that's  certain, 
I  will  not  have  my  Throat  cut  for  my  Goodncft, 
The  Virtue  will  not  quit  the  Pain. 

yfge.  But  pray  you  tell  me. 
Why  is  the  Prince  now  ripe  and  full  experient, 
(24)  Not  made  a  Doer  in  the  State  ? 

Nif.  Becaufe  he's  honefl:. 

EnUr  Timaritus. 

Tim.  Goodnefs  attend  your  Honours, 

Dor.  You  muft  not  be  amongft  us  then. 

Tim.  The  Dutchefs, 
Whofe  humble  Servant  I  am  proud  to  be. 
Would  fp jak  with  you.    Jge.  Sir,  we  are  pleas'd  to  wait ; 
When  is  it  ?    Ti?n.  An  Hour  hence,  my  good  Lords, 
And  fo  I  leave  my  Service,  [Exil.]    Dor.  This  is  ona 
Of  h'r  Ferrets  that  fhe  bolts  bufinefs  out 
WithaU  this  Fellow,  if  he  were  well  ript, 
Has  all  the  linings  of  a  Knave  within  him, 
How  fly  he  looks  ?    Nif.  Have  we  nothing  about 
Our  Clothes  that  he  may  catch  at? 

^ge.  O  my  Confcience, 
There's  n'  Treafon  in  my  Doublet,  if  there  be. 
My  Elbows  will  difcover  ic,  they're  out.    Dor.  Faith, 
And  all  the  harm  that  I  can  find  in  mine 
Is,  that  they  are  not  pay'd  for  ;  let  him  make  what 
He  can  of  that,  fo  he  difcharge  it.    Come,  let's  go. 

[Exeunf. 

(24)  iW  vta^ie  a  Door  in  the  Sfate?']  Mr.  Thtohald  very  juftly 
reads  Doer  for  Door,  anU  Ml.  S^mp/tn  concurred  with  him  in  the 
Emendation. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bacha,  Leontius,  and  Telamon.^ 

Bacha,  And  you  fhalJ  find.  Sir,  what  a  blelTing  Heav'n 
Gave  you  in  fuch  a  Son.    Leon,  Pray  Gods  I  niay. 
Let's  walk  and  change  our  Subjedl. 

Bacha.  O  Sir,  can  any  thing 
Come  fweeter  to  you,  or  ftrike  a  deeper  joy 
Into  your  Heart,  than  your  Son's  Virtue  ?    Leon.  I 
Allow  his  Virtues,  but  'tis  not  handfom  thus 
To  feed  myfelf  with  fuch  immoderate  Praifes 
Of  mine  own. 

Bacha,  The  Subjed  of  our  Commendations 
Is  itfelf  grown  fo  infinite  in  Goodnefs, 
That  all  the  glory  we  can  lay  upon  it. 
Though  we  fhould  open  Volumes  of  his  Praifes, 
Is  a  mere  Modefty  in  his  Expreflion, 
And  fhews  him  lame  dill,  like  an  ill-wrought  Piece 
Wanting  Proportion. 

Leon,  Yet  ftill  he's  a  Man  and  fubjedl  ftill 
To  more  inordinate  Vices,  than  our  Love 
Can  give  him  Bleffings.    Bacha.  Elfe  he  were  a  God ; 
Yet  fo  near,  as  he  is,  he  comes  to  Heav'n, 
That  we  may  fee  fo  far  as  Flelh  can  point  us 
Things  only  worthy  them  ;  and  only  thefe 
In  all  his  Adions. 

Leon.  This  is  too  much,  my  Queen. 

Bacha.  Had  the  Gods  lov'd  me  5  that  my  unworthy 
Womb 
Had  bred  this  brave  Man, 

Leon.  Still  you  run  wrong. 

Bacha.  I  would  have  liv'd  upon  the  Comfort  of  him. 
Fed  on  his  growing  Hopes. 
Leon.  This  touches  me. 

Bacha.  I  know  no  Friends,  nor  Being,  but  his  Virtues. 
Leon.  You've  laid  out  Words  enough  upon  a  Subje£t. 
Bacha,  But  Words  cannot  exprefs  him,  Sir ;  why,  what 


Heav'n  has  conceiv'd  him  in,  oh  Nature  made  him  up  I 
Leon.  I  wonder,  Dutchefs. 
Bacha.  So  you  muft  5  for  lefs 
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Than  Admiration  lofes  this  God-like  Man. 

Leon.  Have  you  done  with  him  ? 

Bacha.  Done  with  ?  O  good  Gods 
(25)  What  Virtues  thus  pafs  by  us  widiout  Reverence  ? 

Leon,  I  fee  no  fuch  Perfedlion. 

Bacha,  O  dear  Sir,  you're  ^  Father,  and  thofe  Joys 
To  you,  fpeak  in  your  Heart,  not  in  your  Tongue. 

Leon.  This  leaves  a  tafte  behind  it  worfe  than  Phyfick. 

(26)  Bacha.  Then  for  his  Wifdom,  Valour,  and  good 
Fortune, 

And  all  thofe  Friends  of  Honour,  they're  in  him 

As  free  and  natural,  as  Paflions  in  a 

Woman. 

Leon.  You  make  me  blufli  at  all  thefe  Years, 
To  fee  how  bJindJy  you  have  flung  your  Praifes 
Upon  a  Boy,  a  very  Child,  and  worthlefs, 
Whilft  I  live,  of  thefe  Honours. 

Bacha.  I  would  not  have  my  Love,  Sir,  make  my 
Tongue 

Shew  me  fo  much  a  Woman  ;  as  to  praife 

Or  difpraife,  where  my  Will  is,  without  Reafon, 

Or  general  Allowance  of  the  People. 

Leon.  Allowance  of  the  People,  what  allow  they  ! 

(25)  PVhat  Frailties  thus  pafs  hy  us  nvithout  Reverence?  ]  Frailties 
feems  the  very  Reverfe  of  the  Idea  required  by  the  Context.  She  de- 
figns  to  continue  her  Encomium  on  the  Prince's  Excellencies,  and  *ti3 
difficult  to  uhderfland  the  Words  in  that  Light—  Do  nxe  thus  pafs 
by  e<ven  ¥r2L\\iits  ^without  Reojerence  ?  This  is  very  ftifF, —  and  by 
Lectttius's  Anfwer,  fomething  that  implies  PerfeSlions  would  be  the  na- 
tural Word.  Virtues  therefore  feems  to  bid  faireft  for  it,  tho'  it  is  to 
be  v.'ilh'd  it  was  nearer  the  trace  of  the  Letters.  Had  this  whole  Plot, 
a  Father  marrying  his  Son's  Whore,  the  Son's  Penitence  and  Diftrefs, 
and  her  Plots  for  his  Deftruftion  been  wrought  into  a  Tragedy,  with- 
out the  idle  Machinery  of  Cupid  and  his  Revenge,  it  would  have  af- 
forded fufficient  Matter  to  fuch  Geniufes  £s  our  Authors.  Mr.  Sympfon 
reads  ^alities  for  Frailties^  which  is  rather  nearer  the  trace  of  the 
Letters,  and  perhaps  may  be  the  true  Word ;  tho'  Virtues  feems  ra- 
ther more  proper  to  the  Context. 

(26)  Bacha.  Vjen  for  all  his  Wifdom^  Valour ^ 

Good  Fortune,  and  all  thofe  Friends  of  Honour, 
7hey  are  in  him  as  free  and  natural,  as  Pajlons 
In  a  Woman.']    The  Meafure  here  was  quite  loft,  and  th« 
Scnfs  hurt,  by  inferting  the  all  from  the  fecond  Line  into  the  iirft. 

Bacha, 
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Bacha.  All  I  have  faid  for  Truth,  and  they  mufl:  do  it. 
And  doat  upon  him  ;  love  him,  and  admire  him. 
■Leon,  How's  that  ? 

Bacha,  (27)  For  in  his  Youth  and  noble  Forwardntfs 
All  things  are  bound  together  that  are  kingly, 
A  Fitnefs  to  bear  Rule. 

Leon,  No  more. 

Bacha.  And  Sovereignty 
Not  made  to  know  Command.    Leon,  I  have  faid, 
No  more.    Bacha,  I've  done,  Sir,  though  unwillingly. 
And  pardon  me. 

Leon.  I  do,  not  a  Word  more. 

Bacha.  I've  giv'n  thee  Poifon 
Of  more  Infection  than  the  Dragon's  Tooth, 
Or  the  grofs  Air  o'er-heated. 

Leon,  Timantus^  when  faw  you  the  Prince  ? 

Tim,  I  left  him  now.  Sir, 

Leon,  Tell  me  truly. 
Out  of  your  free  Opinion  without  courting. 
How  do  you  like  him  ?        How  I  like  him.  Leon,  Yes ; 
For  you  in  Converfation  may  fee  more 
Than  a  Father. 

Bacha,  It  works. 

Tim.  Your  Grace  has  chofen  out  an  ill  Obferver. 

Leon,  Yes,  I  mean  of  his  III ;  you  talk  rightly. 

Tim.  But  you  take  me  wrong :  All  I  know  by  him 
I  dare  deliver  boldly  :  He  is  the  Store-houfe 
And  head  of  Virtue ;  your  great  felf  exceptedt 
That  feeds  the  Kingdom. 

Leon,  Thefe  are  Flatteries  ; 
Speak  me  his  Vices,  there  you  do  a  Service 
Worthy  a  Father's  Thanks.    Tim,  Sir,  I  cannot. 
If  there  be  any,  fure  they  are  the  times. 
Which  I  could  wilh  lefs  dangerous.  But  pardon  me, 
I  am  too  bold.    Leon,  You  are  not,  forward 
And  open  what  thefe  Dangers  are. 

Tim,  Nay,  good  Sir. 

Leoh.  Nay,  fall  not  off  again,  I  will  have  all. 

(27)  Ftr  in  this  Touth—  ]    Former  Edition*. 

G  g  3  77  /71 Q 
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Tm,  Alas,  Sir,  what  am  I,  you  fhould  believe 
My  Eyes  or  Ears,  lb  fubde  to  obfcrve 
Faults  in  a  State  5  all  my  main  Bufinefs 
Is  Service  to  your  Grace,  and  Neceflkries 
For  my  poor  Life. 

Leofi,  Do  not  difpleafe  me,  Sirrah, 
But  that  you  know  tell  me,  and  prefently. 

^1771,  Since  your  Grace  will  have  it 
I'll  fpeak  it  freely  ;  always  my  Obedience 
And  Love  preferv'd  unto  the  Prince. 

Leon,  Prithee  to  the  matter. 

"Tl/n.  For,  Sir,  if  you  coniider 
How  like  a  Sun  in  all  his  great  Employments, 
How  full  of  heat. 

Leon.  Make  me  to  underftand 
What  I  dcfire. 

Tim,  And  then  at  his  Return. 

Leon,  Do  not  anger  me. 

Tim.  Then  thus,  Sir  :  All  miflikc  ye, 
As  they  would  do  the  Gods,  if  they  did  dwell  with  *em. 

Leon.  What  ? 

Tim.  Talk  and  prate,  Sir,  as  their  ignorant  Rages 
Lead  'em,  without  Allegiance  or  Religion. 
For  Heav'n's  fake  have  a  care  of  your  own  Perfon  j 
I  cannot  tell,  their  Wickednefs  may  lead 
Farther  than  I  dare  think  yet. 

Lecn.  O  bafc  People. 

Ti7n,  Yet  th'  Prince,  for  whom  this  is  pretended,  may 
Perfuade  'em,  and  no  doubt  will :  Virtue's  ever  watchful. 
But  be  you  ftili  fecur'd  and  comforted. 

Leon.  Heav'n !  how  have  I  offended,  that  this  Rod, 
So  heavy  and  unnatural,  fhould  fall  on  me 
When  I  am  old  and  helplefs. 

Tm,  (28)  Poor  brave  Gendeman  I 

(z8)  Bra've  Gentleman!  ]    A  Syllabic  being  wanting  to,  the  Mca- 

fure  gives  reafon  to  fufpeft  a  Monofylbble  loft  here  :  As  an  Adjeftive 
of  Piiy,  join'd  to  one  of  Admiration,  would  aid  great  Propiiety  and 
Beauty,  Unhappy  Would  pefhaps  be  the  beit  Word  ;  but  as  the  Meafure 
cxcludei  thar.  prcbably  the  Original  might  have  been, 
Poir  bra*ve  GentlimsM  ! 

That 
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That  fuch  a  madding  Love  fhould  follow  thee, 

To  rob  thee  of  a  Father  3  all  the  Court 

Is  full  of  dangerous  Whifpers.    Leon,  I  perceive  it. 

And  *fpight  of  all  their  ftrengths  will  make  my  Safety „j 

rU  cut  him  fliorter   .    *  ? 

ril  cut  him  Ihorter  firft,  then  let  him  rule. 

Bacha.  What  a  foul  Age  is  this,  when  Virtue's  made 
A  Sword  to  fmite  the  Virtuous  ?  Alas,  alas. 

Leon,  ril  teach  him  to  fly  lower. 

^im.  By  no  means,  Sir, 
Rather  make  more  your  Love, 
And  hold  your  Favour  to  him  ;  for  'tis  now 
ImpolTible  to  yoke  him,  if  his  Thoughts, 
(As  I  mufl:  ne'er  believe)  run  with  their  Rages— 
(29)  fHc  ever  was  fo  innocentj  —  but  what  Reafon 
His  Grace  has  to  withdraw  his  Love  from  me. 
And  other  good  Men  that  are  near  your  Perfon, 
1  cannot  yet  find  out ;  I  know  my  Duty 
Has  ever  been  attending.    Leon.  'Tis  too  plain  : 
He  means  to  play  the  Villain,  I'll  prevent  him. 
Not  a  Word  more  of  this,  be  private.        [Exit  Leon. 

'fim.  Madam,  [with 
'Tis  done.  Bacha,  He  can't  efcape  me.  Have  you  fpoken 
The  Noblemen  ?  ^im.  Yes,  Madam,  they  arc  here;  I  wait 
A  farther  Service.    Bacha,  (30)  Still  befet  the  Prince, 

(29)  He  ne'er  ^was  fo  innocent t  ]    This  may  ht  lYiade  Senfe, 

tho*  neither  eafy  inor  very  confiftent  with  the  Art  of  Timar.tus,  nor 
the  disjundtive  Panicle  but  which  follows.  **  If  h6  encourages  the 
*'  People's  Rage,  he  never  was  fo  innocent  as  the  Queen  and  I  be- 

liev'd  him.  Inj^ead  of  this,  ever  for  ne''er  compleats  the  Meafure 
and  gives  a  very  artful  Senfe,  pretending  a  very  high  Opinion  of  his 
Innocence,  whilft  he  infinuates  Reafon s  to  believe  him  guilty.  The 
dividing  one  Parenthefis  ipto  two,  and  making  them  conneft  together, 
tho'  part  of  anotheY  Sentence  intervene*,  is  perfedtiy  in  the  btile  of 
the  Voces  ambiguee^  of  the  iiifi-ntiating  Trealon-Forger. 

{30)  Till  yet  be  the  Princey]  Wheii  abfolute  I>ai'krfefs  dverfhades 
the  Text,  one  may  venture  to  infcrt  eV'n  a  dubious  Conjefture. 
Still  hefet,  for  ////  be  yet^  is  near  enough  to  the  Tface  of  the  Letters, 
and  the  Verb  inferted  will  either  fignify  to  watch  and  oblerve  the 
Prince,  or  to  befet  him  with  tKc  faitie- Snares  tliey  had  begun  to  lay  for 
him.  Either  of  thefc  will  ivAt  the  Contfej^t.  Mr.  Sympfdn  conjedlures. 
Still  let  it  be  the  J^ri»c4 ;  bu*  thfC  fbrmei^  fe'^nls  better  to  fuit  the 
Context. 

G  g  4  You 
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You  need  no  more  Inftru(5lions. 

fim.  No,  I  have  it.  [Exit  Tim, 

Enter  Dorialus,  Nifus  and  Agenor. 

Bacha,  That  Fool  that  willingly  provokes  a  Woman, 
Has  made  himielf  another  evil  Angel, 
And  a  new  Hell,  to  which  all  other  Torments 
Are  but  mere  Paftime. —  Now,  my  noble  Lords, 
You  muft  excufe  me,  that  unmannerly 
WeVe  broke  your  private  Bufinefs. 

Jgen.  Your,  good  Grace 
May  command  us,  and —  Bacha,  Faith,  my  'Lordi  Agenor^ 
It  is  fo  good  a  Caufe,  I'm  confident 
You  cannot  lofe  by  it. 

Bor,  Which  way  does  fhe  fifh  now  ? 
The  Devil's  but  a  Fool  to  a  right  Woman. 

I<lif.  Madam,  we  muft  needs  win  in  doing  Service 
To  fuch  a  gracious  Lady. 

Bacha,  1  thank  you,  and  will  let  you  know  the  Bufinefs, 
So  I  may  have  your  helps,  never  be  doubtful, 
For  'cis  fo  juft  a  Caufe,  and  will  to  you 
Upon  the  Knowledge  feem  fo  honourable. 
That  I  allure  myfelf  your  willing  Hearts 
Will  ftraight  be  for  me  in  it. 

Agen,  If  fhe  ftiould  prove 
Good  now,  what  were  it  like?    Bor,  Thunder  in 
January  \ 

Or  a  good  Woman —  that's  ftranger  than  all  Africk, 

Bacha.  It  fhall  not  need  your  Wonder ;  this  it  is  5 
The  Duke  you  know  is  old,  and  rather  fubject 
To  Eafe  and  Prayers  now,  than  all  thofe  Troubles, 
Cares  and  continual  Watchings,  that  attend 
A  Kingdom's  Safety ;  therefore  to  prevent 
The  fall  of  fuch  a  flourifhing  Eftate 
As  this  has  been,  and  to  put  off 
The  Murmur  of  the  People  that  increafe 
Againfl:  my  Government,  which  the  Gods  know 
I  only  feel  the  Trouble  of,  I  prefent 
The  Prince  unto  your  Loves,  a  Gentleman 
In  whom  all  E^Ciilcncies  are  knit  together. 


GupidV  Revenge.  473 

All  pieces  oF  a  true  Man  ;  let  your  Prayers 
Win  from  the  Duke  half  his  Vexation, 
That  he  may  undertake  it,  whofc  Difcretion 
I  muft  confefs,  though  it  be  from  the  Father, 
Yet  now  is  ftronger,  and  more  apt  to  govern. 
'Tis  not  my  own  Defire,  but  all  the  Land's, 
I  know  the  Weaknefs  of  it. 

N'tf.  Madam,  this  noble  care  and  love  (30)  has  won  us 
For  ever  to  your  Loves  ;  we'll  to  the  King, 
And.fincc  your  Grace  has  put  it  in  our  Mouths, 
We'll  win  him  with  the  cunning'ft  Words  we  can. 

Dor.  I  was  never  cozenM  in  a  Woman  before, 
For  commonly  they  are  like  Apples :  If  once  they  bruife 
They  will  grow  rotten  through,  and  ferve  for  nothing 
But  to  'fwage  Swellings. 

Bacba,  Good  Lords 
Delay  no  thne,  fince  it  is  your  good  Pleafures 
To  think  my  Counfel  good  ;  and  by  no  means 
Let  the  Prince  know  it,  whofe  AfFedions 
Will  mainly  ftir  againlt  it ;  befides  his  Father 
May  hold  him  dangerous,  if  it  be  not  carried 
So  that  his  forward  Will  appear  not  in  it. 
Go,  and  be  happy. 

Bor,  Well,  I'd  not  be  chronici'd 
As  thou'lt  be  for  a  good  Woman,  for  all  the  World. 

Ktf,  (32)  Madam,  we  kifs  your  Hand,  and  fo  infpir'd 
Nothing  but  Happinefs  can  crown  our  Prayers, 

{^Exeunt. 

(3  O  -  ■    —  has  ivott  us 

For  fver  to  your  Lives  ;  ]  Li'ves  was  vifibly  a  Corruption, 
and  Loue  or  Lonjes  feem'd  the  true  Reading;  and  upon  fearching  the 
old  Quartos,  I  found  the  latter  in  the  third  of  them,  and  in  that  only 
of  all  the  Editions. 

(32)  Mafianiy  ive  kifs  your  Hand^  and  fo  infpire. 

Nothing  hut  Happinefs  can  cronun  our  Prayers."]  The  Omiffion 
of  a  Letter  and  the  Infcrtion  of  a  falfe  Point,  which  turn  part  of  thefe 
Lines  into  Nonfenfe,  has  paft  through  all  the  Editions.  Mr.  Sympfos 
}ias  fent  me  the  fame  Corredion. 
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A  C  T   IV.     SCENE  L 


Leu.  A  ^  ^  ^^"^  "^'^  o°^^ 


Leu.  The  Gods  forbid  it. 
Ifm.  SMight, 
If  all  the  Women  i'th'  World  were  barren 
She  'ad  dy'd. 

Leu.  But  'tis  not  Reafon  dire61:s  thee  thus. 
Ifm.  Then  have  I  none  at  all,  for  all  I've  in  me 
Diredts  m' :  Your  Father's  in  a  pretty  Rage. 
Leu.  Why  ? 

Ifm.  Nay,  'tis  well  if  he  know  himfelf,  but  fome 
Of  the  Nobility  have  delivered  a 
Petition  to  him  5  what's  in't  I  know  not,  but  it  has 
Put  him  t'  his  Trumps  ;  he  has  taken  a  Month's  Time 
To  anfwer  ir,  and  he  chafes  like  himfelf. 


Leu.  He's  here,  Ifmeniis. 

Leon,  Set  me  down  Telamon.  Leucippus. 

Leu.  Sir.  . 

Bacha.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  at  peace,  I  dare  fwear 
He  knows  not  of  it.    Leon.  You  are  foolifli  ;  peaco^ 

Bacha.  All  will  go  ill,  deny  it  boldly,  Sir, 
Truft  me  he  cannot  prove  it  by  you. 

Leu.  What  ? 

Bacha,  You'll  make  all  worfe  too  with  your  facing  it. 

Leu.  What  is  the  matter  } 

Leon.  Know'ft  thou  that  Petition  ? 
Look  on  it  well ;  would'ft  thou  be  joyn'd  with  me  } 
(33)  Unnatural  Child  !  to  be  thus  weary  of  mc 

(33)  Unnatural  CViXd.  to  be  uL-eary  of  me  ^'l  Child,  in  all  die  old 
Quartos,  has  a  final  e,  Childe ;  whether  therefore  it  ftiould  be  pro- 
nounc'd  as  two  Syllables,  as  it  was  in  Chaucer  %  Age,  or  an  Exple- 
tive is  wanting  to  compl^t  the  Verl'e,  is  uncertain.  ^  might  have 


Enter  Leucippus  and  Ifmenus. 


Enter  Leontius,  Bacha  and  Telamon. 


been. 


Unnatural  Child  I  to  he  thus  ixeary  of  me^ 
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E'er  Fate  efteem  me  fit  for  other  V/orlds? 
.  Bacha,  May  be  he  knows  not  of  it. 

Leu.  Oh  ftrange  Carriages  ! 
Sir,  as  Pve  Hope  that  there  is  any  thing 
To  reward  doing  well,  my  Ufages 
Which  have  been  (but  it  is  no  matter  what) 
Have  put  me  fo  far  from  the  Thought 'of  Greatnefs, 
That  I  fhould  welcome  it  like  a  Difeafe 
That  grew  upon  me,  and  I  could  not  cure. 
They  are  my  Enemies  that  gave  you  this. 
And  yet  they  call  me  Friend,  and  are  themfelves 
1  fear  abus'd.    I*m  weary  of  my  Life, 
For  God's  fake  take  it  from  me ;  it  creates 
More  Mifchief  in  the  State  than  it  is  worth. 
The  Ufage  I  have  had,  I  know  would  make 
Wifdom  herfelf  run  frantick  through  the  Streets, 
And  Patience  quarrel  with  her  Shadow.  Sir, 
This  Sword  

Bacha.  Alas  I  help  for  the  love  of  Heav*n, 
Make  way  through  me  firft,  for  he  is  your  Father. 

Leon,  What,  would  he  kill  me  ? 

Bacha,  No,  Sir,  no. 

Leon,  Thou  always  makes  the  beft  on't,  but  I  fear- 

Leu,  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ?  who  is't  can  think 
That  I  would  kill  my  Father,  that  can  yet 
Forbear  to  kill  you  ?  Here,  Sir,  is  my  Sword  ; 
1  dare  not  touch  it,  left  ftie  fay  again 
I  would  have  kili*d  you  ;  let  me  not  have  Mercy 
When  I  moft  need  it,  if  I  would  not  change 
Place  with  my  meaneft  Servant.    Let  thefe  Faults 
Be  mended,  Madam  ;  if  you  faw  how  ill 
They  did  become  you,  you  would  part  with  them. 

Bacha.  I  told  the  Duke  as  much  before. 

Leu.  What  ?  what  did  you  tell  him  ? 

Bacha,  That  it  v/as  only  an  Ambition, 
Nurft  in  you  by  your  Youth,  provok'd  you  thu?. 
Which  Age  would  take  away. 

Leon,  It  was  his  doing  then  ?  come  hither.  Love. 

Bacha.  No  indeed,  Sir. 

Leu.  How  am  I  made,  that  I  can  bear  all  this  ? 
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If  any  one  had  us'd  a  Friend  of  mine  near  this, 
My  Hand  had  carried  Death  about  it. 

Leon.  Lead  me  hence,  Telamon  ;  come,  my  dear  Bachay 
1  (hall  find  time  for  this. 

Ifm,  Madam,  you  know  I  dare  not  fpcak  before 
The  King ;  but  you  know  well,  if  not,  TJl  tell  you. 
You're  the  moft  wicked'ft,  and  moft  murderous  Strumpet, 
That  ever  was  call'd  Woman. 

Bacha,  My  Lord,  what  can  I  do  for  him  ?  he  fhall 
command  me. 

Leon,  I  know  thou  art  too  kind  5  away  I  fay. 

\JExeunt  Leon.  Bacha,  Tim.  and  Tel. 

Jfm,  Sir,  I  am  fure  we  dream,  this  cannot  be. 

Leu,  Oh  that  we  did,  my  Wickednefs  has  brought 
All  this  to  pafs,  elfe  I  ftiould  bear  myfelf. 

[Urania  'pajfes  over  the  Stage, 

Jfm,  Look,  do  you  fee  who's  there?  your  virtuous 
Mother's 

IfTue  ;  kill  her  yet,  take  fome  little  pidling 

Revenge.  Leu,  Away,  the  whole  Court  calls  her  virtuous ; 

For.  they  fay. 

She  is  unlike  her  Mother,  and  if  fo, 
She  can  have  no  Vice 

Ifm,  ril  truft  none  of  'em 
That  come  of  fuch  a  Breed. 

Leu,  But  1  have  found 
A  kind  of  Love  in  her  to  me  ;  alas. 
Think  of  her  Death  !  I  dare  be  fworn  for  her. 
She  is  as  free  from  any  hate  to  me 
As  her  bad  Mother's  full.    She  was  brought  up 
I'th'  Country,  as  her  Tongue  will  let  you  know, 

Enter  Urania. 

If  you  but  talk  with  her,  with  a  poor  Uncle, 
Such  as  her  Mother  had. 

Ifm,  She's  come  again. 

tfra,  I  woul'd  fain  fpeak  to  the  good  Marquis, 
My  Brother,  if  I  but  thought  he  could  abaid  me. 

Leu.  Sifter,  how  do'^ou  ^ 

Ura,  Very  well  I  thank  yo.u, 

Jfm, 
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Ifm,  How  does  your  good  Mother  ? 

Leu,  Fie,  fie,  Ifmenus^ 
For  fhame,  mock  .fuch  an  innocent  Soul  as  this. 

Ura.  Feth  a  fhe  be  no  good,  God  may  her  fo. 

Leu.  I  know  you  wifli  it  with  your  Heart,  dear  Sifter, 
But  fhe  is  good  I  hope.    Ifm.  Are  you  fo  fimple, 
To  make  fo  much  of  this  ?  do  you  not  know. 
That  all  her  wicked  Mother  labours  for. 
Is  but  to  raife  her  to  your  Right,  and  leave  her 
This  Dukedom  ? 

Ura.  I,  but  ne'er,  Sir,  beafred; 
For  though  fhe  take  th'  ungaineft  weas  flie  can, 
I'll  ne'er  ha't  fro'  you. 

Leu,  I  fhould  hate  myfelf,  IfmenuSy 
If  I  fhould  think  of  her  Simplicity, 
Ought  but  extreamly  well. 

Ifm.  Nay,  as  you  will. 

Ura.  And  though  fhe  be  my  Mother, 
If  fhe  take  any  Courfe  to  do  you  wrong, 
If  I  can  fee't,  you'fl  quickly  hear  on'c,  Sir : 
And  fo  ril  take  my  leave. 

Leu,  Farewel,  good  Sifter, 
I  thank  you.  [^;v/V  Urania. 

Ifm,  You  believe  all  this. ^ 
Leu,  Yes. 

Enter  Timantus. 

Ifm,  A  good  Faith  doth  well,  but  methinks 
It  were  no  hard  matter  now,  for  her  Mother  to  fend  her : 
Yonder's  one  you  may  truft  if  you  will  too. 

Leu.  So  I  will,  if  he  can  fhew  me  as  apparent  Signs 
Of  Truth  as  fhe  did ;  does  he  weep,  Ifmenus  ? 

Ifm.  Yes,  I  think  fo,  fome  good's  happen'd  I  warrant : 
Do  you  hear,  you  ?  What  honeft  Man  has  fcap'd  Mifery, 
That  thou  art  crying  thus?    Tim.  Nobk  IfmemSy 
Where  is  the  Prince  ? 

Ifm,  Why  there:  Haft  wept  thine  Eyes  out.^ 

^m.  Sir,  I  befeech  you  hear  me. 

Leu.  Well,  fpeak  on. 

Ifm.  Why,  will  you  hear  him  ? 

Leu.  Yes,  Ifmenus ^  why  ? 

Ifm,  I  would  h^ar  Blafphemy  as  willingly.  Leu, 
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.  Leu,  You  are  to  blame. 

"Tim.  No,  Sir,  he  is  not  to  blame. 
If  I  were  as  I  was.    Jfm,  Nor  as  thou  art, 
1 'faith  awhit  to  blame. 

Leu,  What  is  your  Bufinefs? 

^im.  Faith  Sir,  I  am  afhamed  to  fpeak  before  you, 
My  Confcience  tells  me  I  have  injurM  you. 
And  by  the  earneft"  Inftigation 
Of  others,  have  not  done  you  to  the  King 
Always  the  bed  and  friendlieft  Offices ; 
Which  pardon  me,  or  I  will  never  fpeak. 

Ifm.  Then  never  pardon  him,  and  filence  a  Knave. 

Leu,  I  pardon  thee. 

^im.  Your  Mother  fure  is  naught. 

Leu.  Why  fhould'ft  thou  think  fo  > 

Tim,  Oh  noble  Sir,  your  honed  Eyes  perceive  not 
The  dangers  you  are  led  to ;  fhame  upon  her, 
And  what  fell  Miferies  the  Gods  can  think  on, 
Show'r  down  upon  her  wicked  Head,  fhe  has  plotted 
I  know  too  well  your  Death}  would  my  poor  Life, 
Or  thoufand  fuch  as  mine  is,  might  be  offer'd 
Like  Sacrifices  up  for  your  preferving. 
What  free  Oblations  would  fhe  have  to  glut  her. 
But  fhe  is  mercilefs,  and  bent  to  Ruin  5 
If  Heav'n  and  good  Men  ftep  not  to  your  Refcue, 
And  timely,  very  timely :  Oh  this  Dukedom  1 
{34)  I  weep,  I  weep  for  the  poor  Orphans  in 
This  Country,  left  without  or  Friends  or  Parents. 

Leu.  Now  I/menus,  what  think  you  of  this  Fellow  ? 
This  was  a  lying  Knave,  a  Flatterer ; 
Does  not  this  Love  dill  fhew  him  fo? 

Ifm,  This  Love  ?  This  Halter ;  if  he  prove  not  yet 

(34)  /  vjeep,  1  tjoeep  for  the  poor  Orphans  i '  th*  Country 

Leftivith  but  Friends  or  Parents.^  The  Villany  of  ftmantus  will 
not  allow  him  to  talk  abfurdly ;  his  Art  impofes  wn  the  Prince,  and  he 
Ihould  therefore  at  leaft  fpeak  fenfe.  And  indeed  how  eafy  was  the 
Millake  of  ^without  to  'ujith  hut  ?  This  being  made,  the  Repetition  of 
the  or  was  abfurd,  and  being  left  oat  the  Meafure  was  fpoilt,  and  con- 
fequently  believ'd  to  be  no  meafure  at  all.  This  Procefs  of  the  Cor- 
ruption feems  natural,  and  therefore  I  hope  I  have  only  reftor*d  the 
original.    Mr.  SympfQn\Qi\Ti%  in  correcting  n^oith  but  to  'without. 
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The  Gunhmg'fl:  rankeft  Rogue  that  ever  canted,  [Rogue 
(35)  I'll  ne'er  feem  lyTan  again  .;  (36)  I  know  him  to  b'  a 
And  can  interpret  ev'ry  new  P'ace  he  makes ; 
Look  how  he  wrings,  hke  a  good  Stool,  lor  a  Tear  : 
Take  heed, 

Children  and  Fools  firft  feel  the  Smart,  then  weep. 

Leu.  Away,  away,  fuch  an  unkind  Diftiruft, 
Is  worfe  than  a  DilTembling,  if  it  be  one,- 
And  fooner  leads  to  Milchief ;  I  believe  it ; 
And  him  an  honeft  M-an,  he  could  not  carry 
Under  an  evil  Caufe,  fo  true  a  Sorrow. 

IJm.  Take  heed,  this  is  your  Mother's  Scorpion, 
That  carries  Stings  ev'n  in  his  Tears,  whofe  Soul 
Is  a  rank  Poifon  thorough :  Touch  not  at  him. 
If  you  do,  you're  gone,  if  you'd  twenty  Lives : 
I  knew  him  for  a  roguifh  Boy, 
Ayhen  he  would  poifon  Dogs,  and  keep  tame  Toads, 
He  lay  with  his  Mother,  and  infeded  her. 
And  now  fhe  begs  i'  th'  Hofpital,  with  a  patch 
Of  Velvet  where  her  Nofe  flood,  like  the  Queen  of  Spades, 
And  all  her  Teeth  in  her  Purfe :  The  Devil  and 
This  Fellow  are  fo  near,  'tis  not  yet  known 
Which  is  the  ev'ler  Angel. 

Leu.  Nay,  then  I  fee  'tis  Spite :  Come  hither,  Friend. 
Hafl  thou  not  heard  the  Caufe  yet  that  incens'd 
My  Mother  to  my  Death,  for  I  proteft 
I  feel  none  in  myfelf  ?  .    .  . 

Tim,  Her  Will,  Sir,  and  Ambition,  as  I  think, 

(35)  r II  ne'er  fee  Man  again;']  i.  e.  If  Timantus  does  n'otfiill  prove 
an  arrant  Rafcal  I'll  put  out  my  Eyes.  We  are  often  extravagant  in 
our  AfleveratioRs,  but  this  is  much  too  abfurd  for  a  Man  of  lfmenui'% 
Underftanding.  I  cannot  therefore  doubt  of  its  being  a  Corruption, 
becaufe  the  Addition  of  a  fmgle  Letter  gives  a  Senfe  that  is  perfedly  con- 
fonant  to  the  Charafterand  Context.  I  read,  — ///  neer  feem  Man  again, 
i.  e.  If  I  am  miftaken  in  this  Fellow's  Roguery,  1*11  never  again  pretend 
to  be  a  Man  of  Senfe  and  Sagacity. 

(3^]    I  knoiv  him  to  bringf  .  - 

And  can  interpret  e'v'ry  ne<w  Face  he  makes \\  Uhlefs  a  whole  Line 
be  left  out  after  brings  or  the  firft  Part  be  made  an  imperfeft  Sentence, 
which  would  be  very  improper  here,  this  feems  quite  unintelligible.  I  read, 

 I  knovj  him  to  b'  a  Rogue,  which;  is  much  nearer  the  Trace  of  the 

Letters  than  it  feems  in  the  Pronunciatioii  Ring  and  Rogue  having  two 
of  the  fame  Letters,  and  a  third,  u  and  n,  extreiiidy  like  each  other. 

you  IX.  Are 
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Are  the  Provokers  of  it,  as  in  Women 

Thofe  two  are  ever  powerful  to  Deftfudion, 

Befide  a  hate  of  your  ftili  growing  Virtues, 

She  beii'g  only  wicked.     Leu,  Heavens  defend  me 

As  I  am  innoctn^,  and  ever  have  been 

From  all  immoderate  Thoughts  and  Adions, 

That  carr^^  fuch  Rewards  along  with  'em. 

1im.  Sir,  all  I  know,  my  Du:y  muil:  reveal. 
My  Country  and  my  Love  command  it  from  me. 
For  which  Til  lay  my  Life  down  ;  this  Night  coming, 
A  Ccunfel  is  appointed  by  the  Duke, 
To  fit  about  your  Apprehenfion  : 
If  you  dare  trull  my  Faith,  which  by  all  good  thingi 
Shall  ever  warch  about  you,  go  along. 
And  to  a  Place  Til  guide  you,  where  no  Word 
Shall  fcape  without  your  hearing,  nor  no  Plot, 
Without  difcovering  to  you  ;  which  once  known. 
You  have  your  Anfwers  and  Prevention. 

Ifm.  You're  not  fo  mad  to  go ;  fliift  off  this  Fellow, 
You  fliall  be  rul'd  once  by  a  wife  Man :  Ratsbane, 
Get  you  gone,  or  

Leu.  Peace,  peace  for  fliame,  thy  Love  is  too  fufpicious, 
'Tis  a  way  offer'd  to  preferve  my  Life, 
And  I  will  take  it :  Be  my  Guide,  ^imantus^ 
And  do  not  mind  this  angry  Man,  thou  know'ft  him  ; 
I  may  live  to  requite  thee.     57«j.  Sir,  this  Service 
Is  done  for  Virtue's  fake,  not  for  Reward, 
However  he  may  hold  me. 

Ifm,  The  great  Pox  on  you,  but  thou  haft  that  Curfc 
So  much,  'twill  grow  a  Blefling  in  thee  fhortly. 
Sir, 

For  Wifdom's  fake  court  not  your  I>ath,  I  am 
Your  Friend  and  Subjed,  and  I  fhall  k)fe  in  both  ; 
If  I  lov*d  you  not,  I  would  laugh  at  you,  and  fee  you 
Run  your  Neck  into  the  Noofe,  and  cry  a  Woodcock. 

Leu.  So  much  of  Man,  and  fo  much  fearful ;  fie, 
Pr'ythee  have  Peace  within  thee :  I  ftiall  live  yet 
Many  a  golden  Day  to  hold  thee  here 
Deareft  and  neareft  to  me:  Go  on,  Tmantus, 
I  charge  you  by  your  Love  no  more,  no  more. 

[Exeunt  Leu.  and  Tim,  Ifiif> 
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Ifm,  Go,  and  Jet  your  own  Rod  whip  you :  I  pity  you. 
And,  Dog,  if  he  mifcarry  thou  fhaJt  pay  for'r, 
ril  ftudy  for  thyPunifhment,  and  it  fhall  laft 
Longer  and  fharper  than  a  tedious  Winter, 
Till  thou  Blafphem'ft,  and  then  thou  dieft  and  damn'fl:. 

Enter  Leon ti us  and  Telamon. 

L,eon,  I  wonder  the  Dutchefs  comes  not. 

Tel.  She  has  heard.  Sir,  your  Will  to  fpeak  with  her: 
But  there  is  fomcthing  leaden  at  her  Heart ; 
(Pray  God  it  be  not  mortal)  that  ev'n  keeps  her 
From  Converfation  with  herfelf. 

Enter  Bacha.  [me? 

Bacha,  (37)  Whither  will  you  my  crofs  Affedions  pull 
O  Fortune,  Fate,  and  you  whofe  Pow'rs  dired 
Our  Adtions,  and  dwell  in  us,  you  that  're  Angels 
Guiding  to  Virtue,  wherefore  have  you  given 
So  ftrong  a  Hand  to  Evil  ?  wherefore  fulfer'd 
A  Temple  of  your  own,  you  Deities 
Where  your  fair  felves  dwelt  only,  and  your  Goodnefs, 
Thus  to  be  foil'd  with  Sin  ? 

Leon.  Heav'n  blefs  us  all. 
From  whence  comes  this  Diftemper  ?  Speak,  my  fair  one. 

Bacha.  And  have  you  none.  Love  and  Obedience, 
You  ever  faithful  Servants  to  imploy 
In  this  ftrange  ftory  of  Impiety, 
But  me  a  Mother;  muft  I  be  your  Strumpet? 

(37)  Oh  nx)hither  ^ill  my  crofs  JffeSlions  pull  me? 

Fortune,  FatCy  and  you  lAjhoJe  .P  Givers  direSt  our  ASltonSf 
And  dnvell  luithin  us,  you  that  are  Angels,  &c.]  In  the  old 
^artos  the  firft  of  thefe  Lines  runs  thus, 

O  nvhither  <vjill you  my  crofs  AffeSiions  pull  me  ? 
'.  The  late  Editions,  to  corred  the  Meafure,  left  out  thejiow,  and  fo  ren- 
dered the  Line  lefs  poetical,  and,  for  the  two  following,  they  made  no 
Attempt  to  recover  the  Meafure.  The  real  Corruption  feems  to  be  th» 
Tranfpofition  of  the  O,  from  the  beginning  of  the  fecond  Line  to  th« 
firft,  a  Miftake  of  all  others  the  moft  common.  When  this  is  rcdify'd 
the  Paffage  will  appear  very  beautiful. 

Whither  nvillyou  my  crofs  Affe£}ions  pull  me? 
O  Fortune,  Fate,  and  you  wohofe  Poivrs  direSi 
Our  ASlions,  and  dvjell  in  us  i  you  that  ^re  Angels  SiQ* 

Vol.  IX.  H  h  To 
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(38)  To  lay  black  Treafon  open,  and  in  him 
In  whoin  all  Sweetnefs  was  j  in  whom  my  Love 
Was  prov'd  to  have  a  Being  ;  in  whom  Juftice, 
And  all  the  Gods  (39)  for  all  our  Imaginations 
Can  work  into  a  Man,  were  more  than  Virtues, 
Ambition  down  to  Hell,  where  thou  wert  fofter'd, 
Thou'ft  poifonM  the  beft  Soul,  the  pureft,  whiteft, 
(40 )  And  meereft  Innocence  itfelf  that  ever 
Mens  greedy  hopes  gave  life  to. 

Leon,  This  is  ft  ill  ftranger,  lay  this  Treafon  open 
To  my  Corre6tion. 

Bacha,  Oh  what  a  combat  Duty  and  Affedion 
Breeds  in  my  Blood  ! 

Leon.  If  thou  conceal'ft  him,  may, 
Befide  my  Death,  the  Curfes  of  the  Country, 
Troubles  of  Confcience,  and  a  wretched  End, 
Bring  thee  unto  a  poor  forgotten  Grave. 

Bacha,  (41)  My  Being,  for  another  Tongue  to  tell  it! 
O !  eafe  a  Mother  fome  good  Man  that  dares 
Speak  for  his  King  and  Country  >  I  am  full 
Of  too  much  Woman's  pity  ;  yet  oh  Heav*n, 
Since  it  concerns  the  Safety  of  my  Sovereign, 
Let  it  not  be  a  Cruelty  in  me, 

(38)  To  lay  black  Treafon  upon,*—]  The  Correftion  made  here  is 
very  obvious  and  felf-evident.  Mr.  Theobald  concurrM  with  me  in  it. 

(39)  —for  all  o«r  Imaginations]  This  is  barely  intelligible,  and 
may  fignify,  as  far  as  nxje  are  able  to  imagine.  But  Mv.'^  Sympfon  has 
certainly  a  very  happy  CoT\]zd,m&-~ Imitations — Which  giving  a  much 
better,  as  well  as  eafier  Senfe,  was  probably  the  true  Reading. 

(40)  Jnd  meeref  innocent'fl  ^  Mr.  Theobald  had  prevented  me  in 

this  Corredlion. 

(4 1 )  My  Being  for  another  Tongue  to  tell  ity 
Ceafe  a  Mother  /  fome  good  Man  that  dares 
Speak  for  his  King  and  Country ,  I  am  full 

Of  too  much  Woman  s  Pity  ; — ]  Few  Emendations  have  given 
me  fo  much  Fleafure  as  that  of  this  Paliage.  The  Corruption  lay  in 
the  lofs  only  of  about  a  £fth  part  of  a  Leiter,  and  yet  it  utterly  fpcil  : 
both  Metre  and  Senfe,  where  both  were  very  beautiful.  It  coft  me 
two  or  three  Turns  before  I  could  hit  upon  it,  but  when  mentioned  it 
carries  immediate  Convidlion.  Inftead  of  Ceafe  a  Mothery  it  is  only 
turning* the  C  .into  an  O. 

O  !  eafe  a  Mother  fojne  good  Man  that  dares 

Speak  for  his  King  and  Country  \' 

Nor 
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Nor  draw  a  Mother's  Name  in  queftion. 

'Mongft  unborn  People,  to  give  up  tliac  Man 

To  Law  and  Juftice,  that  unrighteoufly 

Has  fought  his  Father's  Death  ;  be  deaf,,  be  deaf,  Sir, 

Your  Son  is  the  Offender:  Now  you  have  all. 

Would  1  might  never  fpeak  again.    Leon,  My  Son  ! 

Heav'n  help  m'.    No  more  !  I  thought  it. 

And  fince  his  Life  is  grown  fo  dangerous : 

Let  them  that  gave  him,  take  him,  he  fhall  die. 

And  with  him  all  my  Fears. 

Bacha,  Oh  ufe  your  Mercy, 
You've  a  brave  Subjed  to  bellow  it  on. 
I  will  forgive  him,  Sir>  and  for  his  Wrong 
To  me,  I'll  be  before  ye.    Leon.  Durft  his  Villany 
Extend  to  thee  ? 

Bacha.  Nothing  but  Heats  of  Youth,  Sir. 

Leon.  Upon  my  Life  he  fought  my  Bed. 

Bacha.  1  muft  confefs  he  loved  me 
Somewhat  beyond  a  Son ;  and  ftill  purfu'd  ic 
With  fuch  a  Luft,  I  will  not  fay  Ambition, 
That  clean  forgetting  all  Obedience, 
And  only  following  his  firft  Heat  unto  me, 
He  hotly  fought  your  Death,  and  me  in  Marriage, 

Leon.  Oh  Villain ! 

Bacha.  But  I  forget  all,  and  am  half  afliam'd 
To  prefs  a  Man  fo  far. 


T^im,  Where  is  the  Duke  ? 
For  God*s  fake  bring  me  to  him.    Leon.  Here  I  am, 
Each  Corner  of  the  Dukedom  fends  new  Affrights  forth* 
What  would'ft  thouP  Speak,    ^im.  I  cannot,  Sir,  my  Fear 
Ties  up  my  Tongue. 

Leon,  Why,  what's  the  matter?  Take 
Thy  courage  to  thee,  and  boldly  fpeak,  where  are 
The  Guard  ?  In  the  Gods  Name,  out  with  it. 

Tim.  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Leon.  In  whom  \ 

Bacha.  Double  the  Guard. 

l!im»  There  is  a  Fellow,  Sir. 


Enter  Timantus. 


H  h  2 


Leon, 
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Leon,  Leave  fhaking,  Man. 

^im,  *Tis  not  for  fear,  but  wonder. 

Leon,  Well. 

Tm.  There  is  a  Fellow,  Sir, 
Clofe  in  the  Lobby :  You  o'  the  Guard, 
Look  to  the  Door  there. 

Leon.  But  let  me  know  the  Bufinefs. 

iri7n.  Oh  that  the  Hearts  of  Men  fhould  be  fo  hardened 
Againft  fo  good  a  Duke!  For  God's  fake,  Sir, 
Seek  means  to  fave  yourfelf  \  this  wretched  Slave 
Has  his  Sword  in  his  Hand,  I  know  his  Heart: 
Oh  it  hath  almoft:  kill'd  me  with  the  thoughts  of  it. 

Leon,  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  the  Guard, 

V  th'  Lobby,  Sir,  clofe  in  a  Corner : 
Look  to  yourfelves  for  Heav'n's  fake,  methinks 
He*s  here  already.   Fellows  of  the  Guard  be  valiant. 

Leon.  Go  Sirs,  and  apprehend  him  ;  Treafon  fhall 
Never  dare  me  in  mine  own  Gates. 

Tim.  'Tis  done.  [Guard  bring  the  Prince  in. 

Bacha.  And  thou  flialt  find  it  to  thy  bed  Content. 
Leon.  Are  thefe  the  Comforts  of  my  Age?  They're 
happy 

That  end  their  Days  contented  with  a  little. 
And  live  aloof  from  Dangers,  to  a  King 
Every  content  doth  a  new  Peril  bring. 
Oh  let  me  live  no  longer!  fhameof  Nature, 
Baftard  to  Honour,  Traitor,  Murderer, 
Devil  in  a  human  Shape.    Away  with  him. 
He  fliall  not  breathe  his  hot  Infedlion  here. 
Leu,  Sir,  hear  me. 

Leon.  Am  I  or  he  your  Duke?  Away  with  him 
To  a  clofe  Prifon  ;  your  Highnefs  now  fhall  know. 
Such  Branches  muft  be  cropt  before  they  grow. 

Leu.  Whatever  Fortune  comes,  I  bid  it  welcome. 
My  Innocence  is  my  Armour:  Gods  preferveyou.  [Exit, 

Bacha.  Fare  thee  well, 
I  fliali  ne'er  fee  fo  brave  a  Gentleman, 
Would  I  could  weep  out  his  Offences.    "Tim,  Or 
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i  could  weep  out  mine  Eyes.    Leon,  Come  Gentlemen, 

We  will  determine  prefently  about 

His  Death,  we  cannot  be  too  forward  in  our 

Safety,  I'm  very  fick,  lead  me  unto  my  Bed.  lEmmt^ 

Enter  Citizen  and  his  Boy. 

Cit.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  my  Fox  from  the  Cutlers : 
There's  Money  for  the  Scowring:  Tcli  him  I  ftop 
A  Groat  fmce  th'  laft  great  Mufter,  he  had  in  Stone-Pitch 
For  th'  bruife  he  took,  with  the  recoiling  of  his  Gun. 

Boy,  Yes,  Sir. 

Cit,  And  do  y'u  hear?  when  you  come,  take  down  my 
Buckler, 

And  fweep  the  Cobwebs  off,  and  grind  the  pick  on't. 
And  fetch  a  Nail  or  two,  and  tack  on  Bracers ; 
Your  Miftrefs  made  a  Pot-lid  on't,  I  thank  her. 
At  her  Maid's  Wedding,  and  burnt  off  the  Handle. 

Boy.  I  wil].  Sir.  [Exit. 

Cit.  Who's  within  here,  hoe  Neighbour,  not  ftirring 
yet? 

2  Cit,  Oh,  good  Morrow,  good  Morrow, 
What  News,  what  News  ? 

1  Cit,  It  holds,  he  dies  this  Morning. 

2  Cit.  Then  happy  Man  be  his  Fortune,  Pm  refolv'd. 
I  Cit,  And  fo  am  I,  and  forty  more  good  Fellows, 

That  will  not  give  their  Heads  for  the  Wafliing,  I  take  it, 
Z  Cit,  'Sfoot  Man,  who  would  not  hang  in  fuch  good 
Company, 

And  fuch  a  Caufe?  A  Fire,  a  Wife  and  Children! 
'Tis  fuch  a  Jed,  that  Men  fliould  look  behind  'em 
To  th'  World,  and  let  their  Honours,  Neighbours,  flip. 

I  Cit,  Pil  give  thee  a  Pint  of  Baftard  and  a  Roll 
For  that  bare  Word.    2  Cit.  They  fay,  that  we  Tailors  are 
Things  that  lay  one  another,  and  our  Geefe  hatch  us  : 
ril  make  fome  of  'em  feel  they  are  Geefe  o*th'  Game  then. 
Pfack,  take  down  my  Bill,  'tis  ten  to  one  I  ufe  it. 
Take  a  good  Heart,  Man,  all  the  low  Ward  is  ours. 
With  a  wet  Finger. 

And  lay  my  cut-fing'red  Gantlet  ready  for  me, 
That,  that  I  us'd  to  work  in,  when  the  Gentlemen 

Hh  3  Were 
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Were  up  againft  us,  and  beaten  out  of  Town, 
And  almoft  out  o'  Debt  too,  for  a  Plague  on  'em 
They  never  paid  well  fmce  ;  and  take  heed  Sirrah, 
Your  Miftrefs  hears  not  of  this  Bufinefs, 
She's  near  her  time  ;  yet  if  flie  do,  I  care  not. 
She  may  long  for  Rebellion,  for  fhc  has 
A  devilifh  Spirit. 

1  Cit.  Come,  let's  call  up  the  new  Ironmonger, 
He  is  as  tough  as  Steel,  and  has  a  fine  Wit 

In  thefe  Refurredlions ;  are  you  ftirring,  Neighbour? 

3  Cit,  [within.']  Oh,  Good- morrow  Neighbours, 
ril  come  to  you  prefently. 

2  Cit.  Go  to,  this  is  his  Mother's  doing  *,  fhe's  a  Polecat. 

1  Cit,  As  any  is  in  the  World. 

2  Cit,  Then  fay  I've  hit  it,  and  a  Vengeance  on  her. 
Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,    i  Cit,  Amen  fay  I, 
Sh^'as  brought  things  to  a  fine  pafs  with  her  Wifdom, 
Do  you  mark  it  ? 

2  Cit,  One  thing  I  am  fure  (he  has,  the  good  old  Duke, 
She  gi\ies  him  Pap  again  they  fay,  and  dandles  him. 
And  hangs  a  Coral  and  Bells  about  his  Neck, 

And  makes  him  believe  his  Teeth  will  come  again  ; 
Which  if  they  did,  and  I  he,  I  would  worry  her 
(42)  As  never  Curr  was  worried:  I  would  Neighbour, 
Till  my  Teeth  met  I  know  where,  but  that's  Counfel. 

Enter  third  Citizen: 

^Cit.  Good-morrowNeighbours,  hear  you  the  fad  News? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  would  we  knew  as  well  how  to  prevent  it. 

3  Cit.  I  cannot  tell,  methinks  'twere  no  great  matter. 
If  Men  were  Men,  but  

2  Cit.  You  do  not  twit  me  with  my  Calling,  Neighbour  ? 

3  Cit,  No  furely ;  fer  1  know  your  Spirit  to  be  tall. 
Pray  be  not  vext.   2  Cit,  Pray  forward  with  your  Counfel  i 
I'm  what  I  am,  and  they  that  prove  me  fliall 

Find  me  to  their  Coft  j  do  you  mark  me  Neighbour, 
T'  their  Coft  I  fay. 

(42)  As  never  Curr  uoas  ivcrried  —  ]  As  this  is  Senfe  I  don't  changt 
it,  but  Cat  is  a  much  more  common,  as  well  as  more  proper  Compa- 
?il«n>  than  Cm  r  £0  a  Shrew, 

I  Cit' 
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1  Cik  Nay,  look  how  foon  you're  angry  ? 

2  Cit.  They  fiiall,  Neighbours  i  yes,  I  fay  they  fhalJ. 

3  Cit,  I  do  believe  they  fiiall. 

1  Cit.  I  know  they  fhall. 

2  G^.  Whether  you  do  or  no  I  care  not  two  Pence. 

I  am  no  Beaft,  I  know  mine  own  (Irength,  Neighbours  5 
God  blefs  the  King,  your  Companies  is  fair. 

1  Cit,  Nay,  Neighbour,  now  ye  err,  now  I  muft  tell  you  fo. 
And  ye  are  twenty  Neighbours.    3  Cit.  You  had  beft 
Go  peach,  do,  peach.    2  Cit,  Peach ;  I  fcorn  the  motion. 

3  Cit.  Do,  and  fee  what  follows  j  I'll  fpend  an  hundred 

Pound, 

And't  be  two  I  care  not ;  but  I'll  undo  thee. 

2  Cit,  Peach,  Oh  difgraee!  Peach  in  thy  Face,  and  do 
The  worft  thou  can'ft  5  I  am  a  True-man,  and  a  Free- man  j 
Peach ! 

1  Cit,  Nay,  look,  you  will  Ipoil  all. 

2  Cit,  Peach! 

I  Cit,  Whilft  you  two  brawl  together. 
The  Prince  will  lofe  his  Life. 

3  Cit,  Come,  give  me  your  Hand, 

I  love  you  well,  are  you  for  the  A6tion  ?    2  Cit.  Yes, 
But  Peach  provokes  me,  'tis  a  cold  Fruit,  I  feel  it 
Cold  in  my  Stomach  ftill. 
3  Cit.  No  more,  I'll  give  you  Cake  to  digeft  it. 


4  Cit,  Shut  up  my  Shop,  and  be  ready  at  a  call  Boys, 
And  one  o'  you  run  o'er  my  old  Tuck  with  a  few  Afhes, 
'Tis  grown  odious  with  tolling  Cheefe ;  and  burn 
A  little  Juniper  in  my  Murrin,  the  Maid  made  it 
Her  Chamber-pot ;  an  Hour  hence  I'll  come  again  ; 
And  as  you  hear  from  me,  fend  me  a  clean  Shirt. 

3  Cit.  The  Chandler  by  the  Wharf,  and  it  be  thy  WilK 
2  Cit,  Goflip,  Good-morrow. 

4  Cit,  Oh  Good-morrow,  Goflip  ; 
Good-morrow  all,  I  fee  ye  of  one  Mind, 
You  cleave  fo  clofe  together ;  come  'tis  time, 
I  have  prepared  an  hundred  if  they  ftand. 

I  Cit.  'Tis  well  done 3  fhall  we  fever,  and  about  it? 


Enter  a  fourth  Citizen, 


Hh  4 
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3  Clt.  Fird,  let's  to  the  Tavern,  and  a  Pint  apiece 
"Will  make  us  Dragons.    2  GV.  I  will  have  no  Mercy, 
Come  what  will  of  it.    4  Cit.  If  my  Tuck  hold,  I'll  fpit 
The  Guard  like  Larks  with  Sage  between  'em. 

2  Cit,  1  have 

A  foolifh  Bill  to  reckon  with  'em,  will  make 
Some  of  their  Hearts  ake,  and  I'll  lay  it  on  ; 
Now  fhall  I  fight,  'twill  do  you  good  to  fee  me. 

3  Cit,  Come,  I'll  do  fomething  for  the  Town  to  talk  of 
When  I  am  rotten   pray  God  there  be  enough 

To  kill,  that's  all.  \Exeuni, 

Enter  Dorialus,  Nifus  and  Agenor, 

Agen,  How  black  the  Day  begins ! 

Dor,  Can  you  blame  it,  and  look 
On  fuch  a  Deed  as  fhall  be  done  this  Morning  ? 

Nif,  Does  the  Prince  fufFer  to  Day? 

Dor,  Within  this  Hour,  they  fay. 

Agen.  Well,  they  that  are  moft  wicked  are  mod  fafe  j 
*Twill  be  a  ftrange  Juflice,  and  a  lamentable, 
Gods  keep  us  from  the  too  foon  feeling  of  it. 

Dor.  I  care  not  if  my  Throat  were  next ;  for  to  live  ftill, 
And  live  here,  were  but  to  grow  fat  for  the  Shambles. 

Nif.  Yet  we  muft  do't,and  thank  'em  too,  that  our  Lives 
May  be  accepted.    Agen,  Faith  I'll  go  ftarve  myfelf. 
Or  grow  difeas'd  to  fhame  the  Hangman  ;  for 
I'm  fure  he  fhall  be  my  Herald,  and  quarter  me. 

Dor.  Ay,  a  Plague  on  him,  he's  too  excellent  at  Arms. 

Nif.  (43)  Will  you  go  fee  this  fad  Sight,  Lord  Agenor? 

Agen.  I'll  make  a  Mourner. 

Dor.  If  I  could  do  him  any  good,  I  would  go, 
The  bare  Sight  elfe  will  but  afflid  my  Spirit, 
My  Prayers  Ihail  be  as  near  him  as  your  Eyes; 
As  y*  find  him  fettled,  remember  my  Love  and  Service 
T'  his  Grace. 

Nif,  We  will  weep  for  you,  Sir :  Farewel.  [Exeunt, 
Dor.  Farewel  ; 
To  all  our  Happinefs,  a  long  Farewel. 

(43)  IVtllycugo  fee  this  hi^  Sight,^^  Former  Editions.  }vlr.7heobald 
concurr'd  in  the  Emendation. 

Thou 
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Thou  angry  Power,  whether  of  Heav'n  or  Hell, 

Thou  lailt  this  fharp  Corredion  on  our  Kingdom 

For  our  Offences,  infinite  and  mighty  ! 

Oh  hear  me,  and  at  length  be  pleas'd,  be  pleas'd 

With  Pity  to  draw  back  thy  Vengeance, 

Too  heavy  for  our  Weaknefs  ;  and  accept 

(Since  it  is  your  Difcretion,  heav'nly  Wifdoms, 

To  have  it  fo)  this  Sacrifice  for  all. 

That  now  is  flying  to  your  Happinefs, 

Only  for  you  moft  fit  \  let  all  our  Sins 

Suffer  in  him.  {AJhout  within. 

Gods,  what's  the  matter  ?  I  hope 

»Tis  Joyj  how  now,  my  Lords? 

Enter  Agenor  and  Nifus; 

Nif.  Pll  tell  you  with  that  little  Breath  I  have  ; 
More  Joy  than  you  dare  think,  the  Prince  is  fafe 
From  Danger. 

Dor,  How  I 

Agen.  'Tis  true,  and  thus  it  was ;  his  Hour  was  come 
To  lofe  his  Life,  he  ready  for  the  Stroke, 
Nobly,  and  full  of  Saint-like  Patience, 
Went  with  his  Guard  ;  which  when  the  People  faw, 
Compafiion  firfl:  went  out,  mingled  with  Tears, 
That  bred  Defires,  and  Whifpers  to  each  other. 
To  do  fome  worthy  Kindnefs  for  the  Prince, 
And  e'er  they  underftood  well  how  to  do. 
Fury  ftcpt  in,  and  taught  them  what  to  do, 
Thrufting  on  every  Hand  to  refcue  him, 
As  a  white  Innocent ;  then  flew  the  roar 
Through  all  the  Streets,  of  Save  him^fave  him^fave  him  : 
And  as  they  cry'd,  they  did  ;  for  catching  up 
Such  fudden  Weapons  as  their  Madnefs  fliew'd  them. 
In  Ihort,  they  beat  the  Guard,  and  took  him  from  'em. 
And  now  march  with  him  like  a  Royal  Army. 

Dor.  Heav'n,  Heav'n  I  thank  thee,  what  a  Slave  was  I 
To  have  my  Hand  fo  far  from  this  brave  Refcue, 
•T  'ad  been  a  thing  to  brag  on  when  I  was  old. 
Shall  w'  run  for  a  Wager  to  the  next  Temple,  and  give 
thanks? 
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Nif,  As  faft  as  Wiflies. 

Enter  Leucippus  and  Ifmenus ;  the  People  within  flop. 

Leu,  Good  Friends  go  home  again,  there's  not  a  Man 
Shall  go  with  me.    Ijm,  Will  you  not  take  revenge  ? 
I'll  call  them  on. 

Leu.  All  that  love  me,  depart : 
I  thank  you,  and  will  fervc  you  for  your  Loves ; 
But  I  will  thank  you  more  to  fuffer  me 
To  govern  'em  5  once  more  1  do  beg  of  ye. 
For  my  fake  to  your  Houfes. 

All  [within,']  Gods  prcferve  you. 

Jfm.  And  what  Houfe  will  you  go  to  ? 

Leu.  Ifmenus,  I  will  take  the  warieft  Courfcs 
That  I  can  think  of  to  defend  myfelf, 
But  not  offend. 

Jfm.  (44)  Yo*  may  kill  your  Mother,  and  ne'er  offend 
your  Father, 
Or  any  honeft  Man.    Leu.  Thou  know'ft  I  can 
Scape  now,  that's  all  I  look  for  5  I  will  leave  

Jfm.  Timantusy  a  Pox  take  him,  would  I  had  him  here, 
I'd  kill  him  at  his  own  Weapon  fmgle  fithes. 
We've  built  enough  on  him  ;  Plague  on't,  I'm  out  of 
All  Patience ;  difcharge  fuch  an  army  as  this. 
That  would  have  followed  you  without  paying.  Oh  Gods ! 

Leu.  To  what  end  fliould  I  keep  'em?  I  am  free. 

Ifm,  Yes,  free  o'th*  Traitors,  for  you  are  proclaim'd  one. 

Leu.  Shou'd  I  therefore  make  myfelf  one.^    Jfm.  This 
is  one  of 

Your  moral  Philofophy,  is  it  ?    Heav'n  blefs  me 
From  Subtilties  to  undo  myfelf  with  ;  but  I  know. 
If  Reafon  herfelf  were  here,  fhe  would  not  pare 
With  her  own  Safety. 

Lsu.  Well,  pardon,  Jfmenus^  for  I  know 
My  Courfes  are  moft  juft ;  nor  will  I  flain  'cm 
With  one  bad  Aftion  ;  for  thyfelf  thou  know'fl, 

(44)  Tou  may  kill  your  Mother ^  and  neer  offend  your  Father,  an 
hnneji  Man.]  Former  Editions,  Both  Senfe  and  Meafure  require  the 
Emendation. 
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That  though  I  may  command  thee,  I  fliall  be 
A  ready  Servant  to  thee  if  thou  needft  ; 
And  fo  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Ifm.  Of  whom? 

Leu.  Of  thee. 

Ijm,  Heart,  you  fhall  take  no  leave  of  me 
Leu.  Shall  I  not  ? 

Ifm.  No,  by  the  Gods  fhall  you  not ;  nay,  if  you  have 
No  more  Wit  but  t'  go  abfolutely  alone, 
I'll  be  in  a  little.    Leu.  Nay,  prithee,  good  Ifmenus 
Pai  t  with  me.  If??i.\  woVt  i'faith,  ne'er  move  itany  more  5 
For  by  this  good  Light  I  wo'not. 

Leu.  This  is  an  ill  time  to  be  thus  unruly. 
Ifmenus.,  you  muft  leave  me.    Ifm.  Yes,  if  you  can 
Beat  me  away  5  elfe  the  Gods  refufe  me. 
If  I  will  leave  you  till  I  fee  more  Reafon ; 
You  flian't  undo  yourfelf. 
Leu.  But  why  wilt  n't  leave  me  ? 
Ifm.  Why,  I  will  tell  you :  Becaufe  when  you  are  gone. 

Then  -Life,  if  I  have  not  forgot  my  Reafon 

 -Hell  take  me  5  you  put  me  out  of  Patience  fo  ; 

Oh!  marry,  when  you  are  gone,  then  will  your  Mother 
(A  Pox  confound  her)  fhe  ne'er  comes  in  my  Head, 
But  (h'  fpoils  my  Memory  too :  there  are  a  hundred  Reafons* 
Leu.  But  fhew  me  one. 
Ifm.  Shew  you  ;  what  a  ftir  here  is  5 
Why  I  will  (hew  you  :  Do  you  think,  well,  well, 
I  know  what  I  know,  I  pray  come,  come.  'Tis  in  vain, 
— But  I  am  fure.    Devils  take  'em  ;  what  do  I  meddle 
with  them  ? 

You  know  yourfelf  Sou),  I  think  I  am  j 

Is  there  any  Man  i'th'  World  ?  as  if  you  knew  not  this 
Already  better  than  I.    Pifh,  pifli,  I'll  give  no  Reafon. 

Leu.  But  I  will  tell  thee  one,  why  thou  fhouldft  flay  j 
I  have  not  one  Friend  in  the  Court  but  thou. 
On  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  truft  to  fend  me 
Any  Intelligence  j  and  if  thou  lov'fl:  me 
Thou  wilt  do  this,  thou  need'fl  not  fear  to  ftay, 
For  there  are  new-come  Proclamations  out, 
Where  all  arc  pardon'd  but  myfelf,    Ifm,  'Tis  true, 
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And  i'th'  fame  Proclamation,  your  fine  Sifter 
Urania^  whom  you  us'd  f*  kindly,  *s  proclaimed  Heir 
Apparent  to  the  Crown. 

Leu.  What  though,  thou  may'ft  ftay  at  home  without 
Danger  ? 

Ifm,  Danger,  hang  Danger,  what  tell  you  me  of  Danger  ? 
Leu,  Why  if  thou  wilt  not  do't,  I  think  thou  dar'ft  not. 
Ifm,  I  dare  not ;  if  you  fpeak  it  in  earneft,  you  are 
A  Boy. 

Leu,  Wfll,  Sir,  if  you  dare,  let  me  fee  you  do't. 

Ifm,  Why  fo  you  fhall,  I  will  ftay. 

Leu,  Why  God-a- mercy  — — 

Ifm.  You  know  I  love  you  but  too  well. 

Leu,  Now  take  thefe  few  Dire6lions,  and  farewel ; 
Send  to  me  by  the  warieft  ways  thou  can' ft  ; 
I  have  a  Soul  tells  me  we  fhall  meet  often. 
The  Gods  protefl  thee. 

Ifm,  Pox  o'  myfelf  for  an  Afs, 
I'm  crying  now —  God  be  with  you,  if  I  never 
&:e  you  again  ;  why  then  pray  get  you  gone. 
For  Grief  and  Anger  wo'not  let  me  know 
What  I  fay,  Til  to  the  Court 
As  faft  as  I  can,  and  fee  the  new  Heir  apparent.' 

{Exeunt, 


ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Urania  and  her  Woman, 

Vra:\\J  HAT,  haft  thou  found  him  ? 

yV     Woman.  Madam,  he  is  coming  in. 
lira,  God  blefs  my  Brother,  wherefoe'er  he  is  5 
And  I  befeech  you  keep  me  fro  the  Bed 
Of  any  naughty  Tyrant,  whom  my  Mother 
Would  ha'me  have  to  wrong  him. 

Enter  Ifmenus. 

Ifm,  What  would  her  new  Grace  have  with  me  ? 
Vra.  Le^ve  us  a  while.  My  Lord  Ifmenus^  \Eiiit  Worn* 

I 
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I  pray  for  the  Love  of  Heav'n  and  God, 

That  you  would  tell  me  one  thing,  which  I  know 

You  can  do  wcel. 

Ifm,  Where's  her  fain  Grace  ? 

Ura»  You  know  me  weel  inough,  but  that  you  mock, 
I'm  fhe  my  Sen.  7/;;/.  God  blefs  him  that  lhall  be 
Thy  Husband,  if  thou  wear'ft  the  Breeches  thus  foon, 
Thou'Jt  be  as  impudent  as  thy  Mother. 

Ura,  But  will  yo.u 
Tell  me  this  one  thing  ?    Ifm^  What  is  k  ?  if  it 
Be  no  great  matter  whether  I  do  or  no. 
Perhaps  I  wiJK 

Ura,  Yes  faith,  'tis  matter. 

Ifm.  And  what  is*t  ? 

Ura.  I  pray  you  let  m'  know  where  th'  Prince  my 
Brother  is. 

Ifm,  rfaith  you  fhan  be  hang'd  firfl,  is  your  Mother 
So  foolifli  as  to  think  that  your  good  Grace 
Can  fift  it  out  of  me  ?  Ura,  If  you've  any  Mercy 
Left  in  you  to  a  poor  Wench,  tell  me.    Ifm,  Why, 
Would'ft  thou  not  have  thy  Brains  beat  out  for  this. 
To  follow  thy  Mother's  Steps  fo  young  ? 

Ura,  But  believe  me,  Ihe  knows  none  of  this. 

Ifm,  Believe  you? 
Why  do  you  think  I  never  had  my  Wits.?  " 
Or  that  I  am  run  out  of  them  ?  how  fhould  it 
Belong  to  you  to  know,  if  I  could  tell  ? 

Ura,  Why  I  will  tell  you,  and  if  I  fpeak  falfe 
Let  the  De'il  ha'me  :  yonder's  a  bad  Man, 
Come  from  a  Tyrant  to  my  Mother,  and  what  Name 
They  ha*  for  him,  good  faith  I  cannot  tell. 

Ifm,  An  AmbafTador. 

Ura.  That's  it ;  but  he  would  carry  me  away. 
And  have  me  marry  his  Matter  ^  and  I'll  day 
E'er  I  will  ha'  him. 

Ifm.  But  what's  this  to  knowing 
Where  the  Prince  is  ? 

*Ura.  Yes,  for  y'  know  all  my  Mother  does  ; 
Agen  the  Prince,  is  but  to  ma  me  great. 

Ifm,  Pray,  (I  know  that  too  well)  what  then  ?  Ura,  Why 

I 
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I  would  go  to  the  good  Marquis  my  Brother^ 
And  put  myfelf  into  his  Hands^  that  fo 
He  may  preferve  himfclf. 

Ifm.  Oh  that  thou  hadft  no  Seed  of  thy  Mother  In  thee. 
And  could'ft  mean  this  now.    Ura,  Why,  ifeth  I  do, 
Wou'd  I  might  ne'er  ftir  more  if  1  do  not. 

Ifm,  I  (hall  prove  a  ridiculous  Fool,  TJl  be  damn'd  eJfe; 
Hang  me  if  I  don't  half  believe  thee.  Ura,  By  my  Troth 
You  may. 

Ifm,  By  my  Troth  I  do :  I  know  I'm  an  Afs  for't. 
But  I  cann't  help  it. 

Ura,  And  won  you  tell  me  then  ? 

Ifn,  Yes  faith  will  I,  or  any  thing  elfe  i'th'  World  ; 
For  I  think  thou  art  as  good  a  Creature  as 
Ever  was  born. 

Ura,  But  ail  go  i'this  Lad's  Apparel ; 
But  you  mun  help  me  to  Silver. 

Ifm.  Help  thee  ?  why  the  Pox  take  him 
That  will  not  help  thee  to  any  thing  i'th*  World, 
I'll  help  thee  to  Mony,  and  I'll  do't  prefently  too. 
And  yet — Soul,  if  you  fliould  play  the  fcurvy  Harlotry, 
The  little  pocky  Baggage  now  and  cozen  me, 
What  then  ?    tfra.  Why,  an  I  do,  wou'd  I  might  ne'er 
Sec  Day  again.    Ifm,  Nay,  by  this  Light, do  not  think 
Thou  wilt :  I'll  prefently  provide  thee 
Mony  and  a  Letter.  \E£t  Ifm. 

Ura,  Ay,  but  I'll  ne'er  deliver  it. 
When  I  have  found  my  Brother,  I  will  beg 
To  ferve  him  j  but  he  fhall  ne'er  know  who  I  am  ; 
For  he  muft  hate  me  then  for  my  bad  Mother  ; 
I'll  fay  I'm  a  Country  Lad  that  want  a  Service, 
And  have  ftraid  on  him  by  chance,  left  he  difcover  me ; 
I  know  I  muft  not  live  long,  but  that  taime 
I  ha*  to  fpend,  fhali  be  in  ferving  him. 
And  though  my  Mother  feek  to  take  his  Life  away, 
(45)  In  ai  Day  my  Brother  fhall  be  taught 
That  I  was  ever  good,  though  Ihe  were  naught.  \J^xit. 

Enter 

(4.5)  In  z  Day  my  Brother  Jhall  he  taught^  As  the  next  Line 
rhimes  to  this,  it  cannot  be  thought  that  the  Meafure  would  be  here 

negledted. 
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Enter  Bacha  and  Timantus :  Bacha  reading  a  Letter. 

Bacha.  Run  away  !  the  Devil  be  her  Guide. 
^im.  Faith  Ihe's  gone:  there's  a  Letter,  I  found  it  in  her 
Pocket, 

Would  I  were  with  her,  flie's  a  handfome  Lady, 
A  Plague  upon  my  Balhfulnefs,  I  had  bobb'd  her 
Long  ago  elfe. 

Bacha,  What  a  bafc  Whore  is  this,  that  after  all 
My  ways  for  her  Advancement,  fhould  fo  poorly 
Make  Virtue  her  Undoer,  and  chufe  this  time. 
The  King  being  deadly -fick,  and  I  intending 
A  prefent  Marriage  with  fome  Foreign  Prince, 
To  ftrengthen  and  fecure  myfelf.    She  writes  here. 
Like  a  wife  Gentlewoman,  fhe  will  not  ftay  : 
And  the  Example  of  her  dear  Brother,  makes  her 
(46)  Fear  for  herfelf,  to  whom  fhe  means  to  fly, 

Jim,  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Bacha.  Now  Poverty  and  Leachery,  which  is  thy  End, 
Rot  thee,  where-e'er  thou  goeft  with  all  thy  Gocdnefs. 

'Tim.  Berla'y  they'll  bruife  her,  and  fhe  wereof  Brafs, 
Fm  fure  they'll  break  Stone  Walls :  I've  had  Experience 
O'  them  both,  and  they  have  made  me  defperatc. 
But  there's  a  MefTenger,  Madam,  come  from  the  Prints 
With  a  Letter  to  Ifmenus^  who  by  him 
Returns  an  Anfwer.   Bacha.  This  comes  *s  pat  as  Wifhes  5 
Thou*lt  prefendy  away,  timantus.  ?/>72. Whither,  Madam  ? 

Bacha.  To  the  Prince,  and  take  the  MefTenger  for 
Guide. 

Tim,  What  fhall  I  do  there  ?  I  have  done  too  much 
Mifchief  to  be  believed  again  ;  or  indeed,  to  fcape 
With  my  Head  on  my  Back,  if  I  be  once  known. 

Bacha,  Thou'rt  a  weak  fhallow  Fool,  get  thee  a  Difguifc, 
And  withal  when  thou  com'it  before  him,  have  a  Letter 
Feign'd  to  deliver  him,  and  then,  as  thou 

neglefted.  The  oldeft  Quarto  reads,  /»  ai  D^j;,—-^  and  it  was  pro- 
bably a  Continuation  of  Ut-ania's  pretty  rufticity  ;  tho'  no  Word  oc- 
curs that  is  very  near  the  Trace  of  the  Letters.  It  might  have  been. 
In  after  Day^         or.  In  that  en  Day. 

(46)  Fear  herfelf,  r— ]    Former  Editions, 

Haft 
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Haft  ever  hope  of  Goodnefs  by  me,  or  after  me. 
Strike  one  home  ftroke  that  fhall  not  need  another  ; 
Dar'ft  thou  fpeak,  dar'ft  thou  ?  If  thou  falleft  off. 
Go  be  a  Rogue  again,  and  Jye  and  pander 
T*  procure  thy  Meat.    Dar'ft  thou  ?  Speak  to  me  ? 

Tim.  Sure  I  ftiall  never  walk  when  I  am  dead : 
I  have  no  Spirit,  Madam,  1*11  be  drunk 
But  I  will  do  it,  that  is  all  my  Refuge. 

Bacha,  Away,  no  more  ;  then  I  will  raife  an  Army 
Whilft  th'  King  yet  lives,  .if  all  the  Means  and  Power 
I  have  can  do  it,  I  cann't  tell. 

Enter  Ifmenus  and  three  Lords. 

Ifm,  Are  you  inventing  ftill  ?  We'll  eafe  your  Studies. 

Bacha,  Why  how  now,  you  fancy  Lords  ? 

Ifm,  Nay,  I'll  ftiake  ye ;  yes.  Devil,  I  will  fhake  yc, 

Bacha,  Do  not  you  know  me,  Lords  ? 

Nif,  Yes,  deadly  Sin,  we  know  ye,  would  we  did  not. 
.  Ifm,  Do  you  hear,  Whore,  a  plague  a  God  upon  thee. 
The  Duke  is  dead.    Bacha,  Dead  \    Ifm.  Ay ^ 
Wild-fire  and  Brimftone  take  thee   good  Man  he 
Is  dead,  and  paft  thofe  Miferies  which  thou 
Thou  fait  infcdion-like,  like  a  Difeafe 
Flungeft  upon  his  Head.    Doft  thou  hear,  and  'twere 
Not  more  refped  to  Womanhood  in  general 
Than  thee,  becaufe  I  had  a  Mother,  who— 
I  will  not  fay  (he  w's  good,  fhe  liv'd  fo  near 
Thy  Time,  I  would  have  thee  in  Vengeance  of 
This  Man  whofe  Peace  is  made  in  Heav'n  by  this  time. 
Tied  to  a  Poft,  and  dried  i'th*  Sun  ;  and  after 
Carried  about,  and  fhewn  at  Fairs  for  Mony, 
With  a  long  Story  of  the  Devil  thy  Father, 
That  taught  thee  to  be  Whorifh,  Envious,  Bloody. 

Bacha.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ifm,  You  fleering  Harlot,  Pll  have  a  Horfe  to  leap  thee. 
And  thy  bafe  I  flue  ihall  carry  Sumpters.  Come,  Lords, 
Bring  h-er  along,  we'll  to  the  Prince  all,  where 
Her  Hell-hood  ftiall  wait  his  Cenfure  :  and  if  he  fpare 
Thee,  She-Goat,  may  he  lie  with  thee  again  ;  and  befide, 
May'ft  thou  lay  to  on  him  fome  nafty  foul  Difeafe, 

That 
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That  Hate  ftill  follows,  and  his  End  a  dry  Ditch. 
Lead,  you  corrupted  Whore,  or  Til  draw  a  Goad 
Shall  make  you  skip  j  away  to  the  Prince.    Bacba,  Ha, 
ha,'  ha. 

I  hope  yet  I  fhall  come  too  late  to  find  him.  [CorneiSi 

(47)  Cupid  ahovfi 

Cup.  The  Time  now  of  Revenge  draws  near. 
Nor  fhall  it  lefTen  as  I  am  a  God, 
With  all  the  Cries  and  Prayers  that  have  been. 
And  thofe  that  be  to  come,  though  they  be  infinite 
In  need  and  number. 

Enier  Leucippus  and  Urania. 

Leu,  Alas,  poor  Boy,  why  doft  thou  follow  me? 
What  can  ft  thou  hope  for  ?  1  am  poor  as  thou  art. 

Ura.  In  good  fcth  I  fhall  be  weel  and  rich  enough 
If  you  will  love  me,  and  not  put  me  from  you. 

Leu,  Why  doft  thou  chufe  out  me.  Boy,  to  undo  thee  ? 
Alas,  for  Pity  take  another  Mafter, 
That  may  be  able  to  deferve  thy  Love 
In  breeding  thee  hereafter  ;  me  thou  knowcft  nor. 
More  than  my  Mifery  ;  and  therefore  can  ft  not 
Look  for  Rewards  at  my  Hands ;  would  I  were  able. 
My  pretty  Knave,  to  do  thee  any  Kindnefs ; 
Truly,  good  Boy,  I  would  upon  my  Faith, 
Thy  harmlefs  Innocency  moves  me  at  Heart  ; 
Wilt  thou  go  fave  thyfelf  ?  why  doft  thou  wee  p 
Alas  I  do  not  chide  thee.    Ura.  I  cannot  tell. 
If  I  go  from  you,  Sir,  I  fhall  ne'er  draw  Day  more  : 
Pray  if  you  can,  (I  will  be  true  to  you) 

(47)  Cornets,  '  Cwpid/rom  above. 
Enter  Leucippus  and  Urania :  Leucippus  nvith  a  bloody  Handker- 
chief^ Here  we  have  the  Diredionsof  the  Prompter's  Book  inferted  $ 
for  the  bloody  Handkerchief  is  only  to  be  usM  when  Urania  is  ftabb'd. 
Befide  this,  Cufid  is  made  to  appear  without  fpeaking,  and  the  Speech 
he  make§  at  the  Conclufion  much  more  properly  fuits  this  Place ;  and 
therefore  I  believe  the  Reader  will  think  it  neceflary  to  have  it  reitor'd. 
The  Cornets  mull  either  belong  to  Cuptdy  in  which  I  fee  no  Proprietv, 
cr  they  belong  to  the  End  of  the  lall  Scene,  when  Ifmenus  and  the 
Lordi  go  out  triumphant  with  Bacha  Prifoner,  and  to  proclaim  Leu- 
cippus.   1  have  therefore  placM  them  there. 

Vol.  IX.  I  i  Let 
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Let  me  wait  on  you  j  if  I  were  a  Man, 

I  would  fight  tor  you:  Sure  you  have  Tome  Ill-willers, 

rd  flay  'em.   Leu.  Such  harmlefs  Souls  are  ever  Prophets : 

(48)  Well,  take  thy  Willi,  thou  fliak  be  wich  me  ftill : 

But  prithee  eatj  my  good  Boy  ;  thou  wilt  die, 

My  Child,  if  thou  fait  one  Day  more.    Thefe  foui:  Days 

Thou'il  tailed  nothing:  Go  into  the  Cave 

And  eat,  thou  fhalt  find  fomething  for  fhee  there 

To  bring  thy  Biood  again,  and  thy  fair  Colour. 

Ura,  1  cannot  eat,  God  thank  you.    But  Til  eat 
To  Morrow.    Leu.  Thou't  be  dead  by  that  time.   Ura,  I 
fbould  be 

Well  then,  for  you*JI  not  love  me.    Leu,  Tdeed  I  will. 
This  is  the  prettieft  PalTion  e'er  I  felt  yet ; 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  earneftly  upon  me  ? 

Ura.  You've  fair  Eyes,  Mafter.    Leu,  Sure  the  Boy 
dotes : 

Why  doft  thou  figh,  my  Child  ?  Ura.  To  think  that  fuch  a 
Fine  Man  ftiould  live,  and  no  gay  Lady  love  him. 

Leu.  Thou  wilt  love  me  ? 

Ura.  Yes  fure  till  I  die,  and  when 
1  am  in  Hcav'n,  I'll  e'en  wifh  for  you  there. 

Leu.  And  I'll  come  to  thee,  Boy.    This  is  a  Love 
I  never  yet  heard  tell  of.    Come,  thou'rt  flcepy.  Child  ; 
Go  in,  and  I'll  fit  with  thee  :  Heav'n,  what  portends  this  ? 

Ura.  You're  fad,  but  I'm  not  fleepy,  would  I  could 
Do  ought  to  make  you  merry  ;  fnall  I  fing  ? 

Leu.  If  thou  wilt,  good  Boy.  Alas,  my  Boy,  that  thou 
Should'ft  comfort  mc,  and  art  far  worfe  than  1 ! 

Enter  Timantus  with  a  Letter^  difguifed. 

Ura,  Law,  Mafter,  there  is  one,  look  to  yourfelf. 

Leu.  What  art  thou  that  into  this  difmal  Place, 
Which  nothing  could  find  out  but  Mifery, 
Thus  boldly  ftepft  ?  Comfort  was  never  here. 
Here  is  no  Food,  nor  Beds,  nor  any  Houfe 
Built  by  a  better  Archited  than  Beafts  5 

(48)  Well,  I  take  ihy  Wi/I,,  ]    The  Meafure  and  Senfe  both 

require  us  to  expunge  the  /.  This  whole  Scene,  and  indeed  much  the 
grtateft  Part  of  the  Fiay,  has  been  always  hiiheno  printed  as  Profe. 

And 
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And  e'er  you  get  dwelling  from  one  of  them. 
You  muft  fight  for  it ;  if  you  conquer  him. 
He  is  your  Meat ;  if  not,  you  mu(l  be  his, 

"fim.  I  come  to  you  (for  if  1  not  miftake, 
You  are  the  Prince)  from  that  moft  noble  Lord 
Ifmenus  with  a  Letter.    Ura,  Alas,  I  fear 
I  lhall  be  now  difcover'd.    Leu,  Now  I  feel 
My  felt. the  poorcft  of  all  mortal  things. 
Where  is  he  that  receives  fuch  Courtefies, 
But  he  has  means  to  (hew  his  Gratefulnefs 
Some  way  or  other  ^  I  have  none  at  all : 
I  know  not  how  to  fpeak  fo  much  as  well 
Of  thee,  but  to  thefe  Trees. 

fim.  His  Letters  fpeak  him,  Sir-  

Ui  a.  Gods  keep  me  but  from  knowing  him  till  I  die. 
Ay  me,  fure  I  cannot  live  a  Day. 

[Leucippus  opening  the  Letter^  the  whiljl  Timantus  runs 
at  him,  and  Urania fteps  before. 
Oh  thou  foul  Traitor  ; 
How  do  you,  Mafter  ? 

Leu,  How  doft  thou,  my  Child  ?  Alas !  look  on  this. 
It  may  make  thee  repentant,  to  behold 
Thofe  innocent  Drops  that  thou  haft  drawn  from  thence. 

Ura,  'Tis  nothing,  Sir,  aad  you  be  well.  . 

"Tim,  Oh  pardon  me, 
Know  you  me  now.  Sir  ? 

Leu,  How  could'ft  thou  find  me  out  ? 

jTz'w.  We  intercepted 
A  Letter  from  Ifmenus^  and  the  Bearer 
Direfled  me. 

Leu,  Stand  up,  'Timantus^  boldly. 
The  World  conceives  that  thou  art  guilty 
Of  divers  Treafons  to  the  State  and  me  : 
But  oh  far  be  it  from  the  Innocence 
Of  a  juft  Man,  to  give  a  Traitor  Death 
Without  a  Trial  ;  here  the  Country  is  not 
(49)  To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee  ;  therefore  take 

(49)  To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee ;  therefore 

A  nobler  Trial  than  thou  dojl  defer<ve,'\    Here  a  Verb  is  evi- 
jdcntly  left  out,  being  equally  neceffary  to  the  Senie  ind  Meafupe. 

I  i  2  A 


^oo  CupidV  Revenge. 

A  nobler  Trial  than  thou  doft  deferve, 
Kather  than  none  at  all  •,  here  I  accufe  thee 
Before  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  to  be  a  Traitor 
Both  to  the  Dake  my  Father  and  to  me. 
And  the  whole  Land  *,  fpeak,  is  it  fo  or  no  ? 

lim  'Tis  true,  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Leu,  Take  heed,  Timanlusy 
How  thou  doft  caft  away  thyfelf,  I  mud  * 
Proceed  to  Execution  haftily 
If  tfiou  confefs  it    fpeak  once  again,  is't  fo  or  no  ? 

Tim,  1  am  not  guiky.  Sir. 

Leu,  Gods  and  thy  Sword 
Acquit  thee,  here  it  is.  [Gives  him  his  Sword, 

Tijn,  I'll  not  ufe  any  Violence 
Againlt  your  Highnefs.    L^u,  At  thy  Peril  then. 
For  this  muft  be  thy  Tryal ;  and  from  henceforth 
Look  to  thyfelf. 

i  T  'ima.nius  draws  his  Sword^  they  fight ^  Timantus/^Z/j, 

'Tim.  i  do  beleech  you.  Sir, 
Let  me  not  fight.    Leu,  Up,  up  again,  TimantiiSy 
There  is  no  way  but  this,  believe  me.    Now  if-^ — ^ 
Fie,  fie,  Timantus.^  is  there  no  Ufage  can 
Recover  thee  from  Bafenefs  P  wert  thou  longer 
T'  convcrfe  with  Men,  I'd  have  chid  thee  for  this : 
Be  all  thy  Faults  forgiven. 

Tim,  Oh  fpare  me.  Sir,  I  am  not  fit  for  Death. 

Leu,  I  think  thou  art  not,  yet  truft  me,  fitter  than 
For  Life  ;  Yet  tell  me  e*er  thy  Breath  be  gone, 
Know'ft  of  any  other  Plots  againft  me  ? 

Tim.  Of  none. 

Leu.  What  courfe  wouldft  thou  have  taken,  when  thou 

hadfl:  kiU'd  me? 
Tim,  I  would  have  ta'en  your  Page,  and  married  her. 

Leu.  What  Page? 

Tim.  Your  Boy  there—  [Bics, 

[Urania  fwoons. 

Leu.  Is  he  fall'n  mad  in  Death,  what  docs  he  mean  ? 
Some  good  God  help  me  at  the  v/orft  j  how  doft  thou  ? 
Let  not  thy  Mifery  vex  me,  thou  (halt  have 
What  thy  poor  Heart  can  wifti :  1  am  a  Prince, 

And 
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And  r  will  keep  thee  in  the  gayell  Cloaths, 
And  th'  fined  things,  that  ever  pretty  Boy 
Had  given  him. 

Ura,  1  know  you  well  enough, 
Feth  I  am  dying,  and  now  you  know  all  too. 

Leu,  But  ftir  up  thyfelf ;  look  what  a  Jewel  here  Is, 
See  how  it  gliders ;  what  a  pretty  fhew 
Will  this  make  in  thy  little  Ear  ?  ha,  fpeak, 
Eat  but  a  bit,  and  take  it. 

Vrd.  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 

Leu,  I  prithee  mind  thy  Health  ;  why  that's  well  faid. 
My  good  Boy,  fmile  ftill. 

Ura,  I  (hall  fmile  till  Death 
An  1  fee  you,  I  am  Urania^ 
Your  Sifter-in-law. 

Leu.  Howi* 

Ura,  I  am  Urania, 

Leu.  Dulnefs  did  feize  me,  now  I  know  thee  well ; 
Alas,  why  cam'ft  thou  hither  ?    Ura,  Fech  for  love, 
I  would  not  let  you  know  till  I  was  dying ; 
For  you  could  not  love  me,  my  Mother  was 
So  naught.    Leu.  I  will  love  thee,  or  any  thing ; 
What  ?  wilt  thou  leave  me  as  foon  as  I  know  thee  ? 
Speak  one  Word  to  me ;  alas  flic's  paft  it. 
She  never  will  fpeak  more. 
What  noife  is  that  ?  'tis  no  matter  who 

Enter  Ifmenus  with  the  Lords, 

Comes  on  me  now.    What  worfe  than  mad  are  you 
That  feek  out  Sorrows  ^  if  you  love  Delights 
Begone  from  hence.    Ifm.  Sir,  'tis  for  you  we  come. 
As  Soldiers  to  revenge  the  Wrongs  you've  fuffer'd 
Under  this  naughty  Creature ;  what  fliall  be  done  with  her ; 
Say,  1  am  ready.  Leu,  Leave  her  to  Heav'n,  brave  Coufin, 
And  they  fhall  tell  her  how  flie  'as  finn'd  againft  *em. 
My  Hand  fliall  ne'er  be  ftain'd  with  fuch  bafe  Blood  ^ 
Live,  wicked  Mother  ;  that  reverend  Title  be 
Your  Pardon,  I'll  v^fe  no  extremity 
Againft  you,  but  leave  you  to  Heav'n. 

Bacha,  Hell  take  you  all,  or  if  there  be  a  Place 

Of 
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Of  Torment  that  exceeds  that,  get  you  thither  ; 

And  till  the  Devils  have  you,  may  your  Lives 

Be  one  continued  Plague,  and  fuch  a  one 

That  knows  no  Friends  nor  Ending.    May  ail  Ages 

That  lhall  fucceed,  curfe  you  as  I  do  j  and 

If  it  be  poffible,  I  ask  it  Heav'n, 

That  your  bafe  IlTues  may  be  ever  Menders, 

That  muft  for  fhame  of  Nature  and  Succeffion, 

Be  drown'd  like  Dogs. 

Would  I  had  Breath  to  pleafe  you. 

Leu.  Would  you  had  Love  within  you,  and  fuch  Grief 
As  might  become  a  Mother  ;  look  you  there. 
Know  you  that  Face  ?  that  was  Urania  ; 
Thefe  are  the  Fruits  of  thofe  unhappy  Mothers, 
That  labour  with  fuch  horrid  Births  as  you  do  ; 
If  you  can  weep,  there's  Cau/e    poor  Innocent, 
Your  Wickednefs  has  kill'd  her  ;  V\\  weep  for  you. 

Ifm,  (50)  Monftrous  Woman, 
Mars  would  weep  at  this,  and  yet  (he  cannot. 

Leu.  Here  lies  your  Minion  too,  flain  by  my  Hand, 
I  will  not  fay  you  are  the  Caufe ;  yet  certain, 
I  know  you  were  to  blame,  the  Gods  forgive  you. 

Ifm.  See,  flie  ftands  now  as  if  Ihe  were  inventing 
Some  new  Deftrudlion  for  the  World. 

Leu.  JJmenus^ 
Thou'rt  welcome  yet  to  my  fad  Company. 

Ifrn.  I  come  to  make  you  fomewhat  fadder.  Sir. 

Leu.  You  cannot,  I  am  at  the  height  already. 

Ifm,  Your  Father's  dead. 

Leu.  I  thought  fo,  Heav'n  be  with  him  : 
Oh  Woman,  Woman,  weep  now  or  never,  thou 
Haft  made  more  Sorrows  than  we've  Eyes  to  utter. 

Bacha.  Now  let  Heav'n  fall,  Pm  at  the  worft  of  Evils, 
A  thing  fo  miferably  wretched,  that 

(50)  Ifm.  Monfirous  Woman ^ 

Mars  nvouU  iveep  at  this,  and  yet  Jhe  cannot.  ]  As  a  Syllable 
is  wanting  to  make  any  fort  of  Meafure,  I  fufpeft  the  Original  to 
have  been,  • 

Ifm.  Monjler  of  Women y  Mars  ^ould  ifjeep  at  this, 
4^4 yet  Jhe  cannot. 

Ev'ry 
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Ev*ry  thing,  ev'n  the  laft  of  human  Comforts 
Hath  left  me  ; 

I  will  not  be  fo  bafe  and  cold,  to  live 

And  wait  the  Mercies  of  thefe  Men  I  hate. 

No,  it  is  juft  I  die,  fince  Fortune  'th  left  me,  [home, 

(51)  My  fteep  Defcent  attends  me;  Hand,  ftrike  thou 

I've  Soul  enough  to  guide-,  and  let  all  know. 

As  I  have  ftood  a  Queen,  the  fame  I'll  fall, 

And  one  with  me. 

[Sbefttibs  the  Prince  with  a  Knife,  and  then  herfelf. 
Leu.  Ho. 

Ifm.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Leu.  Nearer  my  Health,  than  I  think  any  here. 
My  Tongue  begins  to  falter  ;  what  is  Man  ? 
Or  who  would  be  one,  when  he  fees  a  poor 
Weak  Woman  can  in  'n  inftant  make  him  none  ?  . 

Bor.  She's  dead  already.    Ifm,  Let  her  be  damn'd  ^ 
Already  as  (he  is  ;  pod  all  for  Surgeons. 

Leu.  Let  not  a  Man  ftir,  for  I  am  but  dead  : 
I've  fome  few  Words  which  I  would  have  you  hear. 
And  am  afraid  I  ihall  want  Breath  to  fpeak  *em  ; 
Firft  t*  you,  my  Lords,  you  know  Ifmenus  is 
(52)  Undoubted  Heir  of  Lycia.,  1  do  beleech  you  all, 
When  I  am  dead,  to  fhew  your  Duties  to  him. 

Lords,  We  vow  to  do't. 

Leu,  I  thank  you. 
Next  to  you, 

Coulin  Ifmenus,  that  lhall  be  the  Duke, 

(51)  My  ftep  Defcent  attefids  me  ;  ]  This  Expreffion,  if  genuine,  is 
extremely  obfcure.  My  Step-Defcent  may  fignify  the  Fall  of  a  Step- 
Mother  ;  or  Jlep  may  have  its  original  Signification,  .-rigid,  and  then 
the  Senfe  may  be ;  Since  Fortune  hath  left  me^  the  rigid  Defcent  of 
Death  next  attends  me.  But  I  believe  Mr.  Theobald  ^x^di  Mr.  Sympfon 
have,  by  Conjedlure,  hit  upon  the  true  Reading,  feep  Defcent,  which 
finely  expreffes  the  Death  of  a  wicked  Perfon,  who  by  the  Heathens, 
as  well  as  Chriftians,  were  believed  to  be  detruded  down  to  the  Depths 
of  Hell. 

~—  uhi  Tartarus  ipfe 

Bis  patet  in  pr^ceps  tantum^  tenditque^  Juh  umbras, 
f^uantus  ad  artherium  Caeli  fufpefliis  Oljmpum. 

^neid.  Lib.  6. 
(52)  Undoubtedly  Heir^—I    Former  Editions. 

•  I 
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(53^  I  pray  you  let  the  broken  Images 

Of  Cii^id  be  re-edified,  1  know 

All  this  is  done  by  him.    Ifm,  It  fliall  be  fo. 

Leu.  Laft,  I  befeech  you  that  my  Mother-in-law 
May  have  a  Burial  according  to  [Z)/V/, 

Ipn,  To  what,  Sir? 

Dor,  There's  a  full  point. 

Ifm.  I  will  interpret  for  him  ;  fhe  (hall  have  burial 
According  to  her  own  Deferts,  with  Dogs. 

Dor.  I  would  your  Majefty  would  hafte  for  fettling  of 
the  People. 

Ifm.  i*m  ready. 

Agen,  Go,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found 
-Some  mournful  thing,  whilft  we  convey  the  Body 
Of  this  unhappy  Prince  unto  the  Court, 
And  o\  that  virtuous  Virgin  to  a  Grave  : 
But*  drag  her  to  a  Ditch,  where  let  her  lie, 
Accurft,  whilft.  one  Man  has  a  Memory,        •  {Exeunt, 


(53)    J  pf^y  you  lei  the  Broken  Image  of  C»//V 

Be  re-edified,  ]    I  cannot  take  leave  of  this  Play  without 

ag2m  regretting  tiie  farcical  Intermixture  of  the  Machinery  of  Cupid, 
from  whence  it  takes  its  Name.  Without  this,  and  the  ridiculous 
Death  of  the  Princefs,  what  a  noble  Tragedy  would  our  Authors  have 
left  us  ?  The  Character  of  the  King  from  his  ridiculous  Dotage  on  his 
Children,  to  a  ftill  more  ridiculous  Dotage  on  a  wanton  Wife;  the 
Misfortunes  of  a  virtuous  young  Prince  from  taking  one  vicious  Step, 
and  endeavouring  to  conceal  it  by  a  Falfity,  are  finely  defcrib'd  ;  but 
how  is  the  jult  Moral  arifing  frcm  thence  fpoil'd,  by  making  this  only 
Cupidi's  Revenge? 


The  End  of  the  Ninth  Vdume. 


